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Of Rhodes. 
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Attendants to Roxolana. 


The Scene, RHODES. 


THE 


ce 


TO THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 
The EARL of 


CLARENDON, 


Lord High Chancellor of ENG LAND, &c. 


MY LORD, 


Hough Poems tave loft much of their Ancient 
vaiue, yet I will prefume to make this a Pre- 
fent to your Lordfhip ; and the rather, be- 
caufe Pocms (if they have any thing pretious 

inthem) do, like Jewels, attra& a greater efteem when 
they come into the poffeffion of great Perfons, thanwhen 
they are in ordinary hands. 

The excufe which men have had for dedication of 
Books, has been to prote& them from the malice of Read- 
ers: but a defence of this nature was fitter for your forces, 
when you were eatly known to learned men (and had no 
other occafion for your abilities, but to vindicate Authors) 
than at this Seafon, when you are of extraordinary ufe to 
the whole Nation. 

Yet when I confider how many, and how violent they 
are who perfecute Dramatick Poetry,{ will then rather call 
this a Dedication than a Prefent, as not intending by it to 
pafs any kind of obligation, but to receive a great bene- 
fit; fince I cannot be fafe unlefs I am fhelter’'d behind 
your Lordfhip. 

Your name is fo eminent in the Juftice which you con- 
vey, through all the different Members of this great Em- 
pire,that my Rhodians {eem to enjoy a better Harbour in the 
Pacificque Thames,than they had on the Mediterranean ; and 
Thave brought Solyman to be arraign’d at your Tribunal, 
where you are the Cenfor of his civility and magnificence. 

Dramatick Poetry meets with the fame perfecution now, 
from fuch who efteem themfelves the moft refin’d and ci- 
vil, as it ever did fromthe Barbarous. And yet whilft 
thofe vertuous Enemies deny Heroique Plays to the Gentry, 

they 
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they entertain the People with a Seditious Farce of their 
own counterfeit Gravity. ButI hope you will not be un- 
willing to receive (in this Poetical drefs) neither the Be- 
ficg’d nor the Befiegers,fince they come without their vices: 
for as others have purg’d the Stage from corruptions of the 
Artof the Drama, fo Lhave endeavour’d tocleanfe it from 
the corruption of manners; nor have I wanted care to ren- 
der the Jdeas of Greatnefs 8 Vertue pleafing and familiar. 

In old Rome the Magiftrates did not only proteét but ex- 
hibir Plays; and not long fince, the two wife Cardinals did 
kindly entertain the great Images, reprefented in Tragedy 
by Munfieur Corneille. My Lord, it proceeds from the fame 
mind, notto be pleas’d with Princes on the Stage, and not 
to affe& rhem in the Throne; for thofe are ever moft in- 
clin’d to break the Mirrour, whoare unwilling to fee the 
Images of fuch as have juft authority over their guile. 

In this Poem I have reviv'd the remembrance of that de- 
folation which was permitted by Chriftian Princes, when 
they favour’d the ambition of fuch as defended the diverfi- 
ty of Religions (begot by the factions of Learning) in 
Germany; whilft thofe who would never admit Learning 
into their Empire (left it fhould meddle with Religion,and 
intangle it with Controverfie) did make Rhodes defence- 
lefs ; which was the only fortify’d Academy in Chriftendom, 
where Divinity and Arms were equally profefs’d. Ihave 
likewife, for variety, foftned the Marcial Encounters be- 
tween Solywan and the Rhodians, with intermingling the 
conjugal vertues of Alphonfo and Lanthe. 

If I fhould proceed, and tell your Lordfhip of what ufe 
Theatres have anciently been, and may be now, by height- 
ning the Characters of Valour, Temperance, Natural Ju- 
ftice, and Complacency to Government, I fhould fall into 
the ill manners and indiferetion of ordinary Dedicators, 
who go about to inftru& thofe from whofe abilities they 
expect prote@ion. The apprehenfion of this errour makes 
me haften to crave pardon for what has been already faid 


by, 
MY LORD, 


Your Lordfhips moft humble and 


moft obedient Servant 


Will. D’ avenant, 


a 


THE 


SIEGE 
RHODES. 


HE Ornament which encompafs'd the Scene, con- 
fifted of feveral Columns, of grofs Ruftick work ; 
which bore up a lirge Freefe. In the unriddle 
of ike Freefe was a Compartiment , wherein 

was written RHODES. The Compartiment was fupport- 
ed by divers Habiliments of War; intermix’d with the Mi- 
litary Enfions of thofe feveral Nations, who were famous for 
defeace of that Eland, which were the French, Germans, 
and Spaniards, the Italians, Avergnois, aad Englifh: The 
Renown of the Englijh Valour, mace tbe Grand Mafter Vil- 
Jevius, to felect their Station to be moft frequently commanded 
by bimfelf. The principal enrichment of the Freefe was a 
Crimfon Drapery, whereon feveral Trophies of Arms were 
fu, Thofe on the Right band, reprefenting fuch as are 
chiefly in ufe amongft the Weftern Nations, together with 
the proper Cognixance of the Order of the Rhodian Knights 5 
and on the left, fuch as are moft cfleem'd in the Eaftern 
Countries; and on an Antique Shield the Crefcent of the 


Ortomans, 


The Scene before the Firft Entry. 


HE Curtain being drawn up, a lightfour Skie ap- 
pear’d, difcov'ring a Maritime Coaft, full of craggy 
Rocks, and high Cliffs, with feveral Verdures naturally 
growing upon fuch Sitnations 5 and afar off, the true Pro- 
[pect of the City of RHODES, when it was in profperous 
eftate ; with fo much view of the Gardens and Hills about 
it, as the narrownefs of the Room could allow the Scene. Ia 
that part of the Horizon, terminated by the Sea, was repre- 
fented the Turkifh Fleet, making towards a Promontory, fome 
few miles diftant from the Town. ‘A 
¢ 
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The Siege of RHODE S, 


The ENTRY is prepared by loftrumental Mufick. 
The Firt ENTRY. 


Enter Admiral. 


Admir. RM, Arm, Villerizs, Arm! 
Thou haft no leifure to grow old; 
Thofe now muft feel thy courage warm, 
Who think thy blood is cold. 
Enter Villerius. 
Filler. Our Admiral from Sea? 
W hat ftorm tranfporteth thee? 
Or bringft thou {torms that can do more 
Than drive An Admiral on fhore? 
Admir. Arm, Arm, the Ba/fa’s Fleet appears 5 
To Rhodes his Courfe from Chios {teers 5 
Her fhady Wings to diftant fight, 
Spread like the Curtains of the Night. 
Each Squadron thicker and {till darker grows; 
The Fleet like many floating Forefts fhows. 
Viller. Arm, Arm! Let our Drums beat 
To all our Out-Guards, a Retreat 5 
And to our Main-Guards add 
Files double lin’d from the Parade. 
Send Horfe to drive the Fields; 
Prevent what rip’ning Summer yields. 
To all the Foe would fave 
Set fire, or give a fecret Grave. 
Admir. Vle to our Gallies haft, 
Untackle ev’ry Matt; 
Hale ’em within the Peer, 
To range and chain ‘em there, 
And then behind St. Nic’las Cliffs 
Shelter our Brigants, Land our Skiffs. 
Viller. Our Field and Bulwark-Cannon mount with haft; 
Fix to their Blocks their brazen bodies faft: 
Whilft to their Foes their Iron-Entrails fly : 
Difplay our Colours, raife our Standard high! [Exit. Adm.’ 
Enter <Alphonfo. 
Alphon. What various Noifes do mine ears invade? 
And have a Confort of confufion made ? 
The thriller Trumpet, and Tempeftuous Drum : 
The deaf’ning clamor from the Cannons womb; 
Which through the Air like fudden Thunder breaks, 
Seems calm to Souldiers fhouts, and Womens fhrieks. 
What danger (Rev’rend Lord) does this portend > 
Filler. Danger begins what muft in Honour end. 
Alphon. What Vizards does it wear? 
viller. Such, gentle Prince, 
As cannot fright, but yet muft warn you hence. 
What 
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What can to Rhodes more fatally appear 
Than the bright Crefcents which thofe Enfigns wear ; 
Wile Emblems that encreafing Empire fhow 3 : 
Which mult be ftill in Nonage and {till row. 
All thefe are yet but the fore-ranning Vaz 
Of the Prodigtous Grofs of Solyman. 
slphow. Pale thew thofe Crefcents to our bloody Crofs ; 
Sink not the Weftern Kingdoms in our léfs : : 
Will not the 4vftrian Eagle moult her Wings, 
That long hath hover’d o're the Gallick Kings 5 
Whofe Lillies too will wither when we fade 5 
And th’ Englifh Lyon fhrink into a fhade. 
viller. Thou feeft not, whilft fo young and guiltlels toc 
That Kings mean feldom what a et euen ace gs 
Who mealure not the compafs of a Crown 
To fit the Head that wears it, but their own 5 
Still hind’ring peace, becanfe they Stewards are, 
Without account, to that wild Spender, War. 
Enter High Marfhal of Rhodes. 
Mar. Still Chriftian Wars they will purfue, and boaft 
Unjutt fuccefles gain’d, whillt Rhodes is loft: 
Whilft we build Monuments of Death, to fhame 
Thofe who forfook us in the Chafe of Fame. 
Alphon. We will endure the Colds of Court-delayss 
Honour grows warm in Airy Velts of Praife. 
On Rocky Rhodes we will like Rocks abide. 
viller Away, away, and haften to thy Bride ? 
*Tis (earce a Month fince from thy Nuptial Rites 
Ttrou cam’{t to honour here our Rhodian Knights : 
To dignifie our facred annual Feaft : 
We love to Lodge, not entomb a Gueft. 
Honour mult yield, where Reaton fhould prevail. 
Abroad, Abroad, and hoife up ev'ry Sail 
That gathers any Wind for sicily! 
Muar. Men lofe their Virtu’s Pattern, lofing thee. 
Thy Bride doth yield her Sex no lefs a Light, 
But, thy life gone, will fet in endlefs Night. 
Ye mutt like Stars fhine long ere ye expire. 
Alphon. Honour is colder Virtue fet on fire: 
My Honour loft, her Love would foon decay : 
Here for my Tomb of Triumph I will ftay. 
My Sword againft proud Solynan I draw, 
His curfed Prophet, and his fenfual Law. 
Chorus. Our Swords againft proud solyxsan We draw, 
His curfed Prophet, and his fenfual Law. 


Melofile, Madina (her two Women) bearing two 
open Caskets with Jewels. 
tanth. To Rhodes this fatal Fleet her courfe does bear. 
Can [ have Love, and not difcover Fear? 
When he, in whom my plighted heart doth live 


(Whom Hymen gave me in reward 
Of vows, which he with favour heard, 


And is the greateft Gift he e’re can give) 
Shall 


Exeunt. 


Enter Tanthe, 
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Shall in a cruel Siege imprifon’d Lc, 

And I, whom Love has bound, have liberty > 

Away! Let’s leave our flourifhing abodes 

In Sicély, and fly to with’ring Rhodes. 

Melo. Will you convert to Inftruments of War, 

To things which to our Sex fo dreadful are, 

Which terrour add to Death’s detefted face, 

Thefe Ornaments which fhould your Beauty grace > 
Mad. Beauty laments! and this exchange abhors; 
Shall all thefe Gems in Arms be fpent 

Which, were by Bounteous Princes fent 

To pay the Valour of your Anceftors? 

Ianth. If by their fale my Lord may be redeem’d, 
Why fhould they more than trifles be efteem’d, 
Vainly fecur’d with Iron Bars and Locks? 

They are the Spawn of Shells, and Warts of Rocks. 
Mad. A\lMadam, all? Will you from all depart? 
Ianth. Love a Confumption learns from Chymifts Art. 

japhyrs, and harder Di’monds mutt be fold 

And turn’d to fofter and more current Gold. 

With Gold we curfed Powder may prepare, 

Which muft confume in fmoak and thinner Air. 

Melo. Thou Idol-Love, Tle worthip thee no more, 
Since thou doft make us forrowful and poor. 

Tanth. Go feek out Cradles, and with Child-hood dwell; 

Where you may ftill be free 
From Loves Self-Flattery, 

And never hear miftaken Loveis tell 

Of bleffings, and of joys in fuch extreams 

As never are poffeft but in our Dreams. 

They woo apace, and haften to be {ped; 

And praife the quiet of the Marriage-bed: 

But mention not the Storms of grief and care 

When Love does them furprize 
With fudden Jealoufies , 

Or they are fever’d by ambitious War. 

Mad. Love may perhaps the Foolith pleafe : 

But he thall quickly leave my heart 
When he perfwades me to depart 

From fuch a hord of precious things as thefe. 

Janth. Send out to watch the Wind! with the firft Gale 
le leave thee sicily, and, hoyfing Sail, 

Steer {trait to Rhodes. For Love andI muft be 

Preferv’d (Alphonfo!) or elfe loft with thee. Exeunt. 


Chorus. 
By Souldiers of feveral Nations. 
1. Come ye Termagant Turks, 
if your Bafla dares Land ye, 
Whilft the Wine bravely works 
Which was brought us from Candy. 


2, Wealth 
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2. Wealth, the leaf? of our care is, 
For the poor ne’r are undone 
Avous, Monfieur of Paris, 
To the Back-fivords of London. 


3. Diego, thox, in a trice, 
Shalt advance thy lean Belly: 
For their Hens and their Rice 


Make Pillau like a Jelly. 


4. Let’em Land fixe and free 5 
For my Cap though an old one, 
Such a Turbant fhall be, 
Thou wilt think it a Cold one. 


5: It is feven to one odds 
They had fafer Sail'd by us: 
Whilfd our Wine lafts in Khodes, 
They fhall mater at Chios. 


End of the firft Entry. 


The Scene is chang'd, and the City, Rhodes, appears beleagur'd 
at Sea and Land. 


The ENTRY is again prepar'd by Inflrumental Mufick, 
The Second Entry. 


Exter Villerius and Admiral. 


Admir. * HE Blood of Rhodes grows cold: Life mult expire! 

Viller. ip The Duke {till warms it with his valours fire! 
Admir. \f he has much in Honours prefence done, 

Has tav’d our Enfigns, or has others won, 

Then he but well by your Example wrought 5 

Who well in Honours Schoo! his Child-hood taught. 

Viller. The Foe three Moons tempeftuoutly has {pent 
Where we will never yield nor he relent; 

Still we, but raife what muft be beaten down3 
Defending Walls, yet cannot keep the Town; 

Vent ring laft {takes where we can nothing win 5 

And, fhutting {laughter out, keep Famine tn. 

Admir. How oft and vainly Rhodes for fiiccour waits 
From triple Diadems, and Scarlet Hats? 

Rome keeps her Gold, cheaply her Warriours pays, 
At firft with Bleflings, and at laft with Praife. 

Viller. By Armies, ftow’d tn Fleets, exhaufted spaiz 
Leaves half her Land unplough’d, to plough the Main; 
And ftill would more of the old World fubdue, 

As if unfatisi’d with all the New. 
Almir. France 


6 The Siege of RHODES. 
Admir. France {trives to have her Lillies grow as fair 
In other Realms as where they Native are. 

Viller. The Englifh Lyon ever loves to change 
His Walks, and in remoter forelts range. 


Chorus. All gaining vainly from each others lofs 5 
Whilfd fiill the Cre{cent drives amay the Crofs. 


Enter Alphonfo. 


Alpion. 1. How bravely fought the flery Frezch, 
Their Bulwark being {torm’d ? 

The colder Alzans kept their Trench, 
By more than Valour warm’d. 


2. The grave Italians paus'd and fought, 
The folemn Spaxiards too 3 
Study’ng more Deaths than could be wrought 
By what the rafh could do. 


3. Th’ Averenian Colours high were rais‘d, 
Twice tane, and twice reliev’d. 
Our Foes, like Friends to Valour, prais’d 
The mifchiefs they receivd. 


4. The cheerful Exelifh got renown 
Fought merrily and faft: 
‘Tis time, they cry’d, to mow them down, 
Wars Harveit cannot laft, 


5. If Death be Reft, here let us dye, 
Where wearinefs 1s all 
We daily get by Victory, 
Who muft by Famine fall. 


6. Great Solywan is landed now 5 
All Fate he feems to be; 
And brings thofe Tempefts in his Brow 
Which he deferv’d at Sea. 


Viller. He can at moft but once prevail, 
Though arm’d with Nations that were brought by more 
Grofs Gallies then would ferve to hale 
This [fland to the Lycian fhore. 
Adm. Let us apace do worthily and give 
Our ftory length, though long we cannot live. 
Chorus. So greatly do, that being dead, 
Brave wonders may be wrought 
By tuch as fhall our {tory read 
‘And ftudy how we fought. 
Enter Solyman, Pirrhus. 
Soly. What fudden halt hath ftay’d thy fwift Renown, 
O’re-running Kingdoms, {topping at a Town? 
He that will winthe Prize in Honours Race, 
Muft nearer to the Goal ftill mend his pace. 
If Age thou feel’ft the ative Camp forbear 5 
In fleepy Cities re{t, the Caves of fear. 


Exthite 


Thy 


Thy mind was never valiant, if, when old, 
Thy Courage cools becaufe thy blood ts cold, 
Pir. How can ambitious Manhood be expreft 
More then by marks of our difdain of Reft> 
What lefs than toyls inceflant can, defpight 
Of Cannon, raife thefe mounts to Caftle-height > 
Or lefs than utmoft or unwearied {trength 
Can draw thefe Lines of batt’ry to that length > 
Soly. The toyls of Ants, and Mole-hills rais’d in {corn 
OF Labour, to be levell’d with a fpurn. 
Thefe are the Pyramids that f(hew your pains; 
But of your Armies valour, where remains 
One Trophy to excufe a Baffa’s boat ? 
Pir. Valour may reckon what fhe bravely loft; 
Not from fucceffes all her count does raife: 
By life well loft we gain a fhare of praife. 
If we in dangers Glefs all Valour fee, 
And Death the fartheft {tep of danger be, 
Behold our Mount of Bodies made a Grave 3 
And prife our lofs by what we fcorn’d to fave. 
Soly. Away/ range all the Camp for an Affaule f 
Tell them, they tread in Graves who make a halt. 
Fat Slaves, who have been lull’d to a Difeafe s 
Cramm’d out of breath, and crippled by t's eafe} 
Whofe active Fathers leapt o’re Walls too high 
For them to climb: Hence from my anger fly: 
Which is too worthy for thee, being mine, 
And muft be quench’d by Rhodian blood or thine. 
Exit Pirrhus, bowing. 
In Honours Orbthe Chriftians fhine; 
Their light in War does {till increafe 5 
Though oft mifled by milts of Wine, 
Or blinder love, the Crime of Peace. 
Bold in Adult’ries frequent change ; 
And evry loud expentfive Vice 5 
Ebbing out wealth by ways as {trange 
As it flow’d in by avarice. 
Thus vilely they dare live, and yet dare dye. 
If Courage be a vertue, “tis allow’d 
But tothofe few on whom our Crowns rely, 
And is condemn’d as madnefs in the Crowd. 


Enter Muftapha, Tanthe veil'd. 


Mafia. Great Sultan, Tfui! chough here at Land 
Loft Fools in oppolition ftand 5 
Yet thou at Sea doft all command. 
soly.What is it thou wouldit fhew,and yet doft fhrow’d ? 
Mufla. I bring the Morning pictur’d in a Cloud 
A Wealth more worth then all the Sea does hide; 
Or Courts difplay in their triumphant pride. 
soly. Thou feem ft to bring the daughter of the Night 5 
And giv'{t her many ftars to make her bright. 
Difpatch my wonder and relate her f{tory. 
Mdufta. *Tisfall of Fate, and yet has much of glory. 
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A Squadron of our Gallies that did ply 


Welt from this Coaft, met two of Siczly, 

Both fraught to furnith Rhodes, we gave em chafe, 
And had, but for our Number, met difgrace. - 
For, grapling, they maintain’d a bloody Fight, 
Which did begin with Day and end with Night. 
And though this bafhful Lady then did wear 

Her Face {till vail’d, her valour did appear: 

She urg'd their courage when they boldly Fought, 
And many fhun’d the dangers, which fhe foughit. 

Soly. Where are the limits thou would ft fet for praife ? 
Or to what height wilt thou thy wonder raife ? 

Musta. This is Ianthe, the sicilian Flower, 
Sweeter then Buds unfolded in a fhower, 

Bride to Alphoxfo, who in Rhodes fo long 

The Theme has been of each Heroick Song 5 

And the for his relief thofe Gallies fraught 5 

Both (tow’d with what her Dow’r and Jewels bought. 

Soly. O wond’rous vertue of a Chriftian Wife! 
Advent’ring lifes fupport, and then her Life 
To fave her ruin'd Lord! bid her unvail [Ianthe feeps back, 

Tanthe. it were more honour, Sultan, to affail 
A publick ftrength againtt thy forces bent, 

Then to unwall this private Tenement, 

To which no Monarch, but my Lord, has right 5 

Nor will it yield to Treaty cr to Might: 

Where Heav’ns great Law defends him from furprife: 
This Curtain only opens to his eyes. _ 

Sely. If Beauty vail’d fo vertuous be, 

°Tis more then Chriftian Hufbands know 3 
Whofe Ladies wear their Faces free, 

Which they to more then Hufbands fhow. 

Ianthe. Your Bafla {wore, and by his dreadful Law, 
None but my Lords dear hand this Vail fhould draw 5 
And that to Rhodes I fhould condutted be, 

To take my fhare of all his deftiny : 
Elfe [ had guickly found 
Sure means to get fome wound, 
Which would in deaths cold Arms 

My honour inftant fafety give 
From all thofe rude Alarms 

Which keep it waking whillt J live. 

Soly. Haft thou engag’d our Prophets plight 
To keep her Beauty from my fight, 

And to conduct her Perfon free 
To harbour with mine Enemy ? 

Mufia. Vertue conftrain’d the priviledge I gave: 
Shall [ for facred Vertue pardon crave? 

Soly. 1 envy not the conquefts of thy fword: 

Thrive {till in Wicked War; 
But, Slave, how did’ft thou dare, 
In vertuous Love, thus to tranfcend thy Lord? 
Thou did’{t thy utmoft vertue fhow: 
Y et f{omewhat more does reft, 
Not yet by thee expreft 5 Which 
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Which vertue left for me to do. 

Thou great example of a Chriftian Wife, 

Enjoy thy Lord, and give him happy Life. 
Thy Gallies with their fraight, 
For which the hungry wait, 

Shall {trait to Rhodes conducted be 5 

And as thy pafiage to him {hall be free, 

So both may fafe return to Sicilie. 

Tanthe. May Solyman be ever far 
From impious honours of the Wars 
Since worthy to receive renown 
From things repair’d, not overthrown. 
And when in peace his vertue thrives, 
Let all the race of Loyal Wives 
Sing this his bounty to his glory, 

And teach their Princes by his ftory. 
Of which, if any Victors be, 

Let them, becaufe he conquer’d me, 
Strip cheerfully each others Brow, 
And at his feet their Laurel thraw. 

Soly. Strait to the Port her Gallies fteer 5 
Then hale the Centry at the Peer. 

And though our Flags ne’re ufe to bow, 
They fhall do Vertue Homage now. 
Give Fire ftill as fhe pafles by, 

And let our Streamers lower fly. 


oer re 


Exeunt feveral ways. 


Chorus of Women, 


i ET # live, live! for beine dead, 
The pretty Spots, 
Ribbands and Knots, 
And the fine French drefs for the Head 5 
No Lady wears upon her 
In the cold, cold, Bed of Honour. 
Beat down our Grottoes, and hew down our Bowers, 
Dig up our Arbours, and root up our Flowers. 
Our Gardens arc Bulyarks and Baftions become: 
Then hang up our Lutes, we wnft fing to the Drum. 


2. Our Patches and our Curls 
(So exatt in each ftation ) 
Our Powders and our Purl: 
Are now out of fashion. 
Hence with our Needles, and give us your Spades 
ive, that were Ladies, grow coorfe as our Maids. 
Our Coaches have drove us to Balls at the Court, 
We now uuft drive Barraws to earth up the Port. 


the End of the Second Entry. 


The 
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The Further part of the Scene is open’d, anda Royal Pavillion 
appears difplay’d, Reprefenting Solywan’s Imperial Thrones 
and about it are difcern’d the Quarters of his Ba//zs and inferiour 
Officers. 


The ENTRY is prepared by Inftrumental Mufick, 
The Third EN TRY. 


Enter Solyman, Pirrhus, Muftapha.: 


Soly. plrrbus, Draw up cur Army wide! 
i Then from the Grofs two {trong Referves divide 5 
And {pread the Wings 
As if we were to Fight, 
In the loft Rhodians fight, 
With all the Weftern Kings ! 
Each Wing with Javizaries line 5 
The Right and Left to Haly’s Sons aflign ; 
The Grofs to Zaxgiban. 
The Main Artillery 
With Aéuftapha thall be: 
Bring thou the Rear, we lead the Vaz. 
Pirrbus. \t foall be done as early as the Dawn5 
As ifthe Figure by thy hand were drawn. 
Masta. We wifh that we, to eafe thee, could prevent 
All thy Commands, by guefling thy intent. 
Soly. Thele Rhodians, who of Honour boatt, 
A lofs excuie, when bravely loft: 
Now they may bravely lofe their Rhodes, 
Which never play’d againft fuch odds. 
To morrow let them fee our f{treneth, and weep 
Whillt they their want of lofing blame; 
Their valiant foily {trives too long to keep 
What might be render’d without fhame. 
Pirrhus. ‘Tis well our valiant Prophet did 
In us not enly lofs forbid, 
But has conjoyn’d us ftill to get. 
Er pire muft move apace, 
When flie begins the Race, 
Ana apter ts for Wings than Feet. 
Mufia.They vainly interrupt our {peed, 
And civil Reafon lack, 
To know they fhould go back 
When we determine to proceed. 
Pirrhus. When to all Rhodes our Army does appear 
Shall we then make a fudden hale, 
And give a general Affault > 
Soly. Pirrhus not yet, Ianthe being there: 
Let them our valour, by our Mercy prize. 
The refpite of this day 
To vertuous Love fhall pay 
A debt long due for all my Victories. 
Mduit. If 


ee, ~ 
ee 
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When Vertu’s free, and Beauty fhews her Face> 
Soly. Difpatch a Trumpet to the Town; 
Summon Janthe to be gone 
Safe with her Lord. When both are free 
And in their Courté to sicily. 
Then Rhodes thal! for that valour mourn 
Which ftops the haft of our return. 
Pirrbus. Thole that in Grecian Quarries wrought, 
And Pioneers from Lyeia brought, 
Wao like a Nation in a throng appear, 
So great their numberis, are landed here: 
Where fhall they work 2 
Soly. Upon Philer wus Hill. 
There, ere thisMoon her Circle fills with days, 
They fhall, by punifht {loth and cherifh’d kill, 
A {pacious Palace in » Caftle raife: 
A Neighbourhood svit3in the Rhodians view 3 
Where, if my anger <annot them fubdue, 
My patience fhall out-wait them, whilft they long 
Attend to fee weak Princes make them {trong : 
ThereT'le grow wuld, and dye too, if they have 
The fecret circ to fait me to my Grave. 
Exeunt. 


The Scene is chang’d to that of the Town Befieg’d. 


Enter Villerius, Admiral, Alphonfo, Ianthe. 


vill. Hen we, Zanthe, would this ac commend, 
We know no more how to begin 
Than we fhould do, if we were in, 
How fuddenly to make an end. 
Adm. What Love was yours which thefe {trong bars of Fate 
Were all too weak to feparate ? 
Which feas and ftorms could not divide, 
Nor all the dreadful Turhi/h pride ? 
Which pafs’d fecure, though not unfeen, 
Even double guards of Death that lay between. 
vill. What more could Honour for fair Vertue do ? 
What could 4/phonfo venture more for yon ? 
Adm. With wonder aud with fhame we mutt confefs 
All we our felves can do for Rhodes, is lefs. 
vill. NNor did your Love and Courage att alone. 
Your Bounty too has no lefs wonders done. 
And for our Guard you have brought wifely down 
A Troop of Vertues to defend the Town: 
The only Troop that can a Town defend 
Which Heav’n before for ruine did intend. 
Adm. Look here ye Weltern Monarchs, look with fhame, 
Who fear not a remote, though common Foe 3 
The Cabinet of one illuftrious Dame 


Does more than your Exchequers joyn’d did do. 
Alphon. Indeed 


Ww 
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Alrbon. Indeed I think, Ianthe, few 
So young and Hlourithing as you, 
Whole Beauties might fo well adora 
The Jewels which by them are worn, 
Did ever Mufkets for them take, 
Nor of their Pearls did Bullets make. 
Fanthe. When you, my Lord, are fhut up here, 
Expence of Treafure muft appear 
So far from bounty, that, alas! 
It covetous advantage was: 
For with {mall coft I fought to fave 
Even all the Treafure that [ have. 
Who would not all her trifling Jewels give, 
Which but from Number can their worth derive. 
if fhe could purchafe or redcem with them 
One great ineftimable Gem? 
Adm. O ripe perfection in a breaft fo young! 
vill. Vertue has tun d her heart, and Wit her tongue. 
Adm. Though Rhodes no pleafure can allow 
I dare fecure the fafety of it now3 
All will fo labour to fave you, 
As that will fave the City too. 
Ianthe. Alas! the utmoft I have done 
More than a juft reward has won, 
If by my Lord and you it be but thought, 
I had the care to ferve him as I ought. 
Vill. Brave Duke farewel, the Scouts for Orders wait, 
And the Parade does fill. 
Alph. Great Matter, Pll attend your pleafure ftrait, 
And ftrive to ferve your will. Exennt Vill. Adm. 
Taxthe after all this praife 
Which Fame fo fully to you pays, 
For that which all the world befide 
Admires you, I alone muft chide. 
Are you that kind and vertuous Wife, 
Who thus expofe your Hufbands Life? 
The hazards, both at Land and Sea, 
Through which fo boldly thou haft run, 
Did more affaule and threaten me 
Than all the Sultan could have done. 
Thy dangers, could I them have feen, 
Would not to me have dangers been, 
But certain death: Now thou art here 
A danger worle than death I fear. 
Thou hatt, Zazthe, honour won, 
But mine, alas, will be undone: 
For as thou valiant wer’t for me, 
I fhall a Coward grow for thee. 
Tinthe.Take heed 4lphon/o, for this care of me, 
Will to my Fame injurious be 5 
Your love will brighter by it fhine, 
But it eclipfes mine. 
- Since I would here before, or with you fall, 
Death needs but beckon when he means to call. 


Alphon. 
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Alph. Ianthe, even in this you (hall command 
And this my ftrongeft paffion guide; 
Your vertue will not be deny’d: — 
It could even solyman himfelf withftand 5 
To whom it did fo beauteous fhow: 
It feem’d to civilize a barb’rous Foe. 
Of this your ftrange efcape, Lenthe, fay 
Briefly the motive and the way. / 
Janthe. Did I not tell you how we fought, 
How I was taken and how brought 
Before great solymun 2 but there 
I think we interrupted were. 
Alph. Yes, but we will not be fo here, 
Should Solywan himfelf appear. 
Tanthe. It feems that what the Bafla of me faid, 
Had fome refpect and admiration bred 
In Solyman3 and this tome encreaft 
The jealoufies which honour did fuggeft. 
All that of Tzrks and Tyrants I had heard 
But that [ fear’d not Death, I fhould have fear’d. 
I, to excufe my Voyage, urg’d my Love 
Yo your high worth; which did tuch pity move, 
Thee ftraight his ulage did reclaim my fear, 
Hie feem’d in civil Frazce3 and Monarch there: 
For foon my Perfon, Gallies, Fraight, were free 
By his command. 
Alph. O wondrous Enemy ! 
Janthe. Thefe are the fmalleft gifts his bounty knew. 
Alph. What could he give you more ? 
Janthe. He gave me you; 
And you may homewards now fecurely go 
Through all his Fleet. 
Alpb. But honour fays not fo. 
Janthe. Uf that forbid it, you hall never fee 
That I and that will difagree. 
Honour will fpeak the fame to me. 
Alph. This Generous Turk amazes me, my Dear! 
How long, Janthe, {tay’d you there? 
qanthe. Two days with Mustapha. 
Alph. How do you fay? 
Two days, and two whole nights? alas ! 
Janthe. That it, my Lord, no longer was, 
Isfuch a mercy, as too long [ ftay, 
F’re at the Altar thanks to Heav'n [ pay. 


Alpb. To Heav'n, Confeflion fhould prepare the way. 
[exit Tanthe 


She is all Harmony, and fair as light, 

But brings me difcord, and the Clouds of night. 

And solyman does think Heaven's joys to be 

In Women not fo fair as fhe. 

°Tis ftrange! Difmifs fo fair an Enemy ! 

She was his own by right of War, 

We are his Dogs, and fuch as fhe, his Angels are. 
O wondrous Turkifh Chattity ! 


Pe 
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Her Gallies, fraight, and thofe to fend 
lito a Town which he would take! 
Are we befieg’d then by a Friend ? 
Could Honour fuch a Prefent make, 
Then when his Honour 1s at {take ? 
Again(t it felf, does Honour booty play ? 
We have the liberty to go away! 
Strange above miracle! But who can fay 
If io his hands we once fhould be 
What would become of her? For what of me, 
Though Love is blind, ev’n Love may fee. 
Come back my thoughts, you muft not rove! 
For fure Ianthe does Alphonfo Love! 
Oh Solyman, this miltick act of thine, 
Does all my quiet undermine : 
But on thy Troops, if not on Thee, 
This Sword my cure, and my revenge {hall be. Exit. 
The Scene changes to Solymans Camp. 
Feter Roxolana, Pirrhus, Rutan. 
Rust. You come from Sea as Verus came before 3 
And feem that Goddefs, but miftake her fhore. 
Pir. tier Temple did in fruitful Cyprus (tand 5 
The galtaz wouders why in Ahedes you land. 
iwi. Aod by your fuddea Voyage he doth fear 
The Tempeft of your paflion drove yoa here. 
Rox. Ruftan, | bring more wonder than I find 5 
And it is more than humour bred that wind 
Which with a forward Gale - 
Did make me hither fail. 
Ruft. He does your forward Jealoufie reprove. 
Rex. Yet Jealoufie does {pring from too much Love; 
If mive be guilty of excefs, 
I dare pronounce it fhall grow lefs. 
Pir. You boldly threaten more than we dare hear. 
Rox. That which you call your Duty is your fear. 
Ruf?. We have fome Valour or our wounds are feign’d. 
Rox. What has your Valour from the Rhodians gain'd? 
Unlefs, Iunthe, as a prize, you boaft ; 
Who now has got that heart which I have loft. 
Brave Conqueft, where the Takers felf is taken! 
Buc, asia Ee rclient. 1 
Bring vainly, e’re I dye, 
That heart to him which he has now forfaken. 
Rujt. Whilpers of Eunuchs, and by Pages brought 
To Licia, you have up to Story wrought. 
Rox. Lead to the Sultan’s Tent, Pirrhus, away ! 
For I dare hear what he himfelf dares fay. 


Chorus. 
Of Men and Women. 
Men. E wives all that are, and wives mould be, 
Unlearn all ye learnt here, of one another, 
And all ye have learnt of an Aunt or a Mother: 
Then firait hither come, a new Pattern to fee, 


Which 
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Which in a good humour kind fortune did fend; 7 
A Glaufs for your minds, as well as your Faces 
Make hafte ther and break your own Looking-glaffes 5 
If you fee but zour felves, you'l never amend. is 
Women. Tou that will teach us what your Wives ought to do 
Take heeds there's a Pattern in Town too for gon. . 
Be you but Alphonfos, and we 
Perhaps Yanthes will be. 
Men. Be you but Yanthes, avd we 
Alphonfos 2 while will be. 
Both. Let both fides begin then, rather than neither ; 
Let's both joyn our hands, and both mend together. 


End of the Third Entry. 


a 


The Scene 1s vary’d to the Profpect of Mount Philermus: Artificers 
appearing at work about that Caftle which was there, with won- 
derful expedition, ereéted by Solywan. His great Army is dif- 
covered in the Plain below, drawn up in Battalia, as if it were 
prepar’d for a general Affault. 


The ENT RY is again prepared by Inftrumental Mufick. 
The Fourth EN TRY. 


Enter Solyman, Pirrhus, Muftapha- 


Soly. Rou my Pafs-port, and refolve to dye 5 
Only for fafhions fake, for company ? 
Oh coftly fcruples! But Pll try to be, 
Thou {tubborn Honour, obftinate as thee. 
My Pow’r thou fhalt not vanquifh by thy will, 
I will enforce to live whom thou would’ft kill. 
Pirrhus. They into morrows ftorm will change their mind, 
Then, though too late inftructed, they fhall find, 
That thofe who your protection dare reject 
No hetmane Power dares venture to protect. 
They are not Foes, but Rebels, who withftand 
The pow’r that does their Fate command. 
Soly. Oh AMuftapha, our {trength we meafure ill, 
We want the half of what we think we have; 
For we enjoy the Beaft-like pow’r to kill, 
But not the God-like power to fave. 
Who laughs at Death, laughs at our higheft Pow’r 5 
The valiant man is his own Emperour. 
Mufta. Your pow’r to fave, you have to them made known, 
Who {corn’d it with ingrateful pride 5 
Now, how you can deftroy, muft next be fhown; 
And that the Chriftian world has try’d. 
Soly. ’Tis fuch a fingle pair 
As only equal are 
Unto themfelves; but many f{teps above 


All others who attempt to make up Love. 
Theiz 
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Their Lives will noble Hiftory afford, 

And muft adorn my Scepter, not my Sword. 

My ftrength in vain has with their virtue ftrove; 

In vain their Hate would overcome my Love. 

My favours I'll compel them:to receive: 

Go Musfapha, and ftrideft Orders give, 

Through all the Camp, that in Affault they {pare 
(And in the Sack of this prefumptious Town) 

The lives of thefe two ftrangers with a care 
Above the prefervation of their own. 

Alphonfo has fo oft his courage fhown, 

That he to all but Cowards muft be known. 

Tanthe is fo fair that none can be 

Miftaken amongft thoufands, whici is fhe. 


The Scene returns to that of the Town befieg’d. 
Enter Alphonf, Ianthe. 


Ianthe. Alphonfo, Now the danger grows fo near, 
Give her that loves you leave to fear. 
Nor do I blufh, this paffion to confefs, 
Since it for object has no Jefs 
Than even your liberty, or life 5 
I fear not as a Woman, but a Wife. 
We were too proud no nfe to make 
OF Solyman’s obliging proffer 5 
For why fhould Honour {corn to take 
What Honour’s felf does to it offer. 
Alph. To be o’recome by his victorious Sword, 
Will comfort to our fall affords 
Our ftrength may yield to his; but ’tis not fit 
Our vertue fhould to his fubmit; 
In that, Zanthe, I mult be 
. Advanc’d, and greater far than he. 
Tanthe.Fighting with him who ftrives to be your friend, 
You not with Vertue, but with Pow’r contend. 
Alpb. Forbid it Heaw'n, our friends fhould think that we 
Did merit friendfhip from an Enemy. 
Ianthe. He is a Foe to Rhodes and not to you. 
Alph. In Rhodes befieg’d, we muft be Rhodians too. 
Iaxthe. ’>Twas Fortune that engag’d you in this War. 
Alph. Twas Providence! Heaven’s Pris’ners here we are. 
Ianthe. That Providence our Freedom does reftore 5 
The hand that {hut, now opens us the Door. 
Alph. Had Heav'n that Pafs-port for our freedom fent, 
It would have chofe fome better Inftrument 
Than faithlefS solywaz. 
Ianth. O fay not fo! 
To {trike and wound the vertue of your Foe 
Js cruelty, which War does not allow: 
Sure he has better words deferv’d from you. 
Alphon. From me, Ianthe, No3 
What he deferves from you, you beft muft know. 
Ianthe. What 
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Sea gS aE RS Se ee, 
Tanthe. What means my Lord? ea a Pea 
Alphon. For I confefs, T mutt 

The poyfon’d bounties of a Foe miftrut: 

And when upon the Bait I look, 
Though all feem fair, fufped the Hook. 

Tanthe. He, though a Foe, is generous and true: 

What he hath done, declares what he will do. 

Alphon. He in two days your high efteem has won: 
What he would do I knows who knows what he has done? 
Done? Wicked Tongue, what haft thou faid> (46 ; 
What horrid falfhood from thee fled > ae 
Oh, Jealoufie (if Jealoufie it be) 

Would I had here an Afp inftead of Thee! 

Ianthe. Sure you are fick, your words, alas! 

Geftures, and looks, diftempers thew. 

Alphon. Tanthe, you may fafely pals; 

Phe Pafs, no deubt, was meant to you. 

Tanthe. He's jealous fures; Oh, Vertue! can it be > 
Fave I for this ferv’d Vertue faithfully 2 
Alphon{>—-——— 

Alphon. Speak, Ianthe, and be free. 

tanthe. Havel deferv’d this change? 

Alphon. Thou do'ft deferve 

So much, that Emperours are proud to ferve 

The fair Zzvthe; and not dare 

To hurt a Land whilft fhe is there. 

Return (Renown’d Zaathe) fafely home 5 

And force thy paflage with thine Eyes 5 
To conquer Rhodes will be a prize 
Lefs glorious than by thee to be o’recome. 
But fince he longs (itfeems) fo much to fee, 
And be poffeft of me, 

Tell him, I fhall not fly beyond his reach: 

Would he could dare to meet me in the Breach. Exit. 
Tanthe. Tell him! tel! him? Oh no, Alphonfo, no- 

Let never man thy weaknefs know3 
Thy fudden fall will be a fhame 
To Man’s and Vertue's name. 

Alphonfo’s falfe! for what can falfer be 

Than to fufpect that falfhood dwells in me ? 

Could Solyzan both Life and Honour give? 

And can Alphonfo me of both deprive ? 

Of both Alphonfo; for believe 
Janthe will difdain to live 
So long as to let others fee 
Thy true, and her imputed, infamy. 
No more let Lovers think they can poffefs 
More than a month of happinefs. 
We thought our hold of it was {trong 5 
We thought our Leafe of it was long: 
But now, that all may ever happy prove, 
Let never any love. 
And yet thefe troubles of my Love to me 


Shall fhorter than the pleafures be. FF 
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Pil cll to morrow Jaft; then the Aflault 

Shall finith my misfortune and his faule. 

Ito my Enemies thall doubly ow, 

or faving me before, for killing now. : Exit. 


Enter Villerius, Admiral, 


Adz. From out the Camp a valiant Chriftian Slave 
Efcap’d, and to our Knights affurance gave 
That at the break of day 
Their Mine will play. ° 
bill, Oft Atartiningys {truck and try’d the ground, 
And counter-digg’d, and has the hollows found : 
We fhall prevent 
Their dire intent. 
Where is the Duke, whofe valour ftrives to keep 
Rhodes {till awake, which elfe would dully {leep> 
Adm. His Courage and his Reaton is o’rethrown. 
vill. Thou fing’ft the fad deftruction of our Town. 
Adm. Imet him wild as all the winds, 
When in the Ocean they conteft : 
And diligent fufpition finds 
He is with Jealoufie poffett. 
vill. That Arrow, once mifdrawn, muft ever rove. 
O weaknefs, fprung from mightinefs of Love! 
O pity’d Crime! 
Alphonfo will be overthrown 
Unlefs we take this Ladder down, 
Where, though the Rounds are broke, 
He does himfelf provoke 
Too haftily to Climb. 
Adm. Ynvilibly, as dreams, Fame’s wings 
Fly every where; 
Hov’ring all day o’re Palaces of Kings 5 
At night fhe lodges in the people’s ear : 
Already they perceive Alphonfo wild, 
And the belov’d Zanthe griev'd. 
vill, Let us no more by Honour be beguil’d 5 
This Town can never be reliev’d5 
Alphonfo and Ianthe being loft, 
Rhodes, thou doft cherifh Life with too much coft / 
Chorws. Away, unchain the Streets, unearth the Ports. 
Pull down each Barracade 
Which womens fears have made, 
And bravely Sally out from all the Forts! 
Drive back the Crefcents, and advance the Crofs, 
Or fink all humane Empires in our lofs! 


Enter Roxolana,Pirrhus,Ruftan, and two of her Women. 


Roxol. Not come to fee me e’re th Affault be paft? 
Pir. He fpoke it not in anger, but im hafte. 
Rust. If mighty Solywan be angry grown, 
It is not with his Emprefs but the Towa. 
Rox. When ftubborn Rhodes does him to anger move, 
“Tis by detaining there what he does love. 


vir. Be 


Re ra a oe 
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Pir, He is refolv’d the City to deftroy. . 

Rox. But more refolv’d lenthe to enjay. 

Rui. T’avoid your danger ceafe your fealoufie. 

Rox. Tell them of danger who do fear do dye. 

Pir. None but your felf dares threaten you with Death. 

1. Wow, Do not your beauty blaft with your own breath 

2.Wom. You leflen’t in your own efteem 
When of his Love you jealous feem. 

1.1Vom. And but a faded beauty make it 

When you fufpect he can forfake it. 

2.Wow. Believe not, Emprefs, that you are decay’d, 
For fo youl feem by jealous paffion {way’d. 

Rox. He follows paffion, I purfue my Reafon : 
He loves the Traitor, and I hate the Treafon. 

Enter Haly. 
Haly. Our Foes appear! Thiaffaule will {trait begin. {rattan 


sore sae 


They Sally out where we muft enter in. Ruftan. 
Rox. Let solywan forget his way to Glory, iz Chorus. 
Increafe in Conqueft and grow lefs in Story. 
That honour which in vain 
His valour fhrinks to gain, 
When from the Rhodians he Ianthe takes, 
Is loft in lofing me whom he forfakes. Fxeunt feveral ways. 


Chorus of Wives. 


I. 


pale curfed Jealoufie, what is’t ¢ 

a; "Tis Love that has lost it felf in a M4ift. 
3. “Tis Love being frighted out of his wits. 

4. “Tis Love that has a Fever got5 

Love that is violently hot 5 

But troubled with cold and trembling fits, 

"Tis yet a more unnatural evil: 


Chorus. "Tis the God of Love, ’tis the God of Love, poffeft with a 
(Devil. 


Phi 


1. Tis rich corrupted Wine of Love, 
Which fharpeft Vinegar cloes prove. 
2. Frons all the feet Flowers which might Honey make, 
It does a deadly Poifon bring. 
3. Strange Serpent which it felf doth fting ! 
4. It never can fleep, and dreams ‘fill awake. 
5. It fluffs up the Marriage-bed with Thorns. 
Chorus. it cores it felf, it gores it felf, with smagin'd horns, 


The End of the Fourth Entry. 
The 
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The Scene is chang’d into a Reprefentation of a general Affault 
given to the Town; the greate(t fury ofthe Army being difcern’d 
at the Englith Station. 


The ENTRY is again prepar’d by Inftrumental Mufick. 
The Fifth EN TRY. 


Enter Pirrhus. 


More Gabions, and renew the Blinds ; 
Like duft they Pouder fpend, 
And to our faces fend 
The heat of all the Element of fire; 
And to their Backs have all the winds. 
Enter Muftapha. 
Mufta. More Ladders, and reliefs to fcale ! 
The Fire-crooks are too fhort! Help, help to hale! 
That Battlement is loofe, and ftrait will down! 
Point well the Cannons and play faft! 
Their fury is too hot to laft. 
That Rampire fhakes, they fly into the Town. 
Pir. March up with thofe Referves to that Redout ! 
Faint flaves! the Janizaries reel! 
They bend, they bend! and feem to feel 
The Terrours of a Rout. 
Mufta: Old Zanger halts, and re-inforcement lacks! 
Pir. March on! 
Mufta. Advance thofe Pikes, and charge their Backs / 
Enter Solyman. 
Soly. Thofe Plat-forms are too low to reach! 
Hatte, hafte! call Haly to the Breach! 
Can my domeftick Janizaries flye! 
And not adventure life for victory! 
Whofe childhood with my Palace milk I fed: 
Their youth, as if I were their Parent bred. 
What is this Monfter Death, that our poor Slaves, 
Still vext with toyl, are loth to reft in Graves? 
Mufiz. If life fo precious be, why do not they, 
Who in War's trade can only live by prey, 
Their own afflicted lives expofe 
To take the happier from their Foes? 
Pir. Our Troops renew the Fight! 
And tho‘%e that fally’d out 
To give the Rout,. 
Are now return‘d in flight! 
Soly. Follow, follow, follow, make good the Line! 
In, Pirrhus, in! Look, we have {prung the Mine! Exit Pirrhus. 
Mufta. Thofe de(p’rate Exglifh, ne’r will fly ! 
Their firmnefs {till does hinder others flighe, 
As if their Miftreffes were by 
To fee and praife them whilft they fight. 


a Raverfe the Cannon/ Mount the Batt’ries higher! 


Soly. That 
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Soly. That flame of valour in Alphon/o's eyes, 
Outfhines the light of all my Victories ! 
Thofe who were flain when they his Bulwark {torm’d, 
Contented fell, 
As vanquith’d well ; 
Thofe who were left alive may now, 
Becaufe their valour is by his reform’d, 
Hope to make others bow. 
Afufia. Ere while Lin the Ewglifh {tation faw 
Peauty, that did my wonder forward draw, 
Whofe valour did my Forces back difperfe 5 
Fairer than Woman, and than man more fierce: 
Tt thew’'d {uch courage as difdain’d to yield, 
And yet feern’d willing to be kill’d. 
Soly. This Vifion did to me appear: 
Which movwd my pity and my fear: 
Je had a Drefs much like the Imag’rie 
t’or Heroes drawn, and may Lanthe be. 


Exter Pirrhus. 


ri. Fallon! the Englith ftoop when they give fire! 
They feem to furl their Colours and retire! 

Soly. Advance! I only would the Honour have 
To conquer two, whom I by force would fave. 


Enter Alphonfo with his Sword drawn. 


Alph. My Reafon by my Courage is mifled! 
Why chafe I thofe who would from dying flye, 
Enforcing them to {leep amongft the dead, 
Yet keep my felf unflain that fain would dye? 
Do not the Pris’ners whom we take declare 
How Solyman procjaim’d through all his Hoft, 
That they Zavthe’s ite and mine fhould fpare ? 
Life ill prefcrv’d, 1s worfe than bafely loft. 
Mine by dipatch of War he will not take, 
But means to leave it lingring on the Rack 5 
That in his Palace might live, and know 
Her fhame, and be afraid to call it fo. 
Tyrants and Devils think all pleafures vain, 
Bat what are {till deriv’d from others pain. 


Enter Admiral. 


Adm. Renown'd Alphonfo, thou halt fought to day, 
As if all Afia were thy valour’s prey. 
But now thou muft do more 
Than thou haft done before; 
Elfe the important life of AAodes is gone. 
Alpb. | Why fromthe peaceful grave 
Should I ftill ftrive to fave 
The lives of others, that would lofe mine own? 
Adm. The Souldiers call, Alphonfo! thouhaft taughe 
The way to all the wonders they have wrought 3 
Who now refufe to fight 
But inthy Valour’s fight. 


Aliph 


2i 
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Alph. would to none example be to flye 5 
But fain would teach all humane kind to dye. 
Adm. Hatte, halte! Iazthe in difguife 
At th’ Englifh Bulwark wounded lies; 
And in the Frezch, our old great Matter ftrives 
From many hands to refcue many lives. 
Alphon. Ianthe wounded? where? alas / 
Has mourning Pity hid her face? 
Let Pity fly, fly far from the oppreft, 
Since {he removes her Lodging from my brett! 
Adm. You have but two great cruelties to chufe 
By ftaying heres you muft Zaxthe lofe, 
Who ventur'd life and fame for you; 
Or your great Matter quite forfake, 
Who to your Childhood fir{t did thew 
The ways you did to Honour take. 
Alphon. Ianthe cannot be 
In fafer company : 
For what will not the valiant Englifh do 
When Beauty is diftrefs’d and Vertue too? 
Adm. Difpatch your choice, if you will either fave, 
Occafion bids you run; 
You muft redeem the one 
And I the other from a common grave. 
Alphonfo, hatte! 
Alphon. Thou urgeft me too faft. 
This Riddle is too fad and intricate 5 
The hardeft that was e’re propos'd by Fate. 
Honour and pity have 
Of both too fhort a time to chufe! 
Honour the one would fave, 
Pity, would not the other lofe. 
Adm. Away, brave Duke, away! 
Both Perifh by our ftay. 
Alph. I to my Noble Mafter owe 
Allthat my Youth did Nobly do: 
He in War’s School my Mafter was, 
The Ruler of my Lifes 
She my lov’d Miftrefs5 but, alas, 
My now fufpected Wife. 
Adm. By this delay we both of them forfake! 
Which of their refcues wilt thou undertake ? 
Alph, Hence Admiral, and to thy Matter high! 
i will as {wiftly to my Miftrefs fly 
Through Ambufh. Fire, and all impediments 
The witty cruelty of Wer invents: 
For there does yet fome tafte of kindnefs laft, 
Still relifhing the vertue that is pat. 
But how, Iumthe, can my {word fuccefsful prove, 
Where honour ftops, and only pity leads my love? 
Exeunt feveral ways. 
Fnter Pirrhus. 
Pir © fudden change! repulft in all the heat 
“VV Dory, aad fore’d to lofe retreat! 
seven 


The Siege of RHODES. 33, 


Seven Crefcents, fixt on their Redouts, are gone! 
Herfe, horfe! we fly 
From Victory ! 
Wheel, wheel from their Referves, and charge our own! 
Divide that Wing! 
More fuccour bring! 
Rally the Fled, 
And quit our Dead! 
Refcue that Entign and that Drum! 
Bold flaves! they to our Trenches come: 
Though {till our Army does in pofture {tay 
Drawn up to judge, not act, the bufinefs of the day 5 
As Rowe, iu Theaters, faw Fencers play. 


Fuiter Muftapha. 


Mujia. Who can be loud enough to give command? 

Stand, Haly, make a ftand! 

Thofe Horfes to that Carriage fpan! Drive, drive ! 
Zanger is fhot agen, yet {till alive! 
Coyas for the Culv’rin, then give fire 

To cleer the Turn-Pikes, and let Zanger in! 
Look, Pirréus, look, they all begin 

To alter their bold Count’nance, and retire! 


The Scene returns to that of the Caftle on Afount Philermus. 


Enter Solyman. 


soly. How cowardly my num’rous flaves fall back ! 

Slow to Affault, but dext’rous when they fack! 
Wild Wolves in times of peace they are3 
Tame fheep and harmlefs in the War. 

Crowds fit to {top up breaches; and prevail 

But fo as {heals of Herrings choak a Whale. 

This Dragon-Duke fo nimbly fought to day, 

As if he wings had got to {toop at Prey, 

Janthe is triumphant, but not gone; 

And fees Rhodes {til] beleaguer’d, though not won. 

Audacious Town! thou keep’ft thy ftation full 5 

And fo my Caftle tarrics on that Hill, 

Where [ will dwell till Famine enter Thee; 

And prove more fatal than my Sword could be, 

Nor fhall Zzvthe from my favours run, 

But {tay to meet and praife what fhe did fhun. 


The Scene is chang’d to that of the Town befieg’d. 


Enter Villerius, Admiral, Tanthe. 
She in a Night-Gown and a Chair is brought in, 


Viller. Air Vertue, we have found 
~ No danger in your Wound. 
Securely live, 
And credit give 


rs 
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To us and to the Surgeons Art. 
Ianthe. Alas! my wound ts in the Heart 5 
Or elfe, where e’re it be, 
Imprifon'd life it comes to free, 
By feconding a worfer wound that hid doth lie: 
What practice can aflure 
That Patient of a Cure, 
Whole kind of grief {till makes her doubt the remedy ? 
Adm. The wounded that would foon be eas’d 
Should keep their {pirits tun’d and pleas’d 5 
No difcords fhould their mind fubdue: 
And who in fuch diftrefs 
As this, ought to exprefs 
More joyful harmony than you? 
‘Tis not alone that we affure 
Your certain cure 3 
But pray remember that your bloods expence 
Was in defence 
OF Ahedes, which gain’dto day a moft important Victory : 
For our fuccefs, repelling this Affault, 
Has taught the Ottomans to halt; 
Who may, wafting their heavy body, learn to fly. 
vill. Not only this fhould haften your content, 
But you fhall joy to know the inftrument 
That wrought the triumph of this day 5 
Alphonfo did the Sally {way ; 
To whom our Rhodes, all that fhe is does owe, 
And all that from her Root of Hope can grow. 
Ianthe. Hashe fo greatly done? 
Indeed he us’d to ran 
As {wift in Honours Race as any He 
Who thinks he merits Wreaths for Victory. 
This is to all a comfort, aad fhould be, 
If he were kind, the greateft joy to me. 
Where is my alter’d Lord? I cannot tell 
If I may alk, if he be fafe and well? 
For whil’ft all ftrangers may his actions boaft, 
Who in their Songs repeat 
The Triumphs he does get, 
i only maft lament his favours loft. 
vill. Some wounds he has; none defperate but yours 5 
Janthe card, his own he quickly cures. 
Janthe. \f his be little, mine will foon grow lefs, 
Ay me! What Sword 
Durft give my Lord 
Thofe wounds, which now Zaathe cannot drefs > 
Adm. Ianthe will rejoyce when the did hear 
How greater than himfelf he does appear 
In refcue of her Lifes allacts were flight, 
And cold, even in our hotteft Fight, 
Compar’d to what he did, 
When with Death’s Vizard fhe her Beauty hid. 


Vill, Love 
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Fill. Love urg’d his anger, till it made fuch hafte 
And rufht fo {wiftly in, | 
That {carce he did begin 
E’re we could fay, the mighty work was patt. 
Ianthe. All this for me? fomething he did for you: 
But when his Sword begun, 
Much more it would have done 
If he, alas! had thought Zzzthe true. 
Adm. Be kind, Ianthe, ard be well ! 
It is too pitiful to tell 
What way of dying is exprett 
When he that Letter read 
You wrote before your Wounds were dreft; 
When you and we defpair’d you could recover: 
Then he was more than dead, 
And much out-wept a Hufband and a Lover. 


Enter Alphonlo wounded, led in by two Mutes. 


Alphon. Tear up my wounds! I had a paffion coorfe 
And rude enough to ftrengthen Jealoufie 5 
But want that more refin’d and quicker force 
Which does out-wreftle Nature when we dye. 
Turn toa Tempeft all my inward ftrife: 
Let it not laft, 
But ina blaft 
Spend this infectious vapour, Life! 
Janthe. It ismy Lord! Enough of ftrength I feel, 
To bear me to him, or but let me kneel. 
He bled for me when he atchiev’d for you 
This days fuccefs; and much from me is due. 
Let me but blefs him for his Victory, 
And haften to forgive him e’reI dye. 
Alphon. Be not too rath, Ianthe, to forgive, 
Who knows but f ill ufe may make 
Of pardons which I could. not take 5 
For they may move me to defire to live. 
Ianthe. If ought can make Ianmthe worthy grow 
Of having pow’r of pard’ning you, 
It is, becaufe the perfectly doth know 
That no fuch pow’r to her is due. 
Who never can forget her felf, fince fhe 
Unkindly did refent your Jealoufie. 
A paffion againft which you nobly ftrove: 
I know it was but over-cautious love. 
Alphon. Accurfed crime! Oh, let it have no name 
Till E recover Blood to thew my fhame. 
Iunthe. Why {tay we at fuch diftance when we treat? 
As Monarchs children, making Love 
By Proxy, to each other move, 
And by advice of tedious Councils meet. _ 
Alphon.Keep back, Janthe, for my {trength does fai! 


When on thy cheeks I fee thy Rofes pale. 
Draw 
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Draw all the Curtains, and then lead her in; 
Let mein darknefs mourn away my fin. Exennt. 


Exter Roxolana, avd Women Attendants. 


Soly. Your looks exprefs a triumph at our lofs. 
Roxol. CanT forfake the Crefcent for the Crofs? 
soly. You with my fpreading Crefcent fhrunk no lefs. 
Roxol. Sultan, 1 would not lofe by your Succefs. 
Soly. You area friend to the Befiegers grown! 
Koxol. I wifh your Sword may thrive 
Yet would not have you ftrive 
To take Iunthe rather than the Town. 
Soly. Yoo much on wand’ring Rumour you rely 5 
Your foolifh Women teach you Jealoufie. 
1. liom. We fhould too blindly confident appear, 
tf, when the Emprefs fears, we fhould not fear. 
2. Wom. The Camp does breed that loud report 
Which wakens Eccho in the Court. 
1. Vom. The World our Duty will approve, 
If for our Miftrefs fake, 
We ever are awake 
To watch the wand’rings of yourLove. 
Soly. My War with Rhodes will never have fuccefs, 
Till I at home, Roxana, make my peace. 
I will be kind, if you'l grow wifes 
Go, chide your Whifp’rers and your Spies, 
Be fatisfy’d with liberty to think 5 
And, when you fhould not fee me, learn to wink. 


Chorus of Souldiers, 


I. 


\ K ith a fine merry Gale, 
Fit to fill ev'ry Sail, 
They did cut the finooth Sea 
That our skins they might flea: 
Still as they Landed, we firkt them with Sallies 5 
We did bang their filk Shafhes, 
Through Sands and through Plafhes 
Till amain they did run to their Gallies. 


2s 


They firft were fo mad 
As they Fealoufies had 
That our Ifle dur not ftag, 
But would float firait amay 5 
for they Landed fiill faster and fafter 5 
And their old Baffa Pirchus 
Did think he could fear us 5 
Dut binsfelf fooncr fear'd our Grand-Mafter. 
3. Then 
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Then the kug ous great Turk, 
Cane to make us more work; 
With enow men to eat 
All he meant to defeat; | 
Whofe wonderful worfhip did confirm us 
In the fear he would bide here 
go long till he Dy d here, 
By the Caféle be build on Philermus. 


4. 


Tou began the Affault 
With a very long Hault 5 
And, as haulting ye came, 
So ye went off as lames; 
And have left our Al\phonfo to fcoff” ye. 
To himfelf, as 2 Daintie, 
He keeps his {anthe3 
Whilft we drink good Wine, and you drink but Coffee. 


The End of the Fifth Entry. 


The Curtain is let fall. 


FINES. 
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The Second Part: 


Prologue. 


Hat if we ferve you now atrick? and do 
Like hinz who pofted Bills that he would fhow 
So many atiive feats, and thofé fo high, 
That Conrt and City came to fee hin fly 2 
But he, gord man, careful to empty Still 
The Money-Foces, as the Houfe did fill, 
Of all his Tracks, had tive to fhew but one: 
He lin’d his Purfe, and, Prefto! he was gone! 
Many were ther as fond, as you are now, 
Of feeing ftranger things than Art can fhow. 
We may perform as much as he did do 
We have your Money, and a Back-Door too. 
Go, and be couzen’d thus, rather than fray 
And wait to be worfe couzen'd with our Play. 
For you fhall hear fuch coorfé complaints of Love, 
Sach filly fighing, as xo ore will move 
Tour Paffion than Dutch Madrigals can do, 
When Skippers, with wet Beards, at Wapping wooe. 
Hope little from our Poets wither'd Wits 
From Infant-Players, foarce grown Puppets yet. 
Hope from our Woren lefi, whofe bafhful fear, 
Wondred to {ce me dare to enter here: 
Each took fer leave, and wifht my danger pafts 
And thouzh I come back (afe and undiferac d, 
ret when they fpiethe WITS here, then I doubt 
No Amazon can make em venture out. 
Though I advis d ens not to fear you much 3 
For I prefisme not half of pou are fach. 
But 
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But many Trav lers here as Judges come; 
From Paris, Florence, Venice, and from Rome: 
Who will defcribe, when any Scene we draw, 

By each of ours, all that they ever faw. 

Thofé praifing, for exten|ive bredth and height, 
And inward diftance to deceive the fight. 

When greater Objects, moving in broad Space, 
You rank with leffér, in this narrow Place, 
Then we like Chels-men, 02 4 Chefs-board are, 
And feem to play like Pawns the Rhodian Jar. 
Oh Money! Money! if the WITS would drefs, 
With Ornaments, the prefent face of Peace 5 
And to our Poet half that Treafure /pare, 

Which Fafion gets fro Fools to nourifh War 3 
Then his contrahed Scenes fhould wider be, 
And move by greater Engines, till you fee 
(Whilfi you Securely fit.) frerce Armies meet, 
And raging Seas difperfé a fighting Fleet. 

Thus much he bad me fay and I confefs, 

I think he would, if rich, mean nothing lefs5 
But, leaving you your felves to entertain, 

Like az old Rat retire to Parmizan. 


ACT the Firft, SCENE the Firft. 


The SCENE is a Profpect of Rhodes beleagur’d at Sea 
and Land by the Fleet and Army of Solyman. 


Enter Alphonfo, Admiral, Marfhal of Rhodes. 


And when, flow Venice, will thy Succours come > 
How often too have we in vain 
Sought aid from long confulting Spain 2 
Adm. The German Eagle does no more 
About our barren I{land Sore. 
Thy Region, famifht Rhodes, fhe does forfake 5 
And cruelly at home her Quarry make. 
Alph. The furious French, and fiercer Exgli/h fail. 
Adm. We watch from Steeples and the Peer 
What Flags remoter Veflels bear; 
But no glad Voice cries out, a Sail! a Sail! 
dar. Brave Duke! I find we are to blame 
In playing {lowly Honours Game, 
Whilft lingring Famine wattes our ftrength, 
And tires afflicted Life with length, 


eS fhall we {cape from the delays of Rome ? 
Mar. 


Alph. The 


~~ 
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Alph. The Council does it rafhnets call 

When we propofe to hazard all 
The parcels we have left in one bold Caft: 
Bue ther Difcretion makes our Torments laft.. 

Adnz. When lefs’ning Hope flyes from our Ken, 
And (till Defpair fhews great and near, 
Difcretion feems to Valour then 
A formal fhape to cover fear. 

Alph. Courage, when it at once adventures all, 
And dares with humane aids difpenfe, 
Refembles that high confidence 

Which Priefts may Faith and Heav'zly Valour call. 
Adm. Thofe who in latter dangers of fierce War 
To diftant hope and long confults are given, 
Depend too proudly on their own wife care 
And feem to truft themfelves much more than Heay’n,. 
Alph. Let then the Elder of our Rhodiaz Knights 
Difcourfe of flow defigns in ancient Fights 3 
Let them fit long in Council to contrive 
How they may longeft keep lean Fools alive : 
Whillt (Afzrfhal) thou, the Admiral, and I 
(Grown weary of this tedious {trife 
Which but prolongs tmprifon’d Life) 
Since we are freely Born will freely Dye. 
Adm. From fev’ral Ports wee'l Sally out 
With all the bolder Youth our Seas have bred. 
Mur. And we at Land through {torms of War haveled, 
Then meet at A¢sStapha’s Redoubt. 
Alph. And this laft Race of Honour being run, 
Wee'l meet agen, far, far, above the Sun. 
Adm. Already Fame her Trumpet founds: 
Which more provokes and warms 
Our Courage than the {mart of Wounds. 
Away! to Arms! to Arms! 


Enter Villertus. 


vill. What from the Camp, when no Affault is near, 
Fierce Duke does thee to Slaughter call 2 
Or what bold Fleet does now at Sea appear, 
To hale and boord our Admiral ? 
Adm. We give, Great Malter, this alarm 
Not to forewarn your Chiefs of harm: 
To whom affaults from Land or Sea 
Would now but too much welcom be. 
Alph. We want great dangers, and of mi(chiefs know 
No greater ill but that they come too flow. 
Adm. Why fhould we thus, with Arts great care 
Of Empire, againft Nature war? 
Nature, with fleep and food, would make Life laft 5 
But artful Empire makes us watch and faft, 
Alpb. If Valour virtue be, why fhou!d we lack 
The means to make it move? 
Which progrefs would improve 5 
But cannot march when Famine keeps it back. 
Adu. When 
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Adm. When gen’ral Dearth 
Afilicts the Earth, 
Then even our loudeft Warriours calmly pine. 
High courage (though with Sournefs {til} 
It yields to Yokes of humane will ) 
Yet gracefully does bow to Pow’r Divine. 
Alpb. But when but mortal Foes 
Imperioufly impofe 
A Martial Lent 
Where ftrength is {pent ; 
That Famine, doubly horrid, wears the face 
Both of a Lingring death, and of difgrace. 
Mar. For thofe, whofe Valour makes them quickly dye, 
Prevent the Faft to fhun the infamy. 
vill. Whom have [ heard > ’Tis time all Pow’r fhould ceafe 
When men high born, and higher bred 
(Who have out-done what moft have read, ) 
Grow like the Gowd, impatient of diftrefs, 
Is there no room for Hope in any Breaft > 
Adm. Not fince fhe does appear 
Boldly a dweller where 
She firft was entertain’d but as a Gueft. 
Alph. She may in Sieges be receiv’d, 
Be courted too and much believ’d 3 
And thus continue after wants begin; 
But is thruft out when Famine enters in. 
vill. You have been tir’d in vain with paffivene(s; 
But where, when achive, can you meet Succefs> 
Alph. With all the ftrength of all our Forts 
Wee’'ll fally out from all the Ports5 
And with a hot and hot alarm 
Still keep the Tur4i/h Tents fo warm 
That Solyman fhall in a Fever lye. 
Mar. His Baflas, marking what we do, 
Shall find that we were taught by you 
To manage Life, and teach them how to dye. 
vill. Valour’s defigns are many heights above 
All pleafures fancy’d in the dreams of Love. 
Bat whillt, voluptuoufly, you thus devife 
Delightful ways to end thofe miferies 
Which over-charge your own impatient mind; 
Where fhall the fofter Sex their fafety find? 
When you with num’rous Foes lye dead, 
(I mean alleep in Honour’s Bed ) 
They then may fubject be 
To all the wild and fouler force 
Of rudeft Victory 5 
Where noife fhall deafen all remorfe. 
Alph. IE ftill concern’d to watch and arm 
That we may keep from harm 
All who defencelefs are 
And feldom fafe in War, 
When, Adwiral, fhall we 
From wearinefs be free ? 


yill. The 
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vill. The aes by your gen’ral Sally may 


Get high renown 3 
Though you at laft muft bravely lofe the day, 
And they their Town. 
Then when by anger’d Solyman tis fway'd, 
On whom fhall climbing Infants {mile for aid ? 
Or who fhall lift and refcue falling Age, 
When it can only frown at Turkifh rage ? 
The living thus advife you to efteem 
And keep your Life that it may fuecour them: 
But though you are inelin’d to hear Death plead 
As f{trongly to invite you to the Dead, 
Whilft glory does beyond compaffion move, 
Yet-ftay till your Zazthe {peaks for Love! 
Alph. Tanth’s name is fuch a double charm, 
As {trait does arm me, and as foon unarm. 
Valour as far as ever Valour went, 
Dares go, not {topping at the Su/tazs Tent, 
To free fzzthe when to Rhodes confin’d: 
But halts, when it confiders I 
Amidft ten Thoufand Turks may dye, 
Yet leave her then to many more behind. 


Adm. Since Life is to be kept, what mutt be done? 


Vill. All tho attempts of Valour we muft fhun 
Which may the Salta vex; And, fince bereft 
Of food, there is no help but Treaty left: 


Adm. &Lodes, when the World thal] thy fubmiffion know, 


Honour, thy ancient friend, will court thy Foe. 
Agar. Honour begins to blufh, and hide his face : 


For thofe who Treat fheath all their Swords, 


Totry by length of fencing words 
How far they may confent to meet difgrace. 


Alpb. As noble minds with fhame their wants confefs 5 


So Rhodes will bafhfully declare diftrefs. 


A Shout within, and aNoifé of forcing of Doors. 


vill. Our guards will turn confed’rates with the crowd, 


Whofe mis’ries now infult and make them loud. 
Their leaders {trive with praifes to appeafe, 
And foften the.mif-led with promifes. 
Alph. Thefe us’d with awe to wait 
Far from your Palace gate; 
But, like lean Birds in Frofts, their hunger now 
Makes them approach us and familiar grow. 
Vill. They have fo jong been Dying, that 'tis fit 
They Deaths great privilege fhould have; 
Which does in all a parity admit: 
No rooms of State are in the Grave. 
Enter Admiral. 
Adu. The Peoples various minds 
(Which are *.ke fudden winds, 
Such as from Hilly-coafts (till changing blow) 
Were lately as a fecret kept 
In many whifpers of fo foft a breath, 


(Bx7t Admiral. 


And 
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And in a calm fo deeply low, 
Asif all Life had foundly flept 5 
But now, as if they meant to waken Death, 
They rathly rife, and loud in Tumults grow. 
Mar. They fee our {trength 1s hourly le(s, 
Whilt solywan’s does {till increafe. 
Adm. Thus, being to their la(t expectance driven, 
Tanthe, now they cry! 
Whofe name they raife fo high 
And often, that it fills the vault of Heaven. 
Alph. YE solywan does much her Looks efteem, 
Looks captive him, and may enfranchife them. 
Adm. By many Pris’ners, fince our Siege began, 
They have been told, how Potent Solymzn, 
In all aflaults, feverely did command 
That you and fhe 
Should {tll be free 
From all attempts of every Txrkifh hand. 
Alph. It radenefs were in me not to confefs, 
That Selyzzax has civil been, 
Aod did much Chriftian honour win 
When he Janthe refcu’'d from diftrefs. 
Adz. they were from many more advertis’d too, 
That ne tah Pafs-ports fent fur her and you: 
Which makes them hope the Pow’r divine 
Does by fome bleffed caufe defign 
Tanthe to procure their Liberty: 
Or if by Heav’n ’tis not entirely me’at 
That powerful Beauties force fhould fet ther free, 
Yet they would have her {trait in Treaty fent 
To gain fome reft tor thofe, 
Who of their reftlefs foes 
Continual wounds and fafts are weary grown. 
Mur. Whofe mighty hearts conceiv’d befcre, 
That they were built to fuffer more 
Affaults and Battries then our Rocky Town. 
vill. Thole who, with Gyant-{tature, fhocks receiv’d, 
Now down to Dwarfifh fize and weaknefs fall. 
Mar. Who once no more of harm from fhot believ’d 
Than that an Arrow hurts a wounded Wall. 
Alph. She Treat ? What pleafant, but what frantick Creams, 
Rife from the Peoples Fever of extremes? 
I will allay their Rage, or try 
How far Ianthe will comply. L Exit. 


Enter Ianthe avd her two Women at the other Dvor. 


Tent. Why, wife Villerivs, had you power to {way 
That Rhodian Valour, which did yours obey ? 
Was not that pow’r derivd from awful Heav’n 
Which to your Valour hath your Wifdom given ¢ 
And that directs you to the Seafons meet 
For deeds of War, and when ’tis fit to treat. 

Fill, E’re we to Solyzzan can fue, 

Ianthe, we mutt treat with you. 


The 
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The people find that they have no defence 
But in your Beauty and your Eloquence. 
iiar. To your requefts Great Salywan may yield. 
Zant. Can hope on fucha weak foundation build 2 
Mar. la you the famith’t peoples hopes are fed. 
Lent. Can your difcerning eyes 
(Which may inform the wife) 
Be by vain hope, their blind Conductor, led ? 
vill. When winds in Tempefts rife 
Pilots may fhut their eyes. 
_ Mar. And though their practice Knows their way, 
Mutt be content a while to f{tray. 
Tant. Though Solan fhould fofter grow ; 
And to my tears compafiion fhow 5 
What fhape of comfort can appear to me, 
When all your outward War {hall ceafe, 
If then my Lord renew his jealoufie 
And {trait deftroy my inward peace? 
Vill. The Rhodian Knights fhall all in Council fits 
And with per(wafions, by the publick Voice, 
Your Lord fhall woo till you to that {ubmit 
Which is the Peoples will, and not your Choice. 
No arguments, by forms of Senate made, 
Can Magifterial Jealoufie perfwade; 
It takes no Counfel, nor will be in awe 
OF Reafons force, neceflity, or Law. 


C Exit with the Marhhal end her Weutens 


vill, Call thy experience back, 
Which {ately coafted ev’ry fhore s 

And let thy reafon lack 
No wings to make it higher foar 5 

For all thofe aids will much too weak appear, 

With all that gath’ring fancy can fupply, 

When fhe hath travell'd round about the Sphere, 

To give us {trength to govern Jealoufie. 

Adm. Wili you believe that Fair Ianthe can 

Confent to go, and treat with Solyman, 

Vainly in hope to move him to remorfe > 
Vill. ‘Twill not be faid by me 

That fhe confents, when fhe 
Does yield to what the People would inforce. 
Their ftrength they now will in our weakne(s find; 
Whom in their plenty we can tway, 
But in their wanats mult them chey, 

And wink whev they the Cords of pow’r unbind. 
Adm. ’Yislikely then that the muft yield to gu. 
vill, Who can reltit, if they will have it fo? 
Adm. Where e’re fhe moves fhe will laft innocent. 
vill. Heaven's {potlefs Lights are not by motion {pent. 
Adm. Alphoufo's Love cannot fo fickly be 

As to expre(s relapfe of Jealoufie. 

Vill. Examine Jealoufie and it will proye 

To be the careful tendernefs of Love. 
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Tt can no fooner than Celeftial fire 
Be either quench’t, or of it felf expire. 
Adm. No figas are feen of Embers that remain 
For windy paflion to provoke. 
vill. Talk not of figns5 Celeftial fires contain 
No matter which appears in fmoke. 
Be heedful, Admiral; The private peace 
Of Lovers fo Renown’d requires your care: 
Their League, renew’d of late, will if it ceafe 
As much perplex us as the Rhodian War. [ Ex2d. 
Adm. How vainly muft | keep mine eyes awake, 
Who now, 4Alphonfo, am enjoyn’d to take, 
For pubiick good, 2 private care of thee 5 
When! thall racrer need thy care of me? 
Love, in Istie’s fhape, pais’t through my eyes 
And tarries in my Breaft. But if the wife 
Villerius does high Jealoufie approve 
As Virtue, and becaufe it fprings from Love: 
My Love, I hope, will fo much Virtue be 
Asfhall, at leatt, take place of Jealoufie. 
For all will more refpect 
The caufe than the effect. 
What I difcern of Love, feems virtue yet, 
And whilft that Face appears I'll cherifh it. [ Exit. 


The fame Scene continues. 


The Second ACT. 
A great Noife is heard of the People within. 


Enter Villerius, Admiral, Marfhal. 


Adm. lec murmurs with their hunger will increafe: 
Their noifes are effects of emptinefs. 
Murmurs, like Winds, will louder prove 
When they with larger freedom move. 
vill. Winds which in hollow Caverns dwell, 
Do firft their force in murmurs watte 5 
Then foon, in many a fighing blaft, 
Get out, and up in Tempefts fwell. 
Adm. Your practis'd ftrength no publick burden fears 5 
Nor ftoops when it the weight of Empire bears. 
vill. Pow’r isan Arch which ev’ry common hand 
Does help to raife to a magnifick height : 
And it requires their aid when it does ftand 
With firmer ftrength beneath increafing weight. 
Adm. ’Tis noble to endure and not refent 
The brurfes of Afflictions heavy hand. 
But can we not this Embaily prevent? 
vill. Ianthe needs mult go. Thofe who withftand = 
¢ 
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The fide of Flood, which ts the Peoples will, 
Fall back when they 1n vain would onward row: 
We ftrength and way preferve by lying (till. 
And fure, fince Tides ebb longer than they flow, 
Patience, which waits their Ebbs, regains 
Loft time, and does prevent our pains. 

Adm. Can we of faving and of gaining boaft 

In that by which Iazthe may be loft? 
She wholly Honour is3 and, when bereft 
Of any part of that, has nothing left. 
F'or Honour is the Soul, which by the Art 

Of Schools, is all contain’d in ev'ry part. 

Vill. The Guiltlefs cannot Honour lofe, and the 
Can never more than Virtue guilty be. 

Adm. The talking World may perfecute her name. 

vill. Her Honour bleeds not, when they wound her Fame. 
Honovr’s the Soul, which nought but Guilt can wound; 
Fame is the Trumpet which the People found. 

Ad:z, Can no expedient {top their will? 

Vill. The practice grows above our {kill 
Laft Night, in fecret, Ia Pris’ner fent 
To Mufiapha, with deep acknowledgment 
For fair Ianthe’s former Libertie, 

And Pafs-ports, offer’d fince, to fet her free. 
My Letters have no ill acceptance met 5 

But his reply forbids all means to treat, 

Unlefs Zanthe, who has oft refus’d 

That Pafs, which honour might have fafely us’d, 
Appear before Great Solyman, and fae 

To fave thofe Lives which Famine mutt fubdue. 

Adm. Sad Fate! Were all thofe drowfie Syrrups here [ Ale. 
Which Art prefcribes to Madnefs, or to Fear, : 
To Jealoufie, or careful States-mens Eyes, 

To waking Tyrants, or their watchful Spies, 
They could not make me {leep when fhe is fent 
To lie Love’s Lieger in the Su/tan’s Tent. (A great shout within. 

Mar. What fudden pleafure makes the Crowd rejoyce? 
What comfort can thus raife the publick Voyce? 

vill. Tis St that with the Peoples infolence, 

When in their {rows rude, we fhould difpence; 
Since they are fcidom civil in their joys: 
Their gladnef& 1s but an uncivil Norfe. 

Adm. They feldom are in tune, and their tunes laft 
But like their Loves rafh Sparkles {truck in hafte. 

Vill. Still brief, as the concerdance of a Shout. 

Adm. What is fo fhort as Mufick of the Rout? 

vill, Though (hort, yet ’tis as hearty as ‘tis loud. 

Adm, Diffembling is an Art above the Crowd. 

vill. Whom do they dignifie with this applaufe ? 


Enter Alphonfo, Tanthe. 


Alph. OF this, grave Prince, Ianthe is the Caufe. 
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I from the Temple lead her now: 
Where fhe for Rhodes pay'd many a vow 3 
And did for ew ry Réodiax mourn 
With forrows gracefully devout: 
But they pay’d back at our return 
More vows to her than fhe laid out. 
vill. If they fuch gratitude exprefs 
For your kind Pray’rs in their diftre3, 
Tanthe, think, what the Be(ieg’d will do 
When the Befieger is o’recome by you? 
Though Rhodes by Kings has quite forfaken bin 
Without, whilft all forfake their Chiefs within; 
Yet who can tell but Heav’n has now defign’d 
Your fhining beauty and your brighter mind 
To lead us from the darknefs of this War, 
Where the Befieg’d forgotten Pris’ners are : 
Where glorious minds have been fo much obfcur’d 
That Fame has hardly known 
What they have boldly done, 
And with a greater boldnef$ have éndur’d. 
Alph. If Heaven of Innocence unmindful were, 
Janthe then might many dangers fear. 
Your hazards, and what Rhodes does hazard too, 
Are lefs than mine when I adventure you; 
Who doubtful perils run 
That we may try to fhun 
Such certain lofs as nought can elfe prevent. 
Adm. Revolted Jealoufie! can he confent? ( Afide. 
ant. If Rhodes were not concern’d at all : 
In what I am defired to undertake 
I fhould it lefs than Duty call 
To feek the sultan for Alphowfo’s fake. 
Alpb. The sultan has with forward hafte 
Climb’d to the top cf high R enown3 
And fure, he cannot now as faft, 
By breaking truft, run backward down. 
Zant. We fhould not any with Sufpicion wound 
Whom none detect, much lefs believe that thofe 
In whom by trial we much vertue tound 
Can quickly all their ftock of virtue lofe. 
Adm. How {weetly fhe, like Infant-Innocence, | Alide. 
Runs harmlefly to harm > 
High Honour will unarm 
It felf to furnifh others with defence 
Mar. Her mind, afcending {till o’re humane heights, 
Has all the Valour of our Rhodzaz Knights. 
vill. What more remains but Pray’rs to recommend 
Your fafety to the Heav’nly Pow’rs, 
You being theirs much more than ours. 
I'll to the sultan for your Pafs-port fend. 
Iant. That may difgrace the truft which we fhould give, 
And leffen the effects we fhould receive. 
Let fuch ufe forms fo low 
As not by trial know 
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How high the Honour ts of Solywan: 
Who never will defcend 
Till he in Valleys end 

That race which he on lofty Hills began. 
His pow’r does every day increafe, 
And can his Honour then grow lefs ? 
Bright power does like the Sun 
Tow’rds chief perfection run, 

When it does high and higher rife. 

From both the beft effects proceed, . 

When they from heights their glories {pread, 

And when they dazzle gazing eyes. 

Alph. How far, Ianthe, will thefe thoughts extend ? 
Vain queftion, Honour has no Journeys end! 

Adm. Her Honour’s fuch, as he who limits it 
Mutt draw a Line to bound an infinite. 

Vill. Since Fate has long refolv'd that you muft go, 
And you a Pafs decline, what can we do? 

fant. The great Example which the su/tun gave 
Of virtue, when he did my honour fave, 

And yours, Alphonfo, tooinme, 
When I was then his Enemy, 
Shall bring me now a Suppliant to his Tent, 
Without his plighted Word or Pafs-port fent. 
So great a teft of our entire belief 
Of Clemency, in fo renown’d a Chief, 
Is now the greateft prefent we can make: 
His Pafs-port is the leaft that we cantake. 

Alph. Ianthe, I am learning not to prize 
Thofe dangers, which your virtue can defpife. 

Adm. My Love is better taught 

For withthe pangs of thought, 
I mutt that fafety much fufpect, 
Which fhe too nobly does neglect. [A fhout within, 

Vill. You hear them Admiral! 

Adm. Agen the people call, 

Our hafte provoking by a fhout. 
vill. Gohanga Flag of Treaty out, 
High on Saint Nic’las Fort! 
Then clear the Weftern Port 
To make renown’d Ianthe way! [ Shout ager. 
Adm. Heark! they grow loud! 
That tide, the Crowd, 
Will not for Lovers leifure ftay. 
Mar. That ftorm by fuddennefs prevails, 
And makes us lower all our Sails. 

Vill. To AfuStapha VII ftrait a Herald fend, 
That Solyvean may. melt when he fhall know, 
How much we on his mighty mind depend 
By trufting more than Rhodes to fuch a Foe. 


(Exeunt Villerius, Admiral, Marfhal. 


Alph. How long Lanthe fhould f grieve 
If I perceiv’d you could believe 


That 
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That I the Réodians can fo much efteem, 
As to adventure you to refcue them ? 
Yet I for Rhodes would frankly hazard all 
That I could mine, and not Ienthes call. 
But now I yteld to let you go 
A pledge of Treaty to the Foe, 
In hope that faving Rhodes you may 
Prepare to Sicily your way. 
Were Rhodes {ubdu’d, Ianthe being there, 
Ianthe {hould the only lofs appear. 
Iant. Much from us both is to the Rhodians due, 
But when [ fue for Rhodes, it is for you. 
Alph. Ianthe, we mutt part! you fhall relye 
On hope, whilft Lin parting learn to Dye. 
Jant. Take back that hope! your dealing is not fair, 
To give me hope, and leave your felf defpair. 
Alph. I will but dream of Death, and then 
As virtuoufly as Dying men 
Let me to {cape from future punifhment 
Come to a clear confeflion, and repent. 
Tant. I cannot any ftory fear 
Which of Alphonfo I fhall hear, 
Unlefs his Foes in malice tell it wrong. 
Alph. Ianthe, my confeflion is not long, 
For fince it tells what folly did commit 
Againft your honour, fhame will fhorten it. 
Tant. Lend me a little of that fhame 3 
For I perceive I grow to blame 
In practifing to guefs what it can be. 
Alph. It 1s my late ignoble Jealoufie. 
Though parting now feems Death, yet but forgive 
That crime, and after parting I may Live. 
And as I now again great forrow fhow, 
Though I repented well for it before 
So let your pardon with my forrows grow $ 
You much forgave me, but forgive me more. 
Iant. Away! Away! How foon will this augment 
The troubled peoples fears, 
When they fhall fee me by Alphonfo fent 
To treat for Rhodes in tears ? 


Alph. What in your abfence fhall I do 
Worthy of Fame, though not of you? 
Taunt. By patience, not by action now, 


Your virtue mutt fuccefsful grow. [4 fhout within. 
Alph. In throngs the longing people wait 
Your coming at the Palace Gate. 
Let me attend you to the Peer. 
Iant. But we mutt leave our forrows here. 
Let not a Rhodian witnels be 
OF any grief in you or me3 
For Rhodes, by feeing us at parting mourn, 
Will look for weeping Clouds at my return, [ Exexnts 


The 
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The Scene is Chang’d to the Camp of Solywan, the Tents and Guards 


feem near, and part of Rhodes at a diftance. 


Enter Solyman, Pirrhus, Ruftan. 


aN (Glorious sultaz)) can your Conqueft doubt 


When Rhodes has hung a Flag of Treaty out. 
Soly. Thy courage haughty Rhodes, 
(When I account the Odds 
Thou haft oppos’d, by long and vain defence) 
Is but a braver kind of Impudence. 
Thau knew’ft my ftrength, but thou didft better know 
How much I priz’d the brav’ries of a Foe. 
Pirr. Their Sallies were by ftealth, and faint of late. 
Soly. Can fiowing Valour {tay at {tanding flood > 
Pirr. No, it will quickly from the mark abate. 
Ruft. And then foon fhew the Dead low Ebb of Blood, 
Soly. When thofe who did fuch mighty IYeeds before, 
Shall lefs, but by alittle, do, 
It fhews to me and you, 
Old Pirrhus that they mean to do no more. 
By Treaty they but boldly beg a Peace. 
Pirr. Shall I command that all our Battries ceafe > 
Soly. You may, then draw our out-Guards tothe Line. 
Pirr. And I'll prevent the {pringing of the Mine. 
Enter Multapha. 
Muft. Villerius fends his Homage to your feet : 
And, to declare how low 
The pride of Rhodes can bow, 
Ianthe will be here to Kneel and Treat. 
Ruf?. What more can Fortune in your favour do? 
Beauty, which conquers Vittors, yields to you. 
Soly. What wandring Star does lead her forth ? Can fhe 
Who fcorn’d a Pafs-port for her Liberty, 
Vouchfafe to come, and Treat without it now ? 
The firft did Glory, this Refpeét may fhow. 
Pow’rs beft Religion the, 
Perhaps does civilly believe 
To be eftablifh’d, and reform’d in me, 
Which counfels Monarchs to forgive. 
Enter Pirrhus. 
Pirr. A fecond Morn begins to break from Rhodes 3 
And now that threatuing Skie grows clear, 
Which was o’recaft with fmoke cf Cannon-Clouds, 
The fair Zanthe does appear. 
Soly. Pirrbus, our Forces from the Trenches tead. 
And open as our Flying Enfigns fpread. 
And, @4uflapht, let her Reception be 
As great as is the Faith fhe has tn me. 
T keep high Jot’reit hid tn this command: 
~ Which you with fafety may 
Implicitly obey, 
But not without your Danger underfand, 


[ Exié. 


Your 
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Your try'd obedience [ fhall much engage, 
Joyn'd to the prudence of your pradtis'd age. 
Muft. We are content with age, becaufe we live 
So long beneath your fway. 
Furr: Age makes us fit t’ obey 
Commands which none but solyzan can give. 
[ Exeunt Pirrkus, Muftapha, Ruftan. 
Soly. Of {pacious Empire, what can I enjoy > 
Gaining at laft but what I firft Deftroy. 
°T ts fatal (Rhodes) to thee, 
. And troublefome to me 
ThatI was born to govern fwarms 
OF Vaitfals boldly bred to arms: 
“or whofe accurs’d diverfion, I mutt ftill 
Provide new Towns to Sack, new Foes to Kill. 
Excufe that Pow’r, which by my Slaves is aw'd: 
For I (hall find my peace 
Deftroy’d at home, unlefs 
I feek for them deftructive War abroad. [Exit 


Enter Roxolana, Haly,Pirrhus,Muftapha,R uftan, Pages, Women. 


Roxol. Th’ Ambaffadors of Perfia, are they come? 
Haly. They feek your Favour and attend their Doom. 
Roxol. The Vizier Bafhaw, did you bid him wait? 
Haly. Sultan2, he does here expect his Fate. 
Rexol. You take up all our sultans bofom now 5 
Have we no place, but that whitch you allow? 
Rut. Your Beauteous greatnefs does your ear incline 
To Rumours of thofe crimes which are not mine. 
My Foes are profp’rous in their diligence, 
And turn ev’n my (ubmiffion to offence. 
Roxol. Rutan, your Glories rife, and {well too faft. 
You mutt fhrink back, and fhall repent your halte. 
Muft. Th’ Pe pptian prefents which you pleas‘d ¢ affign, 
As a Reward to th’ Eunuch Salladine, 
Are part of thofe allotments Haly had. 
Roxol. Let a Divifion be to Haly made. 
Pirr. Th’ Armenian Cities have their Tribute paid, 
And all the Georgian Princes fue for aid. 
Roxol. Thofe Cities, Mustapha, deferve our care. 
Pirrhus, fend fuccours to the Georezan War. 
Muf?. Th’ Embaffador which did the Jewels bring 
From the Hungarian Queen, does Audience crave. 
Roxol. Pirrhus, be tender of her Infant King. 
Who dares deftroy that Throne which I would fave ¢ 
Rut. Sultana, humbly at your feet I fall, 
Do not your S#/tin’s will, my Counfel call. 
Roxol. Ruftan! Go mourn! But you may long repent: 
My bufie Pow’r wants leifure to relent. 
Ruft. Think me not wicked, tllI doubt to find 
Some fmall compaffion in fo great a mind. 
Roxol. Thefe are Court-Monfters, Corm’rants of the Crown: 
They feed on Favour till th’ are over-grown + eS 
1€n 
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Then fawcily believe, we Monarchs Wives 
Were made but to be Drefs’t 
For a Continu’d Feaft 5 
To hear foft Sounds, and play away our Lives. 
They think our Fulnefsisto wane fo foon — 
As if our Sexes Governefs, the Moon, 
Had plac’d us, but for Sport on Fortunes lap; 
They with bold Pencils, by the changing fhape 
Of our frail Beauty, have our Fortune drawn3 
And judge our Breafts tran{parent as our Lawn; 
Our hearts as loofe, and foft, and flight 
As are our Summer Vefts of Silk 5 
Our brains, like to our Feathers light 5 
Our blood as {weet as is our Milk: 
Andthink, whenFav’rites rife, we are to fall 
Meekly as Doves, whofe Livers have no Gall. 
But they ‘hall find, I’m no Exropean Queen, 
Who in a Throne does fit but to be {eens 
And lives in Peace with fuch State-Thieves as thefe 
Who rob us of our buifinefs for our eafe. | Bxvened onines 


a ene 


The Sceue continues. 


The Third AC T. 
Enter Solyman, Muftapha, Pirrhus, Ruftan. 


Muft. Ajeftick sultax! at your feet we fall: 
M Our Duty ’tis and juft 
To fay, you have encompa(s’d us with all 
That we can private trult 
Or publick Honours call. 
Pirr. InFields our weak retiring Age you grace 
With forward AGion 3 and in Court, 
Where all your mighty Chiefs refort, 
Even they tous, as Kings tothem, give place. 
Rut. The Cords by which we are oblig'd are trong. 
Soly. You all have Loyal been, and Loyal long. 
To fhew I this retain in full belief, 
rll doubly truft you, with my fhame, and grief. 
A grief which takes up all my Breft: 
Yet finds the Room fo narrow too 
That being {traightned there it takes no reft, 
But mutt get out to trouble you. 
That grief begets a fhame which would difgrace 
My pow’r if it were publifht in my face. 


Mufi. Your outward calm does well 
Your inward ftorm difguife. 
Rust. But long dead calms fore-tell 


That Tempefts are to rife. 
Soly. My Roxolana, by ambitious ftrife, 
To get unjuft Succeflion for her Son, 
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. ihe i ee ee 
Has put in doubt 
Or blotted out 
All the Heroick ftory of my Life; 
And will lofe back the Battels I have won. 
Pir. E’re ill adviee hall lead her far, thee’ll {corn 
Her Guide, and, fafter than fhe went, return. 
Mut. Thofe who advis’d her ill, in that did do 
Much more than we dare hear except from you. 
Soly. O Muftapha! isittoomuch for me, 
To think, I ju(tly may pofielfor be 
Of one foft Bofom, where releas’d from care, 
I fhould fecurely reft from toils of War ? 
But now, when daily tir’d with watchful Life, 
(With various turns in doubtful Fight, 
And length of talking Councils) I at night 
In vain feek Sleep with a tempeftuous. Wife. 
Wink at my fhame, that!, whofe Banners brave 
The World, fhould thus to Beauty be a Slave. 
Pir. This Cloud will quickly pafs 
From Raxolana’s face. 
Muft. The weather then will change from foul to fair. 
Ruft. Tempefts are fhort, and ferve to clear the Air. 
Soly. Since [ have told my Sicknefs, it is fit 
You hear what Cure I have prefcrib’d to it. 
Thofe Lovers Knots [ cannot ftrait untwine, 
Which, fure, were made to laft 
Since they were once ty’d faft 
With ftrings of Roxolana’s heart and mine. 
Must. How can fhe vatt Potleflion more improve > 
Has fhe not allin having all your Love? 
Soly. Ihave defign’d a way tocheck her Pride. 
It 1s not yet forgot, 
That even the Gordian Knot 
At laft was cut, which could not be unty’d. 
Does not the fair Ianthe wait 
Without, in hope to mitigate, 
By foft’ning Looks, the Rhodians fate >? 
Let that new Moon appear, 
And try her Influence here. | &xit Muftapha. 
Pir. What Lab’rinth does our S#/tax mean to tread ? 
Shall ftraying Love the Worlds great Leader lead 
Enter Muftapha, Tanthe. 
Soly. When warlike Cities (fair Embailadrefs) 
Begin to treat, they cover their diftrels. 
In thewing you, the Artful Rhodians know 
They hide diftrefs and ali their triumphs fhow. 
From with’ring Rhodes you frefher Beauty bring, 
And fweeter than the bofom of the Spring. 
Iant. Cities (propitious sultan) when they treat, 
Conceal their wants, and {trength may counterfeit ; 
But fure the Rhodians would not get efteem, 
By ought pretended in my {clf or them. 
If I could any Beauty wear 
Where Roxolava fills the Sphere, 
YetI bring grief: to cloud it here. salt. 
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Soly. Your Rhodes has hung a Flag of Treaty out: 
Iant. You can as little then my forrows doubt 
AsIcan fear that any humble grief 
May fue to Solyman and want relief. 
Soly. You oft the proffer’d freedom did réfufe, 
Which now you feek, and would have others ufe. 
Jant. I then did make my want of merit known; 
And thought that gift too much for me alone; 
And as ‘twas fit 
To reckon it 
More favour than Iuwthe fhould receive 5 
So it did then appear 
That fingle favours were 
Too little for great Solyzan to give. 
Soly. Muchis to every Beauty due: 
Then how much more to all 
Thofe divers forms we Beauty calls 
. And all are reconcil’d in you? 
But thofe who here for Peace by Treaty look, 
Muft meet with that which Beauty leaft can brook; 
Delay of Court, which makes the Blood fo cold 
That youngeft Agents here look Pale and Old. 
Here you muft tedious forms of Pow’r obey. —— 
Your bufinefs will all Night require your ftay. 
Jant. Bus’nefs, abroad at Night? fure bus’nefs then’ 
Only becomes the confidence of Men. 
Thofe who the greateft Wand’rers are, 
Wild Birds, that in the day 
Frequent no certain way, 
And know no Jimits in the Air, 
Will {till at Night difcreetly come 
And take their civil reft at home. 
Soly. Is the protection of my pow’r fo flight, 
That in my Camp you are afraid of Night? 
Iant. Stay inthe Camp at Night, and Rhodes fo near, 
Honour my guide and griev’d «lphon/o there ? 
Soly. Treaties are long, my Ba/fas old and flow : 
With whom you muft debate before you go. 
Let not your caufe by any abfence fail. 
Your beauteous prefence may on Age prevail. 
Tant. Alas, I came not to capitulate, 


And fhew a love of Speech by long debate: [She kneels, 


But to implore from Solymwanz what he 
To Rhodes may quickly grant, 
And never feel a want 
Of that which by difpatch would doubled be. 
Soly. Ianthe rife! your grief may pity moves 
But graceful grief, 
Whilft it does feek reltef 
May pity lead to dang’rous ways of Love. 
ant. Why Heav’n, was I miftaken when [ thought 
That I the courfeft fhape had brought 
And the moft wither’d too that forrow wears? 
Soly. If you would wither’d fecem, reftrain your Tears. 
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The morning Due makes Rofes blow 
And fweeter (mell and frefher fhow. 
Take heed, Inthe, you may be to blame. 
Did you not truft me when you hither came? 
Will you my honour now too late fufpect, 
When only that can yours protect? 
Tant. If of your virtue my extreme belief 
May virtuous favour gain, 
My tears [ will retrain. 
It is my faith fhall fave me, not my grief. 
Soly. Conduct her {trait to Roxolana’s Tent ¢ 
And tell my haughty EmprefS I have fent 
Such a myfterious Prefent:as will prove 
A Riddle both to Honour andto Love. = [Exennt fév’ral ways. 


The Scene returns to that of the Town Befieg’d. 


Enter Admiral. 
Adm. Dwells not Alphonfo in Ianthes Breatt 3 

As Prince of that fair Palace, not a Gueft>? 

Can it be virtue in a Rhodan Knight 

To feek poffeflion of anothers right ? 

Yet how can [ his Title there deftroy 

By loving that which he may {till enjoy > 

My paffion will no lefs thin virtue prove 

Whilft it does much Iamtes virtue love. 

If in her abfence [ her fafety fear, 

’Tis virtuous kindncfs then to with her here. 

But of her dangers I in vain 
Shall with my watchful fears complain 
Till he grows fearful too, whofe fears muft be 
Rais’d to the Hufbands virtue, Jealoufie. ——~ 
Enter Villerius, Marfhal. 
Vill. Does he not feem 
As if in Dream, . 

His courfe by {torm were on the Ocean loft? 
Mar. He now draws Cards to fhun a Rocky Coalt. 
Adm. The foolifh world does Jealoufie miftake: 

’Tis civil care, which kindnefs does improve. 

Perhaps the Jealous are too much awake 5 

But others dully {leep o’re thofe they love. 

He mult be jealous made, for that kind fear, 

When known, will quickly bring and {tay her here. 
Vall. What can thy filence now portend, 

When the affembled Pecple fend 

Their thankfulnefs to Heav’n in one loud Voice? 

The hungry, wounded, and the fick rejoyce. 
Mar. Our Quires in long proceffion fing , 

The Bells of all our Temples ring , 
Our Enemies 
Begin to rife, 
And from our Walls are to their Camp retir’d 
To fee Janthe there in triumph fhown. 

Their Cannon in a loud falute are fir'd, 

And eccho’d too by louder of our own. 


Who 
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Adm. Who is fo dully bred, 
Or rather who fo dead 
Whom fair Zavthes triumph cannot move ? 
From th’ Oceans bofom it will call 
A finking Admiral, 
Who flies to f{tormy Seas from {torms of Love. 


Enter Alphonfo. 


Alph. Our Foes (great Mafter) wear the looks of friends. 
A Zanjack from the Camp attends 
Behind the out-let of the Peer; 
And he demands your private ear. [Ex. Vil.and Mar. 
Adm. Would you had met Iazthe there. 
Alph. Since well receiv’d, you wifh her here too foon. 
The morning led her out 
And we may doubt 
How her difpatch could bring her back e’re Noon. 
Adm. Her high reception was bur juftly due; 
Who with fuch noble confidence, 
Could with her Sexes fears difpence, 
And trufting Solyman could part from you. 
Alph. By that we may difcern her rifing mind 
O’re all the Pinnacles of Female kind. 
Adm. Strangely the fhun’d what Cuftom does afford, 
The pledges of his Pafs and plighted word. 
Alph. Not knowing guilt, fhe knows no fear, 
And {till muft {trange in all appear, 
As well as fingular in this; 
The Crowd of Common gazers fill 
Their eyes with objects low and ill, 
But fhe a high and good Example is. 


Enter Villerius, Marfhal. 
Mar. tanthes Laurels hourly will tncreafe ! 
Vill. { have receiv’d fome fecret figns of peace 
From Mufiapha, whofe trufted Meffenger 
Has brought me counfel how to counfei her. 
She muft a while make fuch appliances 
As may the haughty Roxolana pleafe, 
To whom fhe now by Solymanis fent, 
And does remain our Lieger in her Tent. 
Adm. InTurkifh Dialect, that word, remain, 
May many fums of tedious hours contain: 
And in a Rhodian Lovers {wift account, 
To what a Debt will that fad reck’ning mount. 
vill. Tonight, Alphonfo, you mutt {leep alone. 
But Time is {wift, a night is quickly gone. 
For Lovers nights are like their {lumbers {hort -——. 
{ muft difpatch this Zanjack to the Court. 
Alph. The quiet Bed of Lovers ts the Grave 5 Exeunt Ville- 
For we in Death, no fenfe of abfence have. rius Marfhal. 
Adm. Rhodes in her view, her Tent within your fight! 
And yet to be divided a whole Night! 
Alph. A {ingle night would many Ages feem:, 
Were! not fure that we thall meet in Dream. 
Adns, She 
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Adm. She mult no more fuch dang’rous Vifits make 
Methinks [ grow malicious for your fake, 
And rather with Rhodes fhould of freedom fail, 
Than that Iusthes power fhould now prevail. 
Alph. Your words my {terious grow. 
Adm. Alphonfo, no. 
For if whi!{t thus you for her abfence mourn 
Her pow'r fhould much appear, 
She'll want excufe, 
Unlefs the ufe 
A little of that power for her Return 
To day, and nightly refting here. 
Alph. The hardned Steel of Solyzan is fuch, 
As with the Edge does all the World command, 
And yet that Edge is (oftned with the touch 
Of Roxolana’s gentle hand. 
And as his hardnefs yields, when the is near, 
So may Iavthe’s {ottnefs govern her. 
Adm. The day fufficient feems for all addrefs, 
And is at Court the feafon of accefs; 
Deprive not Roxolana of her right; 
Let th’ Emprefs lye with Solywzan at night. 
And as that privilege to her is due, 
So fhould Zanthe {leep at Rhodes with you. 
Alph. Vil write! The Zanjack for my Letter ftays 5 
Love walks his round, and leads me in a Maze. [ Exit. 
Adm. Love does Alphonfo in a Circle lead; 
And none can trace the ways which I muft tread. 
Lovers, in fearching Loves Records, will find 
But very few like me, 
That {till would Virtuous be, 
Whilft to anothers Wife I {till am kind. 
And whilft that Wife 1 like a Lover woo, 
IT ufe all art 
That from her Hufband fhe may never part, 
And yet even then would make him Jealous too. [ Exit. 


The Scene returns to that of the Camp. 
Enter Roxolana, Haly. 


Rox. Think, Haly, think, what I fhould {wiftly do? 

A Rhodian Lady , anda Beauty too, 

In my Pavilion lodg’d? It ferves to prove 
His fetled hatred and his wandring Love. 
Who did he (end to plant this Canker here > 

Haly. Old Bafla Mustapha. 

Rox. Bid him appear. [ Exit Haly. 
Hope, thou grow’{t weak, and thou haft been too ftrong. 
Like Night, thou com’{t too foon, and ftay’ft too long. 
Hence! {miling Hope! with growing Infants play: 

If I ditmifs thee not, 1 know 
Thou of thy felf wilt go, 
And canft no longer than my Beauty ftay. 
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Vl open all the Doors to let thee out: 
And then call in thy next Succeflor, Doubt. 
Come Doubt, and bring thy lean Companicn, Care, 
And, when you both are Icdg’d, bring in Defpair. 
Enter Muftapha, Haly. 
Maft. Our op’ning Buds, and falling Bloffoms, all 
That we can frefh and fragrant call, 
That Spring can promife, and the Summer pay, 
Be f{trew’d in Roxolana's way. 
On Natures faireft Carpets let her tread 5 
And there, through Calms of peace, long may fhe lead 
That, Pow’r which we have follow’d far, 
Ard painfully, through ftorms of War. 
Rox. Bleflings are cheap, and thofe you can afford: 
Yet you are kinder than your frowning Lord. 
I dare accufe him; but it is too late. 
What means that pretty property of State, 
Which is from Rhodes for Midnight Treaties fent > 
Private Cabals of Lovers in my Tent? 
Your Valour, Muftapha, ferv'd to convay 
Loves frefh fupplies. You Souldiers can make way. 
Was it not greatly done to bring her here? 
Muft. Duty in that did over-rule my fear. 
It was the Mighty So/ywan’s command. 
Rox. Thou fatal Fool! how canft thou think 
To find a Bafis where thou firm mayft ftand 
On thofe rough Waters where I fink > 
Must. If Roxolana were not rank’d above 
Mankind, fhe {trait would fall 
Before that Pow'r which.all 
The valiant follow, and the virtuous love. 
Rox. I grow immortal; for I Life difdain: 
Which ill with thy diflike of Dying fuits. 
Yet thou, for fafety, fear’{t great pow’r in vain; 
Who here, art but a Subject to my Mutes. 
Mufltapha draws a Parchment. 
Muf?. Perufe the dreaded Will of anger’d Power 5 
Toucht with the Signet of the Emperour : 
It does enjoyn Ianthe’s fafety here: 
She muft be fought with Love, and ferv’d with Fear. 
This difobey’d; your Mutes, who ftill make hafte 
To cruelty, may reft for want of breath. 
‘Tis order’d they fhall fuddenly be paft 
Their making figns, and fhall be dumb with Death. 
This dreadful Doom from Solymaz I give. 
But 1f his will, which is our Law, 
Be met with an obedient awe. 
The Emprefs then may long in triumph Live [she weeps. 
Rex. Be gone! thy Duty ts officious fear. 
If I am foft enough to grieve, 
It is to fee the Sultan leave 
The warring World, and end his Conquetts here,- 
Craw] to my Sultam, {till officious grow! 
Ebb with his love, and with hts anger flow. "Exit Muftapha. 
Haly. 


an 


[ Weeps. 


Haly. Preterve with temper your Imperial mind 5 
And, ull you can expref$ 
Your wrath with good fuccefs, 
By angring others to your felf be kind. 
Rox. If thou can{t weep, thou canf{t endure to bleed: 
Men who Compatilion feel have Valour too: 
I fhall thy Courage more than Pity need: 
Dar'ft thou contrive as much as I dare do? 
Haly. Vl on, as far as weary Life can go. 
Rox. Then I fhall want no aid to my defign: 
We'll dig below them, and blow up their Mine. [ Exeunt. 


The Scene returns to that of the Town Beleaguer’d. 


The Fourth AC T. 
Enter Solyman, Muftapha, Ruftan. 


Soly. AN Roxolana {uch a Rival bear > 
Muft. She has her fits of courage and of fear. 
As fhe does high again{t your anger grow, 
So, truiting {trait your Love, fhe {toops as low. 
Soly. Her Chamber-Tempefts I have known too well: 
She quickly can with winds of paflion {wells 
And then as quickly has the Womans pow’r 
Of laying Tempefts with a weeping fhowr. 
What looks does the detain’d Ianthe fhew > 
Muft. She {till 1s calm in all her fears. 
Ruft. And feems fo Lovely in her Tears 
As when the Mornings face is wafht in Lew. 
Enter Pirrhus. 
Pir. The world falutes you sultan! Ewry Pow'r 
Does fhrink before your Thrones; and ev'ry how’r 
A flying Packet or an Agent brings 
From Alfa, Africk, and Exropean Kings. 
Soly. With Packets to old Zanger g03 
Who, freed from action, can with fleep difpence 5 
And having little now to do, 
May read dull Volumes of Intelligence. 
Thefe Writing-Princes covet to feem wife 
In Packets, and by formal Embaffies : 
They would with Symphonies of civil words 
(Sweet founds of Court) charm rudenefs from our Swords: 
Teach us to lay our Gauntlets by, 
That they unarm’d, and harmletly, 
From fartheft Realms, by Proxy, might fhake hands 5 


And, off’ring ulelefs friendthip, fave their Lands. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Villerius, Alphonfo, Admiral, Marfhal. 
Adm. He came difguis'd, who brought your Letter here, 
And fought fuch privacy as argu’d fear. 
Mar. But (Sov’raign Mafter) yours did feem to be 
Convey’d by one lefs pain’d with Secrefie 3 


Who 
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Who does for anfwer ftay. 
Vill. Mine came from Muftaphs. 
It would import a promifing increafe 
Of our Conditions by approaching peace. 
But does requeft us to confent 
That fair Zanthe may yet longer ftay 
In pow’ rful Roxolava’s Tent 5 
And that reque{t we underftand 
As a command 
Which, though we would not grant, we muft obey. 
Alph, Mine by a Chriftian Slave was brought; 
Who from the E’unuch Bafia, Healy, came; 
And was by Roxolana wrote: 
See the Ssultama’s Signet and her Name. 
She writes---but oh! why have I breath 
To tell, how much ‘tis worfe than Death 
Not to be Dead 
E’re I agen this Letter read ? 
Adm. Oh my prophetick fear! 
Alph. She writes, that if Thold my honour dear; 
Or if Ianthe does that honour prize, 
I fhould with all the art 
Of Love confirm her heart, 
And {trait from Solyzzan divert her Eyes. 
Adm. Who knows what end this dire beginning bedes> 
Alph. And here fhe likewife fays, 
He to Lanthe lays 
A clofer Siege than e’re he did to Rhodes. 
Adm. Ianthe, I will {till my Love purfue; 
Be kind to thee, and to Alphon/o true: 
But Loves {mall policies Great Honour now 
Wiil hardly to my Rivalfhip allow : 
Thofe little Arts, bold Duke, I mult lay by 
And urge thy Courage more than Jealoufie. 
vill. Where is thy honour now, fam’d Eaftera Lord ? 
Adm. Why fought we not his Pafs-port or his Word > 
Alph. How durlt Ianthe have fo little fear 
As to believe 
That in the Camp fhe fhould recieve 
Freedom from him who did befiege her here? 
Adm. Whilft in her own difpofe fhe here remain'd 
I of the brav’ry of her truft complain’d: 
Her gen’rous faith too meanly was deceiv’d, 
And mutt not be upbraided but reliev’d. 
Vill. To refcue Rhodes fhe did her felf forfake; 
And Rdhodes fhall nobly pay that virtue back. 
Alph. Great Mafter ! what {hall poor Alphon{o do> 
Since all he has Iunthe’s 183 
And now in this 
Mult owe Ianthe and her fame to you. 
vill. If any virtue can in Valour be: 
Adm. Or any Valour in a Rhodian Knight: 
Alph. Or any Lover can have Loyalty. 
vill. Or any Warriour can in Love delight. 
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Mar. If abfence makes not mighty Love grow Icfs. 
Adm. Or gentle Lovers can compaffion fecl. 
Alph. If Loyal Beauty, when in deep diftrefs, 

Can melt our hearts, and harden all our Steel. 
Vill. Then a here in facred Vows combine. 

My Vow is feal’>d——__—. They j ; 
ie And mine. BEGHEIO Dia die 
Mar. And mine. 
Alph. And trebly mine. 
Vill. Behold us, Fame, then ftay thy flight, 

And hover o’re our Towers to Night. 

Frefh wings together with the Morning take; 

As early as afflicted Lovers wake. 

Then tell the World that we have joyn’d cur Swords ; 

But ‘tis for griev’d Janthe, not for Rhodes. 
Alph. Now we thall profper, who were weary grown 

In Rhodes, and never could fuccefsful prove 

When Empire led us forth to feek renown, 

For Honour fhould no Leader have but Love. [ Exeunt ovines. 


The Scene is Changed. 


Being wholly fill’d with Roxolava’s Rich Pavilion, wherein is dif 
cern’d at diftance, Zanthe fleeping on aCouch; Roxolana at one 
End of it, and Haly at the other; Guards of Eunuchs are difco- 
ver'd at the wings of the Pavilions Roxolana having a Turkifh 
Embroidered Handkerchief in her left hand, anda naked Ponyard 
in her right. 


Rox. Hou doft from beauty, solymaz, 
As much refrain as Nature can 3 
Who making Beauty, meant it fhould be lov'd. 
But how canI my Station keep 
Till thou, Zanthe, art by Death remov’d> 
To Dye, when thou art young, 
Is but too foon to fall afleep 
And lye afleep too long. 
Haly. Your dreadful will what power can here command 
But pity ? Oh let pity ftay your hand! 
Rox. Sultan, I will not weep, becaufe my tears 
Cannot fuffice to quench thy Loves falfe flame: 
Nor will f to a palenefs bleed, 
To fhow my Loves true fears, 
Becaufe I rather need 
More blood to help to blufh away thy fhame. 
Haly. How far are all hts former Virtues gone? 
Turn back the progrefs of forgetful Time: 
The many favours by your sultaz done 
Should now excufe him for one pupos’d crime, 
Rox. Haly, Confult ! Can I do ill 
If many foul adult’ries I prevent, 
When I but one Fair Miltrefs kill? 
Haly. Be not too early here with Punifhment. 
Your Su/tax now 
Does only fhow The 
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ihe grudgings ot a Lovers fev’rifh fit. . 
You find his inclinations {trange, 
But, being new, they foon may change: 
And they have reacht but to intention yet. 
Rox. Long before deeds Heav’n calls intention fia. 
‘Tis good to end what he would ill begin. 
Haly. Do not relinguith yet your firft defign. 
Before you darken all her Light 
Examine, by your judging Sight, 
If in your Sphere (he can unblemifht fhine. 
You meant to prove her Virtue and firft try 
How wel! fne here could as a Rival live, 
E’re asa judg’d Adultrefs fhe fhould dye: 
In pard’ning her you 0!yman forgive. 
And can you add to your lov’d greatnefs more 
When abie to forgive the greateft pow’r? 
Rox. Tell me agen alphonfo’s {hort reply 
When I by Letter wak’d his Jealoufie 5 
And counfell’d him to write and to advife 
His Wite to lock her Breaft, and hut her Eyes ? 
Haly. With filence firft he did his forrows bear 5 
Then anger rais’d him, till he fell with fear: 
At iaft, aid the was now pat Counfel grown; 
Or elfe could take no better than her own. 
Rox. His thoughts a double Vizard wear, 
And only lead me to fufpence, 
It feems he does her dangers fear, 
And fain would truft her innocence. 
Wake her! I will purfue my firlt defign.— 
Haly. 1 go to draw the Curtain of a {hrine—— 
Awake! Behold the pow’rful Emprefs here. 
Janthe rifes and walks at diflance 
§ from Roxolana. 
Tant- Heav'n has the greateft pow’r 3 
Heav'n feeks our love, and kindly comcerts fear. 
This is my fatal how’r. 
Rox. - Though beauteous when the flepr, 
Yet now would I had kept 
Her fafely fleeping ftill. 
She, waking, turns my Envy into fhame; 
* And does it fo reclaim 
That I am Conquer'd who came here to kill. 
ant. What dangers fhould I fear ? 
Her brow grows {mooth and clear: 
Yet fo much greatnefs cannot want difguife. 
The Great live all within; 
And are but feldom feen 
Looking abroad through Cafements of their Eyes. 
Rox. Have courage fair Sicilian, and come near.—— 
ant. My diftance fhews my Duty more than fear. 
Rox. I have a Prefent for you, and ’tis fuch 
As comes from one who does believe 
Ie is for you too little to receive; 
And I, perhaps, may think it is too much. 
Iant. Who 


Iant. Who dares be bountiful! to low diftrefs> 
Who to Jazthe can a Prefent make 
When Rhodes befieg’d has all fhe would potleG; 
And all the world does ruin’d Rhodes forfake> 
Rox. The Prefent will not make the Giver poor 3 
And, though ‘tis fingle now, it quickly can 
Be multiply’ds you fhall have many more. 
It is this kifs—— It comes from solyman. 
Tant. You did your Creature courage give 5 
And made me hope that I had leave to live 
When you from dutious diftance call’d me near: 
But now I foon fhail courage lack: 
Iam amaz’d, and mutt go back: 
Amazement is the ugli{t {hape of fear. 
Rox. Are Chriftian Ladies fo referv’d and thy > 
Tant. Our facred Law does give 
Them precepts how to live, 
And Nature tells them they muft dye. 
Rox. *Tis well they to their Hufbands are fo true. 
But fpeak, Zzxthe, are they all like you? 
Tant. I hope they are, and better too, 
Or, if they are not, will be fo. 
Rox. They have been ftrangely injur’d then. 
But Rumour does miftake. — 
Some fay they vifits make 5 
And they are vifited by Men. 
lant. What cuftom does avow 
Our Laws in Time allow 35 
And thofe who never guilty be 
Sufpe& not others liberty. 
Rox. This would in Afa wonderful appear : 
But Time may introduce that Fafhion here. 
Come nearer! Is your Hufband kind and true? 
Tant. If good to good I may compare 
(Excepting Greatnefs) I would dare 
To fay, he is as Solyman to you. 
Rox. As heto me? How {trong 1s innocence ? 
Prevailing till ‘tis free to give offence. 
Indeed, Alphonfo, has a large renown 
Which does fo daily {pread, 
As it the world may lead+s 
And fhould not be contracted in a Town. 
Iant. As we in all agree, 
So he will prove like me 
A lowly fervant to your rifing Fame. 
Rox. But is he kind to you, and free from blame? 
Civil by day, and loyal too at Night? 
Tant. By Nature, not by fkill 
He is as cheerful {till 
And as unblemifht as unfhaded light. 
Rox. Thefe Chriftian Turtles live too happily. 
I with, for breed, they would to Affa fly. 
You mutt not at fuch diftance ftand 5 
Draw near, and give me your fair hand.-—= 
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I have another Prefent for you. now § 
And fuch a Prefent as T know 
You will much better than the firft allow: 
Though Solyman will not efteem it fo. 
Tis from my felf of friendfhip fich a Seal-—-- i Kiffes her. 
As you to Solywan mult ne'r-reveal. 
And that I may be more affur’d, 
By this agen you are conjur’d. 
Tant. Prefents fo good and great as thete 
I fhould receive upon my knees. 
Rox. I will not, left I may revive your fear, 
Relate the caufe of your confinement here. 
But know, I mult 
Your virtue trults 
Which, proving loyal, you are {ate in mine. 
Tart. The light of Angels {till about you fhine! 
Haly. The dang’rous fecrets of th ‘Imperial Bed c Haly takes 
Are darker thanthe riddles of the Throne. {fanthe alide. 
The Glafs, in which their Characters are read, 
We Eunuchs grind, and ’tis but eldom fhowa. 
Tant. I fhall with clofe and weary eyes 
Retire from all your Myfteries. 
And when occafion thall my honour truit, 
You'll find [have fom2 courage, and am juft. 
Rox. Perhaps, Iavtse, you may fhortly hear 
Of Clouds, which threatning me, may urge your fear. 
Be virtuous ftill! “ts true my sultan frowns, —— Lsbe Weeps. 
But let hin: win more Battels, take more Towns; 
And be ali day the fore-moft in the Fight 5 
Yet he fhall find that I will rule at N ight. [aly looks zx. 
Haly. The Guards increafe, and many Mutes appear, 
Lifting their Lights to fhew the Su/taz near. 
Rox. My new feal'd fr:endfhip T muft now lay by 
A while, and feem your jealous Enemy. 
Be to your felf, and to Alphoxfo true. 
Tant, As he to me, ana virtue is to you. [Tanthe fleps at diftance. 


Enter Solyman. 


Soly. Has Night loft all her dark dominion here ? 
High hopes difturb your tleep , 
But [ fufpect you keep 
Ianthe waking, not with hope but fear. 
Rox. Too well, and much too foon I know 
Whom you are pleas’d to graces 
However, fince it muft be fo, 
You'll find I can give place. 
Soly. You had a place, too near me, and too high.’ 
Tf but a little you remove 
From place of Empire or of Love 
You foon become but as a ftander-by. 
One ftep defcending from a (hining Throne, 
You to the darkett depth fall {wiftly down. 
Rom. If [fat nearer to you than ‘twas fit 
For Empires Herauids to admit, 
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CI being born below, and you above ) 
Pray call in Death, andI’ll, even then, bring Love. 
To thefe all places equal be; 
For Love and Death know no degree. 
Soly. TY cannot Paffions riddles underftand. 
Rox. You {till have prefent Death at your Command; 
But former Love you have Jaid by : 
Which, being gone, you know that I can Dye. [Weeps. 
soly. I better know that you have caufe to weep. 
; oa [Turns to Tanthe. 
Ianthe, all is calm within your Breatt, 
Retire into the quiet fhade of fleep, 
And let nut watchful fear divert your reft. 
Let all the Nations of my Camp fuffice, 
As Guards, to keep you from my Enemies; 
(For of your own 
You can have neue) 
Whilft I but as Loves Sent’nel on you wait, 
Arm‘d with his Bow, at your Pavilion Gate. 
Ianmt. Heav’n put it in your mighty mind 
Quickly to be, 
More than to me, 
To all the Valiant Rhodians kind. 
And may yu grieve to think how many mourn 
Till you fhall end their griefs at my return. 
Soly. You fhall not Languifh with delay. 
But this is bus’nefs for the day. 
*Tis now fo late at Night that all Loves {pies, 
Parents and Hufbands too, 
The watchful, and the Watch feal up their Eyes 5 
And Lovers ceafe to woo. [| Exeunt Haly, Ianthe. 
Rox. Yow alter ev ry year the Worlds known face3 
Whilft Cities you remove, and Nations chace. 
Thefe great mutations (which, with fhrill 
And ceafelefs founds, Fame’s Trumpet fill, 
And fhall feem wonders in her brazen Books} 
Much lefs amaze me than your alter’d looks 5 
Where I can read your Loves more fatal change. 
Soly. You make my frowns, yet feem to think them ftrange. 
Rox. You feek a Stranger, and abandon me. 
Soly. Strange Coafts are welcome after Storms at Sea. 
Rox. That various mind will wander very far, 
Which, more than home, a foreign Land prefers. 
Soly, The wife, for quietnefs, when civil War 
Does rage at home, turn private Travelers. 
Rox. Your loves long froft has made my bofom cold. 
Soly. Let not the caufe be in your Story told. 
Rox. A colder heart Deaths hand has never felt: 
But ’tis fuch Ice as you may break, or melt. 
Sols. [ never fhall complain 
When you are wet with Rain, 
Which fofter paffion does thus gently pour. 
What more in Seafon is than {uch a fhowr ? 


[ she Weep: 
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You ftill, through little Clouds, would lovely fhow, 
Were all your 4pril-weather calm as now. 
But déarch refembles more your haughty Mind3 
Froward and loud oftner than calmly kind. 
Weather which may not inconvenient prove 
To Country Lovers, born but to make love: 
Who grieve not when they mutual kindnefs doubt, 
But with indiff’ rence meet a frown or fmile; 
As having frequent leafure to fall out, 
And their divided breafts to reconcile. 
Rox. The World had lefs fad bus’nefs known if you 
Had been ordain’d for fo much leifure too. 
Soly. Monarchs, who onward {till with Conqueft move, 
Can only for their fhort diverfion love. 
When a black Cloud in Beauties {ky appears, 
They cannot wait till Time the Tempefts clears, 
Whilft they to fave a fullen Miftrefs, ftay, 
The worlds Dominton may be caft away. 
Rox. Why is Dominion priz'd aboue 
Wife Natures great concernment, Love? 
Soly. Of Heav’n what have we found, which wedo mcre 
And fooner, than exceeding Pow'r adore > 
The wond’rous things which that Chicf {‘ow’r has done, 
Are to thofe early Spies, our Senfes, fhown: 
And mutt at length to Reafon be aflured: 
Yet how, or what, Heav’n loves is much obfcur’d. 
And our uncertain love 
(Perhaps not bred above, 
But in low Regions, like the wand’ring wiads) 
Shews diffrent Sexes more than equal Minds. 
Rox. Your love, indeed, is prone to change, 
And lke the wandring Wind does range. 
The gale awhile tow’rd Cyprus blew 5 
It turn’d to Crete and {tronger grew 3 
Then, on the Lyciax fhore it favour’d me: 
But now, Janthe feeks in Sicily. 
Soly. In progrefies of War and Love 
Victors with equal ba{te muft move: 
And in attempts of either make no flay: 
They can but Vifit, Conquer, and away. 
Rox. Loves moft Victorious and moft cruel Foe! 
Forfake me and to meaner Conquetts go! 
To Wars, where you may Sack and Over-run, 
Till your Succefs has all the World undone. 
Advance thofe Trophies which you ought to hides 
For wherefore are they rais’d 
But to have {laughter prats’d, 
And courage which is but applauded pride? _ 
_Soly. Inco much Rain [ knew a Gult would come: 
I'll hun the rifing Storm and give it room. 
Rox. Loves Foes are ever hafty in Retreat 5 
You can march off; but ‘tts for fear 
Left you fhould hear 
Thofe Mournings which your cruelttes beget. 
Soly, The 
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Soly. The fear is wife which you upbraid-; 
For, whilft thus terrible you grow, 
I mutt confefs, ! am afraid, 
And not afnam’d of being fo. 
Rox. Go where you cover greater fear 
Than that which you diffemble here : 
Where you breed ill your mif-begotten Fame, 
When charging Armies and affaulting Towns, 
You ravifh Nations with as little fhame 
As now you thew in your injurious frowns. 
Soly. If we grow fearful at the face of War, 
You, juftly, may our terrour blame, 
Since, by your darings, we might learn to dare. 
Would you as well could teach us fhame. 
Rox. Your fears appear, even in your darings, great ; 
You would not elfe found cheerful Trumpets when 
The charge begins, whilft Drums with Clamour beat, 
To raife the courage of your mighty Men. 
With Wars loud Mufick fhouts are mingled too; 
Which boaftingly fuch cruel deeds proclaim 
As Beatts, through thickeft Furrs, would blufh to do. 
Your Wives may breed up Wolves to teach you (hame. 
Soly. ’Tis not {till dang’rous when you angry grow: 
For, Roxolana, you can anger fhow. 
To thofe whom you, perhaps, can never hate. 
This paffion is; but you have crimes of State. 
Rox. Call Nature to be Judge! what have I done? 
Soly. You have a Hufband loft to fave a Son. 
Rox. Sultan, that Son is yours as much as mine. 
Soly. He has fome luftre got in Fight; _ 
— But yet beyond the dawning light 
Of his new glory, AsStapha does thine 5 
Whois the Pledge of my Circafian Wife 5 
And from my blood as great a fhare of life 
May challenge as yourSon. Has he not worn 
A Victors Wreath? He is my Eldeft born. 
Rox. Becaufe her Son the Empire fhall enjoy, 
Mutt therefore {trangling Mutes my Sons deftroy ? 
Since Eldeft born you may him Empire give: 
But mine, as well as he, were bornto Live. 
‘They may, as yours, though by a fecond Wife, 
Inherit that which Nature gave them, Life. 
soly. Whilft any Life I thew by any breath, 
Who dares approach them in the fhape of Death, 
Rox. When you to Heav’ns high Palace thal] remove, 
To meet much more compaffion there 
Than you have ever felt, and far more love 
Than e’re your heart requited here 5 
Will not your Baflas then prefume to do 
What cuftom warrants and our Priefthood too? 
Soly. Thofe are the fecret Nerves of Empires force. 
Empire grows often high 
By rules of cruelty, 


But feldom profpers when it feels remorfe. 
Rox. Ac- 
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Rox. Accurfed Empire! got and bred by Art! 
Let Nature govern or at leaft 
Divide our Mutual intereft - 
Yield yours to Death, and keep alive my.part. 
Soly, Beauty retire! Thou doft my pity move! 
Believe my pity, and then tru{t my love !—— { Exit Roxol. 
At firft I thought her by our Prophet fent 
As a reward for Valours toils; 
More worth than all my Fathers fpoils : 
And now fhe 1s become my punifhment. 
But thou art juft, O Pow'r Divine! 
With new and painful Arts 
Of {tudy’d War I break the Hearts 
Of half the World, and fhe breaks mine. Exit. 


The Scene is chang’d to a Profpedct of Rhodes by night, and the 
Grand Matters Palace on Fire. 


The Fifth AC T. 


Enter Solyman, Pirrhus, R.uftan. 


Soly. FT Ook Pirrhus, Look! what means that fudden light, 
Which cafts a palenefs o’re the face of Night? 
The Flame fhews dreadtul, and afcends {till higher! 
Pirr. The Rhodian Matters Palace is on Fire / 
Ruf, A greater from Saint Georg’s Tower does fhine! 
Soly. Chance it would feem, but does import defign! 
Enter Muftapha. 
Maft. Their Flag of Treaty they have taken in! 
Soly. Dare they this ending War again begin ? 
Pirr. They feed their flames to light their forces out ! 
Ruf. Andnow, feem fallying from the Frexch Redoubt! 
Aust. Old Orchaxz takes already the Alarm! 
Soly. Need they make fires to keep their Courage warm? 
Pirr. The Exglifh now advance ! 
Soly. Let them proceed! 
Their Crofs is bloody, and they come to bleed. 
Set all the Turn-pikes open, let them in! 
Thofe Ifland Gamelters may, 
(Who defperately for honour play) 
Behold fair ftakes, and try what they can win. [Exeunt omnes. 
Enter Villerius, Alphonfo, Admiral, Marfhal. 
vill. Burn Palace, burn! Thy flame more beauteous grows 
Whillt higher it afcends. 
That now muft ferve to light us to our Foes 
Which long has lodg’d our Friends. 
Alph. Tt ferves not only as a light 
To guide us in fo black a Night 5 
But to our Enemies will terrour give. 
Mar. Who (feeing we fo much deftroy, 
What we in triumph did enjoy, 
That now we know not where to Live) 
Will 
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Will ftrait conclude that boldly we dare Pye. 
vill. Andthof who tothemlelves lov’d lite deny, 
Want feldom Pow’r to aid their will 
When they would others kill. 
Adm. Speak both of killing and of faving too. 
The utmoft that our Valour now can do 
Is when, by many Baffa’s, Pris’ners ta’ne, 
We freedom for diftrefS Zunthe gain. 
Alph. A Jewel too fufficient to redeem 
Great Solywan were he in Chains with them. 
Vill. Here {pread out Front! Our Rear is all come forth. 
We lead Two Thoufand Rhodian Knights; 
All fkll’d in various Fights : 
Fame’s Roll contains no names of higher worth. 
In whifpers give command 
To make a ftand! 
Adm. Stand! 
Within. 1 Stand! 2 Stand! 3 Stand! 
vill. Divide our Knights, and all their Martial Train { 
Alph. Let me by Storm the swltams Quarter gain. 
Adz. My Lot directs my Wing to Afustapha. 
Mar. ToPirrbus, o’re his Trench, I'll force my way, 
vill. Our honour bids us give a brave detear 5 
Wohilft Prudence leaves Referves for a Retreat. 
Aji Lovers are concern’d in what we do. 
Loves Crown depends on you, On you, on you. 
Loves Bow is not fo fatal as my Sword. 
Alph. As mine. 
Adm. And mine. 
Together. Ianthe is the Word. [ Exeunt, 


A Symphony exprefling a Battel is play’d a while. 
Enter Solyman. 


Scly. Ore Horfe! more Horie, to fhake their Ranks! 
M Bid Orchan hafte to gaul their Flanks. 

Few Rhodian Knights making their feveral {tands, 
Out-{trike Aflemblies of our many Hands. 


Enter Muftapha, Ruftan. 


Mui. Morat, and Valiant Zangiban are flain. 
Rujt. But Orckan does their yielded ground regain. 
soly. Our Crefcents fhine not in the fhade of Night. 
But now the Crefcent of the Sky appears 5 
Our valour rifes with her lucky light; 
And all our Fighters blufh away their fears. 


Enter Pirrhus, 


Pirr. More Pikes! and pafs the Trench! fallin! fallin! 
That we may gain the Feild e’re day begin. 
soly. Advance with all our Guards! This doubtful ftrife 
Lefs grieves me than our odds 
OF number againft Rhodes 5 
By which we honour Jofe to refcue Life. { Exeunt, 
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A Synphony founds a Battel agen. 
The Scene Returns to the Town Befieg’d. 


Enter Villerius, Marfhal. 
vill.QEnd back! fend back! to quench our fatal fire! 


E’re Morning does advance we mutt retire 5 
fuftly afham’d to let the days great Light 
Shew what a little we have done to Night. 


Enter Admiral. 


Adm. We have been Shipwrackt in a Midnight ftorm 5 
Who hither came (Great Mafter,) to perform 
Such deeds as might have given us caufe to boaft. 

Mar. We found the Night too black, 

And now no ufe can make 
Of Day, but to difcern that we are loft. 

vill. Can thy great Courage mention our defeat 
Whilft any Life 1s left to make retreat? 

Adm. Tt is a juft rebuke. 

Vill. Where 1s the Duke ? 

Adm. Long tir’d with Valour’s toils, and tn his Breft 
O’recharg’d with Lovers griefs, he fought for reft. 
To Fames eternal Tempie he ts gone. 

And I may fear | 
Is enter'd there, 
Where Death does keep the narrow Gate, 
And lets in none 
But thofe whom painful Honour brings, 
Many, without in vain for entrance wait, 
With warrants feal’d by mighty Kings. 

Vill. Villerius never yet by Turkifh Swords 
Was cut fo deep as by thy wounding words. 

Is that great Youth, the Prince of Lovers, flain>? 

Adm. Who knows how much of Life he does retain? 
Twice I reliev'd him from the double force 
Of Zangiban’s old foot, and Orchan’s Horfe. 

My {ftrength was over-pow'rd 5 and he ftill bent 
To follow Honour to the sultans Tent. 

Mar. Alphonfo's Story has this fudden end: 
Ianthe may a longer fate attend. 

Vill. Of Lifes chief hope we are bereft. 

Go rally all whom Death has left. 
Let our remaining Knights make good the Peer. 
Our hearts will ferve to beat, 
Unsheard, a ftoln Retreat. 
Adm. But fhall we leave Zanthe Captive here? 
Fill, VU to our Temple force our. way 5 
And there for her redemption pray : 
Her freedom now depends on our return. 
In Temples we fhall nothing gain 
From Heav’n, whilft we of lols complain: 
Wee'll for our Crimes, not for cur !.ofles, mourn. [Exexni. 
Ente; 
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Enter Solyman, Pirrhus. 


S ly, Let usno more the Rhodians flight purfue; 
Who fince below our anger, need our care. 
Compaffion ts to vanqnith Valour due | 
Which was not cruel in fuccefsful War. 
Pir. Our Sultan does his pow’r from Heav'n derive, 
‘Tis rais’d above the reach of humane force ; 
It could not elfe with foft compaffion thrive: 
For few are gain’d, or mended by remorfe. 
The world is wicked ‘grown, and wicked men 
(Since jealous ftill of thofe whom they have harm’d) 
Are but enabl’d to offend agen 
When they are pardon’d and left arm’d, 


Enter Muftapha, Rutftan. 


Méuft. The Rhodians wil! no more in Arms appear : 
They now are loft before they lofe their Town. 
Ruft, They may their Standards hide and Enfigns tear : 
For what's the Rody when the Soul is gone > 
Mus#, The Pris’aer whom in doubtful fight we took 
(Who long maintain’d the ftrife, 
For freedom more-than life) 
Is yourg 4lphorjo, the Sicilian Duke. 
so°y- Forrune couid never find, if fhe had Eyes, 
A pretent for me which I more would prize. [Enter Haly. 
Haly. Your Bofom-f{lave (the Creature which your pow’r 
Has made in all the world the greateft Wife) 
Did all this dang’rous Night kneel and implore 
That Heav’n would give you length of happy life, 
In meafure to your breadth of fpreading Fame, 
And to the heighth of Ottomans high name. 
Soly. Tell Roxolana I efteem her love 
So much that I her anger fear 5 
And whilft with paflion [ the one approve, 
The other I with temper bear. 
Haly. She charg’d me not to undertake t’exprefs 
With how much grief her Eyes did melt 
When fhe this Night your dangers felt; 
Nor how much joy the fhew’d at your Succefs. 
She hears that you have Pris’ner took 
. The bold sicilian Duke: 
And begs he may be ftraight at her difpofes 
That you may try how fhe can ufe your Foes. 
soly. This furious Rhodian Sally could not be 
Provokt but by his Jealoufie of me. 
Mu§#. He wanted Honour who could yours fufpect. 
pir. The rath, by Jealoufie, themfelves detect. 
Soly. His Jealoufie fhall meet with punifhment. 
Convey him ftrait to Koxolana’s Tent. [Exit Pirrhus. 
But, Haly, know, the fair Ianthe mutt 
Be fafe, and free, who did my Honour traft. 
You want no Mutes, nor can they want good {kill 


Wo torture or difpatch thofe whom. they Kall. 
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al But fince this Duke's renown did fpread and rife 
(Who in attempt at Night 
Has often fcap’d my fight) 
Take care that I may fee him e’re he dyes. | [Fxreunt feveral ways. 


The Scene returns to Roxolana’s Pavilion. 


Enter lanthe iz ber Night Drefs. 


Iant.  N this Pavillion all have been alarm’d. 

The Evnuchs, Mutes, and very Dwarfs were arm’d. 

The Rhodians have a fatal Sally made; 

And many now, to fhun 
The griefs of Love, are run 
Through Nights dark walks to Death’s detefted fhade. 
An Eunuch lately cry’d, Alphonfo's {lain 5 
Now others change my grief, 
And give fome fimall relief, 
By new report that he’s but Pris‘ner ¢a’ac. 
Where, my afilicted Lord, 
Is thy victorious Sword ? 
For now (though “twas too weak to refcue thee) 
It might fuccefsful grow 
If thy triumphant Foe 
Would make an end of Love by ending me. 
Enter Roxolana. 
Rox. How fares my Rival, the sicilian Flow’'r 2 
Iant. As wet with Tears as Rofes in a fhow’r. 
Rox. I brought you Prefents when I faw you laft. 
Tant. Prefents? If you have more, 
Like thofe you brought before, 

They come too late, unlefs thay make great hafte. 
Rox. Are you departing without taking Icave > 
Tant. I would not you, nor can your Guards deceive. 
Rox. You'l pay a farewel to a civil Court? 

Iant. Souls make their parting Ceremonies fhort. 
Rox. The Prefent which the sultan fent before 

(Who means to vex your bafhfulnefs no more ) 

Was to your Lips, and that you did refufe: 

But this 1s to your Ear. I bring you news. 

Jant. Y hear, my Lord and Rhodes have been to blame. 
Rox. It feems you keep intelligence with Fame: 
Or with fome frighted Eunuch, her {wift Polt 5 
Who often has from Camps to Cities brought 
The dreaful News of Battels loft 
Before the Field was fought. 
Iant. Theol may hope this is a falfe alarm; 
And Rhodes has neither done nor taken harm. 
Rox. You may believe Alphonfo is not flain. 
Tant. Bleft Angel, fpeak! Nor is he Pris’ner ta’ne? 
Rox. He is a Pris’ner, and is given to me 
ant. Angels are kind, I know you’ fe¢ him free. 
Rox. He 
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Rox. He has fome Wounds, plac’d nobly in his Breft. 
Tut. You foon take back the comfort you have given. 
Rox. They are not deep, and are fecurely dreft. 
Iazt. ow you are gocd agen! O heal them Heay'n! 
Rox. fn Heav’n, Iamthe, he may mercy find, 
He mult go thither, and leave you behind. 
Jant. V hope, f thall difcern your looks lef {trange 3 
And your expreffions not fo full of change-—— 
Rox. Weep'ft thou for him, whofe fawcy Jealoufie 
Durtt think the Saltan could be falle to me? 
fazt. Though his offence makes him unfit to live, 
I hope it 1s no crime in me to grieve.. 
Rox. Soft Fool! bred up innarrow Weftern Courts; 
Which are by Subjects {torm’d like Paper-Forts; 
Itc/an Courts, fair Ions for foreign Pofts 
Wiere little Princes are but civil Hofts. 
Think’ft thou that fhe, whe does wide Empire (way, 
Can breed fuch ftorms as Lovers fhow’rs allay ? 
Can half the World. be govern’d by a Mind 
That (hews Domeftick pity, and grows kind? 
Iant. Where are thofe virtuous Vows you lately feal’d ? 
Rox. | did enjoyn they fhould not be reveal’d. 
Iant. Bat could you mean they fhould be broken too? 
Rox. Thofe Seals were counterfeit, and pafs 
For nothing, fince my Sealing was 
But to a Chriftian when [ feal’d to you. 
Iant. Seal’d by your pretious Lips? What is fo fure 
As that which makes the Sa#/tan’s heart fecure ? 
You to Religion many Temples rere 5 
Juftice may find one Lodging ir your breft. 
Rox. Religion is but publick fafhion here 5 
And Juftice is but private intereft. 
Nature our Sex does to revenge incite 5 
And irt’rett counfels us to keep our own. 
Were you not fent to rule with me at Night? 
Love ts as {hy of Partners as the Throne. 
Huly, prepare the Pris’ner3 he muft Dye. [Enter Haly. 
Jant. If any has offended, it is I. 
Othiok ! think upward on the Thrones above. 
Difdain not mercy, fince they mercy love. 
If mercy were not mingled with their pow’r, 
This wretched world could not fubfift an how’r. 
Excufe his innocenee3 and feize my life! 
Can you miftake che Hnfband for the Wife > 
Rox. Are Chriftian Wives, fo true, and wondrous kind > 
Janthe, you can never change my Mind: 
For I did ever mean to keep my Vow: 
Which I renew, and feal it fatter now.—- [Kiffes her. 
The sultan franckly gave thy Lord tome; 
And I as freely render him to thee. 
ant. To all the World be all your Virtues known 
More than the Triumphs of your Su/tazs Throne. 
Rox. Send in her Lord, to calm her troubled Breft. 
[Exeunt Roxolana, Haly, feveral mays. 
Zant. Now 
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Tint. Now his departing lifé may ftay 5 
But he has Wounds. Yet the did fay 
They were not deep, and are fecurely Dreft. 
Enter Haly, Alphontio, bis Ars bound. 
Haly. Fate holds your Dice 5 and here’expect the Caft, 
Your chance, if it be bad, will foon be paft. [ Exit. 
4lph. My doom contains not much diverfity. 
To live, to dye, to bea flave, or free? 
Death fums tp ali! by Dying we remove 
From all the trowns of Pow’r, and griets of Love. 
Ianthe, are you here? 
I will difmifs my fear. 
Deaths dreaded Journey I 
Have ended e’re I Dye. 
Death does to Heav’n the virtuous lead; 
Which I enjoy e’re I am Dead. 
For it is Heav'n to me where e’re thou art, 
And thefe who meet in Heav’n fhall never part. 
Tant. Stay, ftay, Alphonfo! you proceed too faft 5 
For I am chang’d fince you beheld me laft. 
In Rhodes I wholly did my felf refign 
To ferve your pow’r, but you are now in mine. 
And that you may perceive how {oon I can 
Melt the Obdurate heart of Solpavan 5 
Let this confirm your reftlefs Jealoutie: 
You came in bound, and thus | make you fre.—  [Oxbinds him. 
Alpb. By this, Zazthe, you exprefs no more 
Dominion o’re me than you had before. 
In Rhodes I was a Subject to your will: 
Your {miles preferv’d me, and your frowns did Kill, 
Iant. I know your Tongue too well; which fhould deceive, 
One who had Study’d al] the Art 
Of Love rather than her whofe heart 
Too fimply would your very looks believe. 
But now you know, that though you are unbound, 
Yet ftill your walk is on the sultavs ground. 
Alph. Ianthe, you are chang’d indeed 
If, cruelly, you thus proceed. 
Iant. In tracing humane Story we thall find 
The cruel more fuccefsful than the kind. 
Whilft you are here fubmitted to my fway, 
It fafe difcretion were to make you pay 
For all thofe Sighs and Tears my Heart and Eyes 
Have loft to make you lofe your Jealoufies. 
But I was bred in Natures fimple School ; 
And am but Loves great Fool, 
With whom you rudely play, 
And ftrike me hard, then ftroke the pain away. 
How are your Wounds? I hope you find them flight > 
Alph. They {carce will necd the rip’ning of a Night: 
Unlefs, fevere Zanthe, you 
By chiding me, their pains renew. 
Iant. Was it not Jealoufie which brought you here> 
Alpb. It was my Love, conducted by my fear. 
Fear 
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Fear of your fafety, not of virtue, made. 
The Rhodians, by furprize, this Camp invade. 
Iu hope, by bringing home great Pris’ners, we 
Might fet the RAodians greater Miltrefs free. 
Jant. The fafety of fauthe was not worth 
That courage which mifled the Rhodians forth. 
The Worlds Contagion, Vice, could ne’r infect 
The Sultans Heart: but when you did fufpect 
His favours were too great for me to take, 
You then, <Alphonfo, did unkindly make 
My merit fmall5 as if you knew 
There was to that but little due. 
Or if he wicked were, 
What danger could you fear ? 
Since Virtues force all vicious pow’r controles. 
Lucrece a Ponyard found, and Porcia Coals. 
Alpb. How low to your high virtue fhall I fall ? 


Tant. What chance attended in this fatal Night 
The Mafler, Marfhal, and the admiral? 
Alpb. [loft them in the thickeft Mift of Fight 


Yet did from Huly this fhort comfort get 
That they to Rhodes have made a brave Retreat. 
As Love’s great Cham»ions we mutt them adore. 
Jant. Be well, alphon/o, I will chide no more. 
Enter Solyman,Roxolana, Multapha, Pirrhus, Haly, Ruftan. 
Soly. Haly, { did declare that I would fee 
The jealous Pris’ner e’re he Dy‘d. 
Rox. Look there! you are obey’d. Yet pardon me 
Who, e’re you pardon'd him, did make him free. 
Soly. In this i have your virtue try'd. 
If Roxolana thus revengelefs proves 
To him whom fuch a beauteous Rival loves, 
It does denote fhe Rivals can endure, 
Yet think the {till 1s of my heart fecure. 
Dake, this example of her truft may be 
A cure for your diftruftful thoughts of me. 
You may imbark for the siczlian Coalt; 
And there poffefs your Wife when Ehodes is loft. 
Alph. Since freedom, which is more than Life, you give 
To him, who durft not afk you leave to Live; 
I cannot doubt your bounty when I crave 
That, granting freedom, you will Honour fave. 
My honour I fhall Jofe, unlefs I fhare 
In Rhodes, the Rhodians worl effects of War. 
To Sicily let chafte Ianthe {teer : 
And fing long Stories of your virtue there: 
Whilft, by your mercy fent, to Rhodes I go, 
To be in Rhodes your Suppliant, not your Foe.. 
ant Alphonfo, 1 have honour too 35 
Which calls me back to Rhodes with you: 
Were this, through tendernefs, by you deny’d 
For foft concerns of Life, 
Yet gracious Solyvzan will ne’r divide 


The Hufband from the Wife. 
Sol, Both 
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Soly. Both may to Réodes returns But itis jutt 
That you, who nobly did my honour truft, 

(Without my Pals, or plighted Word) 
Should more by your advent’rous vifit get 
Than Empires int’reft would afford, 
Or you expected when you came to Treat. 
Go back Juxthe; make your own 
Conditions boldly for the Town. 
I am content it fhould recorded be, 
That, when [ vanquifht Réoaes, you Conquer 'd me. 

Iant, Not Fames free Voyce, nor lafting Numbers can 
Difperfe, or keep, enough of Solymwan. 

Soly. From Lovers Beds, and Thrones of Monarchs, fly 
Thou ever waking Madnefs, Jealoufie. 

And ftill, to Natures Darling, Love 
(That all the World may happy prove) 
Let Gtant-Virtue be the watchful Guard, 
Honour, the cautious Guide, and fure reward: 
Honour, adorn’d in fuch a Poets Song 
As may prefcribe to Fame 
What loyal Lovers name 
Shall far be fpread, and thal] continue long. [Exeunt omnes. 


EPPO GUE: 


“EW “Hough, bafhfully, we fear to give offences 
Tet, pray allow our Poet confidence. 

He has the priv'lege of old Servants got 5 

Who are conniuv'd at, and have leave to Doat 3 

To boaft past fervice, and be chol'rick too, 

Till they believe at laf? that all they do 

Does far above their Mafters Judgments grow: 

Much like to theirs, is bis prefumption now. 

For free, affar'd, and bold his Brow appears, 

Becanfe, he feru'd your Fathers many years. 

He fays he pleasd them too, but he may find, 

Tou Witts, not of your Duller-Fathers mind. 

Which, well confider'd Miftrefi-Mule will then 

Wifh for ber old Gallants at Fri'rs agen 

Rather than be by thofe neglected here, 

Whofé Fathers civilly did Court her there. 

But as old Miftreffes, who meet difdain, 

Forbear through Pride, or Prudence, ta complain 3 

And fatisfie their kearts, when they are fad, 

With thoughts of former Lovers they have had: 

Even fo poor Madam-Mule this night muft bear, 

With equal pulfe, the fits of hope and fears 

And never will againft your Paffion firive : 

But, being old, and therefore Narrative, 

Comfort her {elf with telling Tales, too lone, 

Of many Plaudits had when fhe was young. 
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Play-houfe tobe Let. 


PROLOGUE. 


Ince you affect things new, what I'm to fy, 
S Shall be as great a Novel as our Play, 
Cuftom would have me {peak a Prologue now, 
But that we ay intire adherence fhow 

To Nowcity (which in the Mode of Plays 

Like foveraignx Nature over Cuftom fivays ) 

I wean my Prologue fhall a Riddle bes 

And thus propound it to the Company. 

A eerting Mife big with imagination, 
Concer 4d a Morister of fo new a fafhion 
That cf the bafiy birth, bing brought to Bed, 
We fourd it neither bad a Tail er Head. 
The Limbs ace fuch, as no proportion bear, 
No corre!pondence have, and yet cobere : 
Of feveral ufe, ard feveral forms they be, 
Yet in the whole contexture they agree: 
They are disjoyn'd and yet united too, 
Which cannot but a Monfter feem to you 3 
Tet fuch a Monster ’tis, as you l admit 
For Pleafure, and flill pay for Nurfing it. 

I fee y are pul ds but we fo difpife 
Th advantage we might make by a furprife, 
That to unridle this, you here may come 
And joyn your Heads together in one Room, 
Where, for your Money. you fhail {it at eafe, 
Two hours a dazy, til Chriftmas 7f you pleafe. 


The Firlt ACT. 


The sCENE opens, and upontwo Stools are difcover'd the Tire- 
wortan and Chair-woman, one thelling of Beans, and the other 
Sowing. 


Enter Player and Houle-Keeper. 


Play. Hat, fhelling of Beans? ‘tis a proper work 
For the Long Vacation. You may e’en dry ’em 
In the Sun, and lay ’em up in the Tiring-houle 


For the Players: they may get Bacon to ‘em 


When the Term comes. 
Houf-K. 
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Houf-K. Nay you may work on too, ‘tis Holp:tal ware, 
Courte fhirts for the poor Poets. [Knocking hard at Dore. 
Play. Arethey mad? fure they take the Play-houfe for 
The Church-yard o’re the way 5 and mean to wake 
Our dead Neighbours. What would youhave? (Kzocking agen. 
qir.W. Pray knock civilly. I believe it is 
Some Country Poet with a ftock of Plays. 
He brings his Ware to fell when the Fares’s done. [ Knocking agen. 
Play. Some Univerfity Mule is in hard Jabour, 
And fhe takes our Tire- woman for a Midwife. 
Open the Dore. [ Exit Houl K. avd enter again with Monfieur. 
Monf, Be you von, two, tree of de Teatre. 
HoufK. We are {tanding properties of the Play-houfe, 
Which, in vacation, lye in pawn for the Rent, 
Monf: Dat is vel, bi de Bil de Houfe is to let. 
Ply. ‘Tis to let, but you, Sir, knock’d fo hard 
As if you meant to take it by aflault. 
Mon{. Sir, me befeth your pardon, and vill give 
De good mony vor de Rent dis Vacation. 
Houf-K. What would you do in’t ? we muft like your Trade 
Before we let our Shop, Iclt we fhould ride 
With Fohz Dory to Paris to feck Rent. 
Monf. Mi vil make Prefentation of de Farce. 
Tir.W, Farces, what be thofe? New French Bobs for Ladies? 
Play. Pray peace; I underftand the Gentleman. 
Your Farces are a kind of Mungril Plays. 
But, Sir, I bel:eve all Frevch Farces are 
Prohibited Commodities, and will 
Not pafs current 10 Exglaud. 
Monf- Sir, perdon me; de Exgclis be more 
Fanta{ftick den de Franfh. De Farce 
Bi alfo very fantaftick, and vil paile. 
Play. The Afonfeur’s inthe right; for we lvave found 
Our Cuftomers of late exceeding humorous. 
Monf- De vile Nation bi tor ungs heroique, 
And de fantaftique, vor de Farce! 
Tire.W. 1 like not that thefe Frexch pardonne-moys 
fhould make fo bold with old Exgland. 
Houf-K. Peace, Woman; Weel let the Houfe, and get money. 
Play. But how will your Fre#ch Farce be underf{tood? 
For all our travell’d-Cuftomers are gone 
To take the Air with their own Wives, beyond 
Hide-Purk a great way 3 a homely Country mode 
OF their Fore-fathers. 
Tir.W. With grief we {peak its 
They may be afham’d to leave their poor Mittreffes 
And us behind ‘em without Cultomers. 
Play. Pray fave your tears for our next Tragedy. 
The Aonfieur’s all for merry Farces, but 
CAs I faid, Sir,) how fhall we underftand ‘em ? 
Monf- Me have a Troop of French Comeedien 
Dat {peak a litle very good Engelis. 
Tir.W. Blefs us! a Troop? 
Play. Woman, thou art noLinguift; they in France 


Call 
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Cali aCompany of Players, a Troop. 
Tir.W. 1 thought he had ta’ae our long Tennis-Court 
For a Stable. 
Play. Aad you are fhelling Beans for his Horfes. 
LKxocking without again. 
Houf-K. Our Bill at the Door draws in more Cuftomers. 
[Exit Houfe-Keeper. 
Play. Houfe-Keeper, look out! 
Monfieur, you may draw up your Troop of Farcers 
Within the Pales, they may chance to give us 
A fhort trial of their prowefs in Poetry. 


Mons. Vel, Sir, you fal {ee trange ting. [Exit Monfteur. 
Play. Who is’t that knock’d? [Enter Houfe-Keeper. 


Houf-K. Nay there’s a couple. 
Play. What are they ? 
Houf-K. Men in their fhirts doing Penance, 
For the moft {candalous fin of Poverty 5 
Two very hot Fencers without doublets: 
They would hire our Play-houfe. 
Play. For what ufe? 
Houf-K. For a School, where they’d teach the Art of Duel, 
Which is a fit trade in the long Vacation 3 
For nothing makes young Gentlemen fo quarrelfom 
As want of money. 
Play. Tell ’em the Red Bull {tands empty for Fencers. 
There are no Tenents in it but old Spiders: 
Go bid the men of wrath allay their heat 
With Prizes there. 
Houf-K told em of Pancras-Church, where their Scholars 
(When they have kill'd one another in Duel) 


Have a Church-yard to themfelves for their dead. [Kuocking again. 
Play. Bid ‘em march of [Exit Houfe-Keeper. 


We'll let this Theatre and build another, where, 
At a cheaper rate, we may have Room for Scenes. 
Brainford’s the place! 

Perhaps *tis now fomewhat to far 1’th’ Suburbs; 

But the mode is for Builders to work flight and faft; 
And they proceed fo with new houfes, 

That old London will quickly overtake us. 


Enter Houfe-Keeper, Mufitian and Porter bearing Cafés for 
Infiruments. 


Houf.K. Uve brought the man, who, without the Merchandize 
of two Cats, thall make us all rich Whitingtons. 

Play. Hey, what have we here? 
A load of Tombs for dead Fiddles ? 

Muf. J find, Sir, by your Bills you'd let the Play-houfe. 

Play. We would find means to live, this dead Vacation. 

Muf. That is, you wou’d havea good round Rent for it. 

Play. Which you'll fcarce pay by playing Sellingers-ronnd. 

Muf- Your wit, Sir, will never grow up to madnefs : 
’Tis only the fume of an empty {tomach. 
You may recover in the Term, when you 
Get money to get meat. 

Play. 
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Play. Pretily well faid; but however, Sir, 
¥ou (hould have been {ure of our Shop before 
You brougot ia your Ware. 
Muf. Rett you merry. 
There is another Play-houfe to let in Vere-féreet. 
Houf-K. This man of mufick has more in his head 
Than meer Crotchets. I pray a word, Sir: 
I am the Houfe-Keeper. 
Atuf- You may fleep out your Office, Sir. 
Y’are not like to be wak’d with vifitants. [Going out. 
Play. Sir, under your favour, [et’s not part thus. 
Pleafe but to clear the mift which you brought with you. 
Muf. Well, Sir, be brief. 
Play. Why came you with fuch confidence to take 
The Houfe, as made you bring your Furniture 
Before we treated for the Rent? 
Muf- Becaufe | thought you had been more in love 
With your profit, than with your wit. 
Play. I, that’s the point? whence fhould our profit rife ? 
Mu/f. I meant to entertain the People with 
A Novelty 3 which I fuppofe is no 
Ill bait for thofe {mall Fifhes, which I thought 
Mine own, and purpos’d you a fhare i’th’ Net. 
Play. But what’s the compofition of your Bait > 
Muf- | wou'd have introduc’d Heroique {tory 
In Stilo Recitativo. 
Play. In Stilo Recitativo? ‘tis well 
{ underftand you, Sir. But do you think 
That natural ? 
inf? Becaufe ’tis not in cuftom. 
You therefore think, Sir, it is out of Nature >? 
Play. It feems fo, Sir; to me, unlefs you would 
Metamorphife men into Birds. Suppofe 
I fhould not afk, but fing, you now a queftion, 
And you fhould iaftantly fing me an anfwer ; 
Would you not think it ftrange? 
Muf. Well, Sir, as how > [Plays and Sings. 
Play. Take out your Watch, and tell me, Sir, the hour ? 
Then you reply, 
My Watch, Sir, is at Pawn, but ‘tis paft Four. 
Auf. Your heart is good, Sir, but y’are an ill Mimick 
In Mufick, and your voice does breed fome doubt 
OF your Virginity. 
Piay. You'd make me blufh 
If there were ftrangers here; but if you pleafe 
Ceafe your rebukes, and proceed to initruction. 
Muf Recitative Mufick is not compos’d 
Of matter fo familiar, as may ferve 
For every low occafion of difcourfe. 
tn Tragedy, the language of the Stage 
Ts rais'd above the common dialeét, 
Our paffions rifieg with the height of Verfe; 
And Vocal Mutlick adds new wings to all 
The flights of Poetry. LKxocking within again. 
Houf:K, 
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Houf-K. Look out again! there’s a freth Caftomer. 
[Exit Tire-Woman. 
Play. Be pleas’d, Sir, to retire awhile, and tune 
Your Inftruments. You fhall make trial of 
The length and depth of all the Ears we have. 
Muj- Vl chufe the Womens Tiring-Room for privacy. 
Play. You may 5 for they are gon, Sir, to rob Orchards, 
And get the Green-ficknefS in the Country. | hxit Mufictan and 
Porter at one Door, Enter Tire-Woman at the other. | 
Tir.W. There’s {uch a crowd a: door, as if we had 
A new Play of Guadamar. 
Play. See who they be. Léxét Houfe-Keeper. 
Our Bill has been up but two days, and J perceive 
We fhall have nfe again of our Wardrobe. 
Go Woman! drive away the Moths; 
For they are grown as big as Butterflies. [ Exit Tire-Womae, 


Enter Houfe-Keeper mith a Danciug-Matfter, 


Houf-K. All the dry old Fools of Bartholomew Fair 
Are come to hire our houfe. The Germaz Fool, 
Yau Boridge of Hamb’rough, and numberlefs 
Jack-Puddingss the new motion men of Norwich, 
Op'ra-Puppets; the old Gentlewoman 
That profeiles the Galliard on the Ropes 
Another rare Turke chat flies without wings, 
Rich Juglers with imbroider’d Budgets; Hoop-men, 
And fo many Tom-Tumblers that you'd think 
Lincolns-Inn-Field a Fovett of wild Apes. 

Play. Your Tumblers may trot licrce, your Jugglers tec 
May e’en pa{s and repafs away to Southwark 
But, till the nation be more civiliz’d, 
Your Fool and Devi! may be entertain’d ; 
They’! get money 5 none nuw but very choice 
Spectators will vouchlafe to fee a Play 
Without ’m. Pray, what is that Gentleman? 

Houf'K. Nota {pectator, Sir; but one that would 
Fain hire our Houfe to draw {pectators hither. 

Play. What is your Myttery? 

Dan.Ma. Hiftorical dancing. 

Play. How? high Hiftory upon Ropes? 

Dance. Ma. Fie no, Sirs; Um for down-right plain hiltory 
Expreft in figures on the floor, a kind 
Of morals in dumb fhows by Men and Beafts. 

Play. Without any Interpreter ? 

Danc. Ma. Pardon me, Sir; the Audience now and then 
Mult be inform’d by Chorus’s in Rhime. 

play. O, dumb-fhows with fpeeches? 

Danc-Ma. Yes, Sir, the fame: but very fhort. 

Play. [ appretiend you, Sir, 1f thefe be not 
Novelties. Pil to Sea. and ftrait feek ont 
Anew World to fiad’em. Thefe wili take rarely, 

HoufkK. Wee'l buy Shovels to keep our Money from rufting. 

Play. Weill, my dear fantaftick friends of London, 
Who love Novelty, and would fcorn to look 


Eyer 
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Even on the Moon, but that fhe changes often 

And becomes new I hope we hall pleafe you now. [-Kzock.again. 
Houf-K. Another man of Myftery ! [exit Houf. K. 
Play. Sir, pafs the back way over to the Grange; 

An Inn where you may bait your Men and Beafts5 

And wee'l be for you ftrait. Exit Danc. Ada. 


Enter, at the other door, Houfe-Keeper. 


Houf-K. Here is one Goodman John Leyden defires 
To {peak with you; and he does promife great fatisfaction 
By a word to the Wife. 

Flay. Tell him, the Wife are not at leifure now 
To hear his Sov’raignfhip. What would he have? 

Houf-K. He would hire the Turband, Scepter, and 
Throne of our Solywan the Magnificent; and reign 
This long Vacation over all the dominions 
In Portugall-Row. 

Play. He was.an Enemy 
To the exil’d Comicks: I will not hear him. 

Houf-K. Confider well! He'll draw {pectators hither. 
Play. Yes, fuch as will give no more to fee him here 
Than in the ftreet to fee a Blazing Star. 

Money isthe main material of Rent: 
Your Kings of Afunfter pay in prophecies only. 

Honf-K He has a Ream of Paper about him: 
They are Bills of Exchange or Prophecies, 

Play. Bills of Exchange fign’d long ago at Musifter. 
Bid him be gone. 

Hoxf-K. He's not fuch an enemy to the Comicks, 
As one without is a Foe to him 5 
One who defires admittance too. 

Play. What is he? 

Houf-K. A man of Meeter, a Poet. 

Play. Difmifs your Doling, and let in your Paet. 
We mutt be ever civil to the Mufes: 

Honf-K. The Poet has a {pecial Train behind him, 
Though they look lean and empty, 

Yet they feem very full of invention. 

Play. Let him enter, and fend his Train to our 

Houfe-Inn, the Grange. [Exit Honfe-Keeper. 
Virgil himfelf, as ancient Poets fay, 
Was once aGroom, and liv’d by Oats and Hay. 


Enter Houfe-Keeper and Poet. 


Poet. The Bill upon your door fhews that 
Your Houfe was not of Jate much haurted. 
Hoxf-K. Not with Play-vifitors, nor is it now 
With Spirits, for you fee none are afraid 
To hyre it. 
Poet. I did not {ufpect, Sir, it could be haunted 
With Spirits, for you Players never hide money. 
Play. You Poets do; for ‘tis but feldom, Sir, 
That any has been found about ye. 
Poet. D’you fet up of your felves, and profefs Wit 
With 
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Without help of your Authors? Take heed, Sirs! 
You'l get few Cuftomers. 
Honf.K. Yes, we fhall have the Poets. 
Poet. “Tis becaufe they pay nothing for their entrance. 
But, my friends, leave off the endeavour to 
Grow witty without occafion. I pray 
Be in earneft. Do you mean to get money ? 
Play. That’s the caufe why we endeavour at wit. 
Poet. Wit will not do your work alone. 
You muft have fomething of a newer {tamp to make your 
Coyn current. Your old great Images of 
Love and Honour are efteem’d but by fome 
Antiquaries now. You fhould fet up with that 
Which is meer new. What think you 
Of Romances travefti 
Play. Explain you felf. 
Poet. The Garments of our Fathers you muft wear 
The wrong fide outward, and in time it may 
Become a fafhion. 
Houf-K. It will be ftrange, and then ’tis fure to take. 
Poet.. You fhall prefent the actions of the Heroes, 
(Which are the chiefeft Theams of Tragedy) 
In Verfe Burlefque. 
Play. Buriefque and Travefti? Thefe are hard words, 
And may be Frevch, but not Law-Frenzch. 
Take heed, Sir, what you fay; you may be queftion’d for’t. 
We would do nothing, Sir, but what is legal. 
Houf-K. If it be French, I pray tranflate it to us. 
Play. Good, Sir, no French tranflation till the Tearm 
It is too precious for Vacation-ware. 
Molt of the men of judgment are retir’d 
Into the Country, and the remainder that 
Are left behind, come here not to confider 
But to be merry at fuch obvious things 
As not conftrain ‘em to the pains of thinking. 
Poet. Would you avoid Tranflations out of Frep~h? 
Play. We had a trial here of fo much force 
As humane wit could bring, but truly, Sir, 
The number of our Cuftomers (for whom 
Our Shop is chiefly open in Vacation) 
Affe& Commodities of leffer price. 
Poet. YOu Meet my judgment in a direct line. 
Play. The French convey their arguments too much 
In Dialogue: their {peeches are too long. 
Poet. Indeed, fuch fingle length in their debates 
Bears fome refemblance with that famous Duel, 
Which, in the fields of Finsbury, was fought. 
Whilom at Rovers with long Bow and Arrows: 
It began at Day-break, and eaded at 
Sun-fetting 5 whilft they each did gather up 
The weapons which the other fhot, and fent 
Them back again with like effect. 
Plzy. Such length of {peeches feem not fo unpleafing 
As the contracted walks of their defigns. 


Poet. 


—— —— ee 
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Poet. Which are as narrow as the Allies in 
Our Citty-Gardens. 

Play. 1 perceive you take the 
Air tometimes within the Walls of Loxdox. 

Poet. If { agree with you in finding your * 
Difeafe, it is fome fign that! may know 
Your remedy 3 which is the Travefti, 

I mean Burlefque, or, more t’explain my felf; 
Would fay, the Mock-heroique mutt be it 
Which draws the pleafant hither rth Vacation, 
Men of no malice who will pay for laughter. 
Your bufie Termers come to Theatres, 

As to their Lawyers-Chambers, net for mirth, 
But, prudently, to hear advice. 

Play. You'd take our Houte for Poetry-burlefque ? 

Poet. I would, and introduce fuch folly as fhall 
Mdke you wife; thatis, fhall make you rich. 

Play. Well, we'll be content, like other rich Fools, 
To be Jaught at. There is an old tradition 
That in the times of mighty Tamberlane, 

Of conjuring Fazstus, and the Beaxchamps bold, 
You Poets us’d to have the fecond day. 
This fhall be ours, Sir, and to morrow yours. 

Poet. Vil take my venture, “tis agreed! 

Play. You bring materials with you to fet up? 

Poet. My Mock-Burlefquers are without. 

Play. Conduct ’em to the Wardrobe, Sir, where you 
May take your choice of Cloaths and properties: 
Only, give way, Sir, to your Predecetlors: 

The proverb does appoint the firft that cume 
To be firft ferv'd. Hereisa Agonfienr with 
His Farce 3 A {piritual Mufician too 

With his feraphick Colloguies expreft 

In ftilo recitativo. 

Hoaf-K. And hiftorical Dancers that difperfe 
Morality by fpeeches in dumb-fhows. 

Poet. Well I will take my turn, [ muft come laft. 
But, to declare my felf a linguift, Sir, 

I dare pronounce, Finis coronat opus. { Exit Poet. 
Enter Yire-woman at the other dior. 

ir... The crowd are haft’ning to our doors, as if—— 

Play. It were to fee an old acquaintance hang’d. 
What is the bus’nefs ? 

Tir.W. They would come in, and fee {trange things for nothing. 

Houf-K. They follew’d the Porter that 
Brought the load of Mufick. 

Play. A man may bring a Pageant through the ftreets 
As privatly upon my Lord Mayor's day, 

As a burden of Viol-cafes hither. 

Tir.w. The fat Gentleman defires he may come in3 
He that has but one hand. 

Play. He is our conftaut friend ; 

A very sind and a hearty {pectator 5 
One who ne'’r toils to clap at ev'ry Play. 
Foul, 
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Leuf&. How cau he clap with one hand > 
Play. “Troch, the good man makes fhift, by laying his 
Plump cheek thus--- ther with fuch true affection 
Does fo belabour it.--- He {hall come in. 
Womar. bid nim haften to the back-docr. 
HozlkK. We have fome half hearted friends who clap foftly 
Asif they wore furr’d Mittens. 
Plzy We mutt provide our Party ’gain{t to morrow; 
Watch at the doors before the Play begins, 
And make low congies to the cruel Criticks 
As they come in3 the Poets fhould do that; 
But they want breeding, which is the chief caufe 
That ai) their Plays mifcarry. 
Houf-K. Theres leaft malice in the upper Gallery, 
For they continually begin the plaudit. 
Play. We'll hire a dozen Laundry-Maids and there 
Difperfe °em, Wenches that ufe to clap Linen; 
They have tough hands, and will be heard. 
Hou/-K.They fhall be heard, or els we'll make’em bring 
Their Laundry-Battledores. 
Play. Go, Guardian of the houfe, beftir your felfs 
Houf.K. And bid our new Projectors to make hafte: 
If you will lend *em clothes and properties, 
I'll fit fome of our Scenes for their occafions. 
Play. Let them begin in order, and to work. 
This is their day of trial, whilft we fit 
Like two judicious Magiftrates of wit. 
The spavifh Poet had fix hours to do, 


What we dull Exg/i/h undertake in two. [Exennt feveral ways. 


The Second ACT. 


Exter Gorgibus, Celie weeping, Servant. 


Celie. H tinke not myn Art vill confant to dat. 
Gore. Doe you grom-bell littel impertinant. 
Vat vould your young fantafque braine govarne mi 
Raifon paterne]]. Vich fold give de Law 
De Fader or de Chile. You fold be glad 
Of futh a Hufband. You will fay you be ignorant 
Of his humeur, bute you know he 1s rifh, 
He has terty toufant Duckat, and derefore 
Is honeft Gentill man. 

Celie. Helas! my Arte! 

Gorg. If de colore foud mi tranfport, I foud 
Make you fing helas in anoder facon. 
Dis is de fruit of de Romance, fling me 
Ta de fire, dos paprers dat vill your head 
Vit Colibets, ende rede de Stanzas of Pibrac. 
Ende de Tablets of de Confilier Afatien 
Viche vill teach you to follow mi direction. 
Am I not Gorgibus your Vader. 

Celie. 
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Celie. Ah Vader vill you dat I forgete d’amitie 
Dat I vow to Le/ie, I foud be blame 
If vit out your confant I difpofe min perfon, 
Bute your felf did give min fait to his oat. 
Gorg. Lelie is vell accomplis bute all ting 
Mutt fubmit to de good occafion of 
Richefs; de rifhe perfon vill come dis nite, 
If I fee you regard him vit de helas 
I fail——~ vell I fay no more— [ Exit. 
Serv. Madam, I finde tis convaniant to have 
De Hufhand to ly vit one in de cold nite. 
De Ive Berry viche thew finely onde Tree 
Ven feperate is good for no noting; peace be 
Vit min dead Azartin. I did tinke it redicule 
To ufe de cerimony of ayring de fheet 
In de vinter, bute now I fhake and quiver 
In de Dog days. 
Celie. Sall Tcomit de forfat of de vou 
In abandon Lele vor dis uzies perfon? 
Serv. Your Lelie is but Affe to let his 
Voyage {top him fo Jong, de length of his diftance 
Make me fugeft fome fhange. 
Celie. Ah do not fink me dead vit de prefage. 
Serv. I know you love him mufh tenterly. © [Celia draws forth 
Lelie’s Pidure and gazing on it falls into a found. 
Madam, from vence procede dis. Ah! ce falls 
Into a fonde! Hey quickely, Ho la 
Help fome bodey. 


Enter Sganarelle. 


Sgan. Vat is de matter. 
Serv. Myn Matreffe is dying. 
Sgan. Is dat all? I did tink all vas loft to hear 
Sufh cry, but mi vill aprofh her. Madam, teli me 
If you be dead. Hey! fee fay noting. 
Can I believe her vit out her vorde. 
Serv. I vill veche fome body tocarry her a vay. 
Vill you old her uppe? [Exit Servant. 
Sgan. See is cold every vere. I vill feel if 
Her mout give de breat- Letame feelalittel. ¢ Lays his band on her 
By my trot me know not, bute me doe finde secre 
Some figne of de life-————— 
Sganarelle’s Wife looks out of the Window. 
Wife. Ah! vat I fee, a Damofelle in de armes 
OF myn Ufband? I will goe doone. He betray me, 
Ende I will furprife de villaine Hufband. 
Sean. Vee muft depeth to fucor her 3 fhe vil 
Be to blame to Jet her {elf dy: to goe 
To toder vorit is grand fottife van vee 
May tarry in dis. [Exit carrying her out. 
Enter Sganarelle’s Wife. 


Wije. Ha! is he already flay vay vit his 
Dilicate Minion. Mi vonder not mufhe 
At de ftrange coldnefs of his late affection. 
De 


De ingrate doe referve his carefle for oder. 
fh how angry be { dat de Law does not 
Pormet de Vife change Hutband as de Smock: 
E>at voud be commode. But vat doe I finde——— 
De Enamail ts finguliar, de Graving 
Charming; me vill open it.— [ Opens the Pidure. 
Enter Sganarelle. 
5g. Dey tought her dead ande fee is live again 
As de Harang in de Sea. Ha! min vife here ! 
Wife. O even! a Picture of man, of fine perfonage? 
[Sganarelle looks over his wifes fhoulder. 
Sean. Vat does fee confider vit fo muche attention. 
Dis Picture {peake no good ting to min honeur 3 
I feel de littel horne on mi bro. 
Wife. De vorke 1s more vort den de Gold. It fmells fueet. 
Szan. Vata plague! does fee kifle it ? 
Wife. Vou voud not be attacque by futh fine man ? 
Ah vy has not mio Ufband futh bon mien. 
Bat min Ufband has de vil'd palt-pate. 
Sgan. Ah Curr Beefh! [Snatches the Picture from her. 
Doe mi furprife you in your vantones, 
In meditation to injure your ufband, 
Is not min morfell fufiictant to . 
Stay your {tomach, but muft you talte de 
Haut gout of a Gallant. 
Wife. Dat is good jeal—ks you tink bi ’tis finees 
To «vide min complaint. 
&gan, L-coders be made Tom-foole, de cafe is 
Plane in min hand, a token of your Amours. 
Wife. Mia anger has ailready too mufh occafion, 
Tink not to keep dat trom me. 
Sein. May [ not as vell make muth of de 
Copie, As you of de Originall. 
Wife. Vcrefore you fay dis, you keep de 
Miftris in your arms. Vell I can fee your trick. 
Sean. Vis is de fine boy, de minion of de 
Bed, de dainty Drolle vit vome. 
Wife. Vit vome? proceed. 
Sgan. Vit vome, I fall tell tee in time. 
Wife. Vat does de good man drunkard means by tis? 
Sean. Goody flute you underftand me too vell. 
My name {ail be no more Afonfieur Sganarelle, 
Bot mi lors Cuckols mi fall make your body lefle 
By vone arme, ande two ribe. 
Wife. You dare continew dis difcours to put 
Me off, of de tought of your Miftris. 
Sgan. Ande you dare play me dis divellis trick. 
Wife. Vat divilis trick, fpeaka? 
Sav. *T1s not vort min labeur to complaine now, 
Bute you provide min brou vita fine 
Feadar of a Puck. 
Wife. Vell aficvr you give me de moft fenfible injure 
Dat can invite a Vom to great vengance, 
You voud amufe me vit counterfeit anger 
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To prevent d’effect of myn refentment. 
You make de offence, and begin de quarrell. 
Seam. Rare impudence, you carry it cunningly 
To make me tink you vertuous voman. 
Wife. Goe to your Miftrefles ande careffe dem; 
Bute returne min picture vit out more trick. 
[She fuatches aray the Pitfure and runs ont. 
Sgan.You tink to {cape me,bute I vill ave it once more.[ Ravs after. 
Enter Lelie. 
Lelie. Min Arte does abandon me too mufh 
To feare. De Fader has promeffe al! waies, 
And Celie has manifeffe dat love 
Viche fupport min hope. 
Enter Sganarelle. 
Sgan. Lave got it from de baggage mivife. [starts at the fight 
of Lelie, avd compares the Picture with his face. 
De Devil isnot fo like de Devil, as dat face is to dis. 
Dat is de Villain dat make me de trange 


Ting call’d de Cuckol. [Lelie fpies the Pidure in his hands. 
Lelie. Vat dol fee? if dis bi min picture: 

Ah Celie vat foud I tink of t: love? [ Afide. 
Sgan. Ah pauver Seavarelle, to vat deftine 

Is dy reputation expofe now ? { Afide. 
Lele. Dis token does alarme mi credence. { Afide. 


Ts it departed from de faire hand, 
To viche I gave it one time. 
Sgan. I {all be difcern’d between two fingers, 


In de Ballade vit horus on mi bro. [ Afde. 
Lelie. Do min eies deceive min heart ? | Alide. 
Sgan. AhVillain haft dow de courage to make ‘ 

A Cuckol of seavarelle in de fleur of his age. [ Alfde. 


Letze. Min eres dos not fheate me; ’tis min owne picture. 
[Sganarelle turving brs back to bim. 

Sgan. De man is cunning. 

Lelie. Min furpcile is exceeding. 

Sean. Vat voud he ave. 


Lelze. I vill accofte him. [ Afide. 
May I-—— Rey! of grace, a vord. { Afide. 


Sgan. Vat voud he fay ? 

Lelie. May I obtain de faveur to know now 
How dat picture came to your hanide ? 

Sgan. Pardon me3 T vili advife a littel— (He compares the 
Begur, tis mi man, or rader tis Pidlure and Le- 
Mi Vives man. spite together. 

Lelie. Put me out of paine and fay from veme it came. 

Sgan. Dis picture viche docs vex you, is your refemblance. 

It vas in de hand of your acquaintance. 

De fweet ardeur betweene mi Lady ande you, is known 
Tome, bute, I fall defire you hereafter 

To maks no more fufh kine of love to injure 

De Hufband, and to abufe our marriage. 

Lelie. Vat do you meane her, from vome you had dis token? 

Sgan. See is min Vife, andI am her Hufband. 

Lelie. Her Hufband? 


Sean. 
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Sgan. Yes, her Hufband; and a very melancholique 
Hufband, you know de o¢cafion. 
Ande I fall acquaint her Parents vit it. t Bx7? 
: es ; LEXxi2, 
Lelie. Ah vat have [ heard? I vas told her new Efpoufe 
Vas ugly as de Devil. After toufant proteftation 
From de unfaitful mout couds don fhange me 
For futh a vile object. Dis fenfible affront 
Togeder vit de toyle of mine long voyage 
Does give me on de fodains a chocque of fut 
Violence dat min Arte begin to fayle. 
Exter Sganarelle’s Wife. 
Wife. T vill feek min perfidious bufband; did you not {ce 
An ugly knave palle dis vay >—— Helas! 
Vat is i¢ dat troubll dis fine Gentelman? 
You are ready to fall downe vit ficknef. 
Lelie. Tis ficknefs dat take me on de fodaine. 
Wife. 1 be feare you vil fall in de found: 
In compaffion let me lead you to the Porch of min Houfe, 
You may fit down a vile to recover. 
Lelic. Vor amomentI accept dis faveur. [Spies theme at his Porch. 
Enter Sganarelle. 
Sean. Ah! vat dol fee? I dy! dere is no queftion 
OF de coppie of de picture, now I finds 
Min Vife vit de original. [not 
Dare enter in mine houfe, vor fear of mine collere 
And vor more fear dat his collere fhould be 
Greater then mine own... 
wife. Maks not fufh hafteavay, your fickneffe [ Exit Wife. 
If you depart fo foon vil take you agen. - 
Lelie. No, no, I give you all tank imaginarie 
Vor dis obligeing faveur. Tam recover’d. 
Sgan. Dit is cunning? dey difguife all vit civillitees ; 
He perceive me} let fee vat he vill fay. 
Enter Celie, and Lelie gazes on her. 
Lelie. Min Art revive, dis object mi infpire. 
But [ foud now min felve condamne vor min 
Injuft tranfport; fee can not be blame. 
If be de error of fortune dat vill 
No let me ave a Vife fo delicate. [ Exit. 
Sgan. fees not Celic, but looks after Lelte’s going ont. 
Sgan. Ven he cafts Seep Eies toward min houfe, 
Den I foud tink he voud make me one Rumme. 
Celie. Lelic has appear juft now to min Eie3 
Min cruel Fader has conceale from me 
His returne from his voyage. 
sgan. Vat min Vife doe may be in civilitie 
Ande compliment to him; de compliment 
Be good fometime: but ‘tis no good fafon 
To make de Ufband Cuckol. Fel fal [ 
Lament vit out revange > 
Celie. Sir, de Gentilman dat vas before you 
Juft now, vere did you know him ? 
sgan. Helas! ’tis not mi, Madam, dat know him, 
But it is he dat kno min Vife. 


ee 
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Celie. 
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Celie. Vat does give tro-bell to your Efprit? 
Scan. Madam, [ ave great difpofition to cry. 
Seanarelle is rob of His honeur, bute 
Fica for honenr, I be rob of min reputation, 
Vit de Nabeuts. 
Celie. Vit your permiffion tella me how ? 
Sean, Dat young Gentil-man ({ {peak it vit reverdnce 
To his qualitee) make bole vit min Vife. 
Celie. He dat now pafle by ? 
Sgan. De fame, he make niufhe of min vife in corner. 
Celie, Ah, mi did judge dat his fecret returne 
From his voyage vit out min knowledge, 
Vas prefage of loofe trick. | 
Sean. Madam, you take min part vit mufhe fharitee, 
You grieve vor poor Cuckol, bute oders 
OF de vicked vorlt made laugh at dem. 
Celie. O Even! Is it poffibel dat he tinke 
To live after dis perfidie? 
Sgan, Madam, he is not dying: he is {teale vay 
To eate de good pottage to make him abel 
To make me more Cuckol. 
Celie. Ah Traitre, vicked man vit dobill Art. 
Ende vit no Soule. 
Sean. Minot kno tf he ave foule, bute mi 
Vife be acquainted vit his body. 
Celie. No torture 1s {ufficien vor his grand crime. 
He deferve to ly on de Rack. 
Sgan. He doe ly allready at Rack an Manger. 
But dat doe him good ande me hurt. 
Celie. Helas de inconftancy ! 
Sean. Hey! Bute de figh vit out revange be [ Sighs aloud. 
To no more propofe den de bray of de Affe. 
Celie. Ah, injure de Arte dat never vas infidel. 
Sgan. De man dat make Cuckol ave no juftice. 
Celie. “Tis too mufhe, ence de Arte cannot tink 
On it vit out dying vit grief. 
Sgan. Be not too mufh incolere, Madam, I pray, 
My grief give you too great impreffion. 
Celie. Tinke not I vill dy vit out m: revenge; 
I vill inftantly about it. [ Exit. 
sgan. Trange ting dat her goodnef{s promps her to be 
Revenge vor me! mi tink her anger dacs 
Augment min difgrace, ande teache mi vat to doe. 


Begar I vill be revange vit grand fury: Ge two or three ficps 


Bute, Sganarelle, foftely if you pleafe! = Lformards & returns back. 

De Cuckol-maker may be muche valiant, 

Ande lay de Bafton on de back as he doe lay de 

Horne on mi head. He may kille me. 

Tis better to ave de Horne den no life. 

If my vife has done injure, let her grieve: 

Vy foud I cry dat doe no rong? But agen 

t begin to be fenfible and vil ave de vengeance, 

Ande foundely, vor I vill virft tell de vorlt 

Dat he ly vit min vife. [ Fxxit. 
Enter 
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Enier Gorgibus, Celie, Servant. 

Celie. I am prepar’d to f{ubmit to your vill; 
Difpofe, Fader, of min vous ande of me; 
Ordowne mi veddirg ven you pleafe. 

Gorg. In trot de joy of dis doe tranfport me. 
If I not feel de Gout, my leg voud caper 
Vor joy of your obediance: you make mi 
Young as de chile, and I vill goe make de 
Preparation to make you gette de chile. [ Exit. 

Serv. Dis fhange be ting of vonder. 

Cele. Ven you fall kno de motive dat conftrain me 
To dis fafon of doing you vill not yonder muth. 

serv. Dat may vell be. 

Celic. Kno Lelie invad min Art vit perfidie, 
He is come from de voyage and vas vit—— 

Serv. Look vere he come. 

Exter Lelie. 

Lelie. Before dat vor perpetual time I fall depart 
From you, I fall reprofh you juftly. 

Celie. Vat can you ave de confidance 
To fpeak vit me agen? 

Lelie. If I foud not reprofh you for your fhoice, 
I ver vicked:man, live! live contant 
Ende make mufh of vort mor efpoufe. 

Celie. Vell Traitre, mivill live, ande mi defire 
Soud be dat your Arte be troubell to fee it. 

Enter Sganarelle in Armour. 

sgan. Bigar mi be defp-rate, ende de-fy 
Man, Voman, and Chile dat make de Cuckol. 

Celie. Vat doe you turn your eies vit 
Same ende not anfer mi. 

Lelie. Ah I ave fee too mufh. 

Celie. Do dis object fuffice to confond ti. 

Lelie. But it oblig you to blufh rader. 

Sgan. My colere care not noo one littel 
Pudding vor his valeur. 

Lelie. Vat man be you dat tro-bill me? ende make 
Mi angry! vit vom vod you vite? 

Sgan. Vit {ome body, bute mi be cunning 
As de Devil and vill no tell. 

Lelie. Vi be you armed in dis fafon? 

Sgan. Perhaps ‘tis my fafon vor fear it foud rain: 
Vat contantmant it vod be to kill him? 
sganarelle tak corage. 

Lelie. Vat you fay ? 

sgan. Mi fay notin bute about buffnes 
Vit min felfe. [He beats his fomach and face: 

Lelie. Dat is {trang man! 

Sgan. If mi had tayle like de Lyon, mi voud 
Beat min body into courage. 

Celie. Dat object foud make you ane fhame, 
From vich your eyes feem to be vonded. 

Lelie. Yes mi know bi dat object, dat you be 
Guilty of infidelite inexcufable. 


Sean. 
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Sgan. Min Arte is littel as de Pin head, 
Celie. Ah, ceale before mi Trattre dis 
Cruel infolence in your difcour. 
Sean. Begar fee be more angry for mi, den 
I be vor mi felve. Be generous, §zznaril, © 
Ands kille him a littel as foon as he 
Sall turne his back LLelie palfing two or three feps without de- 
lien, makes Sganarelle retura mho did approach to kill hina. 
Lelie. Celie, fince min difcour move your colere, 
T vill feem vell fatisfait of your Arte, 
Ende praife de choice it has made, 
Celie. Yefe, my choife is futh as noting can allter. 
Lelie. Yefe, you doe vell in defending it. 
Sgan. See is {tout voman ence does vel to defend 
Min caufe: Sir, your armours bi not legal}. 
But I’m vife, elfe {trange flanghter voud proceed. 
Lelie. From vence dis plaint ende brutal anger > 
Sgan. Min vife is min in publique and yours in privat. 
Lelie. Suth fugeltion be redicule. 
Celie. Ah Traitre! dou kno vell to difembel. 
Lelie. Vat be you alfo angry becaufe mi 
Teache him difcretion ? 
Celie. Make your difcour tohim: he kno too mufh. 
Sgan. In trot, Madam, you oblige mi vit your 
Trobel in mi defence [Enter Sganarelle’s tvife, and fretks ta Celie. 
Wife. Vellave I found you sow one oder time > 
Mi fee vat doe pafle; bute you foud doe vell 
Not to feduce de heart of min veak Ufband. 
Celie. Vat is de occafion of dis tempelte? 
Wife. You ave as mulh confcience as de Devil, 
Ven he be feeke vit eating vlefl. on Fryduy. 
Celie. Vat con(cience, {peaka boldly. 
sgan. No body fend for your Company Caroyie. 
Doe you kerelle vit her vor defending mi? 
Dont feare, dy Gallante fall be taken avay. 
Cel. Goe, be not feare mi ave futh intantion. 
Dit be vone extraordinarie dreame. 
Lelie. Vat extravagance be dis. [Turning towards Celie. 
Serv. Vat be de ende of defe Galantries. f Servant fleps betwee 
De more mi liften, de leffe mi underftand. ) Lelie & ber Miftrefi. 
I fee mi muft be concerne. 
Lelie. Vel, vat you fay? 
Serv. Make refponfe in order and leta me fpeak. 
Vat is it dat you reprofh to my Maitrefs? 
Lelie. De Infidel has change me vor anoder. 
Ende upon de rumour of her being mary’d 
Mi vis tranfport vit grief not to be egall’d. 
Serv. Marry’d? to vome? 
Lelie. To dat vonderful!’Gentilman. { Points to Sganarelle, 
Serv. Vat, to him? 
Telie. Yefe, en verite! 
serv. Voo told you {uh ting? 
Lelie. Himfelve. 
sgan. Begarr dis be true as de Sun fhina, 


Dat 
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Dat [I may be marryd to min Vife. 

Lelie. Mi did fee you vit great tro-bell of 
Arte {nafh min picture. 

Sgan. Vell, ende here it be. 

Lelie. You tolda me de perfon from vome 
You did {nafh dis Token, vas bond to you 
Vit de knot of mariage. 

Sgan. Mi vas cunning to {nah it; vor 
Vit out dat, mi now difcover her vile amour. 

Wife. Vat {tory bitis, mi found it by thance 
Under myn veet; ande prefantly after 
Mi got Monfieur in his veaknefle into min houfe. 


Mi kno not vome de picture refemble. [shewing it Lelie. 


Celie. I vas de caufe of dis adventure 
Of de picture; vor mi let it fall ven mi 
Vas by your care convey to your houfe. 

Serv. Vit out me dere had bin ftrange mifprifion. 

Sgan. Sall vee take dis as currant money of France, 
Ende tinke de horne vas imaginaire. 

Wife. Min feare, is not depart fo quickaly. 

Sgan. Bi mi trot let us tinke our felve oneft puple. 
Accept vit out delay de berregaine propofe. 

Wife. Take heed den of de Cudgel, if [learn new ting 


Of your defigne incorner. [Celie having talkt afide with Lelie. 


Celie. O Evens! if it be fo, vat ave I done? 
Vor tinking you vit out true fait, mi ave 
Take in revange de unhappy refolution 
Viche I did alvay reject. Mi ave promefie 
To min Vader 

Lelie. Mi vill {peak vit him. Sir, you fee me returne 
Vit min firft ardeur of true love, ende nou 
Mi hope you vill accomplis your promeffe 
Touchant mi mariage vit Celie, 

Gorg. Sir, I {ee you returne vit de fame ardeur, 
Bute mi refolution ave found occafion 
Sir, your hum-bill ferviteur. 

Lelie. Vat, Sir, vill you (hange min felicitie ? 

Gorg. Yes, Sir, min daughter fall follow de Law. 

Celie. Helas! how fall min duty be exprefle ? 

Againft de honcur of min love? 

Gorg. Be dis {poken like de daughter to min 
Commandements. Vell you vill den retreat from 
Your inclination to Monfieur Valere -————. [Eater Villebrequin 
Bute dere be his Vader, fure he is come 
To condus de bufinefie. Vat bring you here? 

Monfieur Villebrequin ¢ 

Ville. One important fecret dat I be tell 
Dis morning viche does break min promefs to you. 

Mi Son vome your Daughter did accept vor 
Efpoufe, has in private deceiv’d us all. 

Gorg. Vat be de intantion of dis ? 

Ville. He has bin efpoufed four mont to Life 
Ende de Lady being of goot alliance, 

Mi vant de power to break de Contract 
Mi made to you. 


bute here he come. [ Enter Gorgibus. 


Gore. 
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Gerg. Vell let it broken, if fo, vit out 
Your leave your fon Valere be firft ingage 
To aneder 5 mi cannot conceale from you, 
Dat my felve did make promefle to my 
Daughter, dat Monfienr Lele foud marry her, 
Hoo 1s come riche in virtu from his voyage, 
Ende {all ave her. 

Ville. De choice pleafe me vell. 

Lelie. Ende it vill crowne min life vit happ:nefie. 
Min Arte is leap out of min Breaft for joy. 

Sean. Did ever fome body tink himfelf more 
Cuckol den I. Vell, a vife man may be 
Deceive fometime, derefore to de Hutbands 
Asa prefant I fall dis council bring, 
Dat ts, tho you fee all, believe no ting. 

Gorg. Bi mi trot it fall be a new proverb, 
Ende vor de joy of dis conclufion 
Let us have a dance a la ronde. 

Ville. Mi vill make one. 

Gorg. Mi vill make two. 

Wife. Ande mi vill make vone, two, tree. 

$gam. Micannot dance, but fall veche one 
Dat fall dance rare Sarabrand vit Caftiniet. LHxit Sganarelle. 


They dance a lz Ronde. After the Dance seavarelle veturns in a 
Buffoon habit, and dances a Jig, and fo the Farce ends. 


The Seng to the Dance a le Ronde. 


I. 


Mrs. Gofnel. H, Love is a delicate ting, 
Ab, Love is a delicate tine, 
In Vinter it gives de new Spring. 
Chorus. It makes de dull Duth vor to dance 
Nimbell as Monheur of France. 


2. 


Mrs. Gofnel. Avde dough it often does make, 
Ande dough it often does make, 
De head of de Cuckol to ake 
Chorus. Tet let bine bute vinke at de Lover, 
Ande de paine vill quickly be over. 


3. 


Mrs. Gofnel. De Husband must fill vink a littel, 
De Husband mu$t fiill vink a littel, 
Ande fometime be blinde as a Bee-tells 

Chorus. Ande de Vife too fome tine nut be, 
Ven be play trick as bline as he. 


The End of the fecond ACT. 
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‘The Third ACT. 


Enter Houfe-Keeper, Player. 


Play. ‘Are now to take a farther voyage than 
From Exgland into France, and think 
Our felves with Captain Drake in the Weft Indies. 
Houf'K. Now we fhall be in stilo Recitativo. 
I'm in a Trance, when I hear Vocal Mufick ; 
And inthat Trance, inclin’d to prophecie 
That “twill bring us inundations of fhillings. 
Play. Thou underftand’{t Recitative Mufick, 
As much as a Dray-horfe does Greek. 


THE 
HISTORY of S F2ANCIS DRAKE. 


Expreft by Inftrumental and Vocal Mafick, and by Art 
of Perfpedtive in Scenes, gc. 


Tee E 
DISCRIPTION of the FRONTISPIECE. 


N Arch is difcover’d, rais’'d upon ftone of Ruftick works 

AN upon the top of which ts written, in an Antick Shield, PERV3 

and two Antick Shields are fix’d a little lower on the fides, 

the one bearing the Figure of the suz,which was the Scutcheon of the 

Incas, who were Emperors of Peru: The other did bear the Spread- 
Eagle, in fignification of the Aujtrian Family. 


The Firft ENTRY. 


H E preparation of the opening of the Scene is by a Prelude and 
Corante. Aftermards the Curtain rifes by degrees to an afcend- 
ing Ayr, and a Harbour is difterdd, (which was firft difcover'd by 
sir Francis Drake, and called by him Port-pheafant_) where two Ships 
are Moor'd, and Sea-Carpenters are ereding a Pinnace, whilst others 
are felling Trees to build a Fort. The narrowneys to the entrance of the 
Harbour way be oblerv'd, with Rocks on either fide 5 and out at Seaa 
Ship towing a Prize. And likemifé on the top of a high Tree, 4 Mar- 
riner making his Ken. This Profpect is made through a Wood, differing 
jrom thofe of Exropean Clinuts, by reprefenting of Coco-Trees, Pines, 
and Palmitos, Ard on the Boughs of other Trees are feew Mankies, 
Apes, avd Parrots. 


The Introduction ofthe Entry is by a Martial &.craband, 
The 
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The Saraband being ended, Enter Wrake Junior, and Boatfwain. 


Drak. Limb, Boatfwain, climb! and from the height 
jun. OF that fteep Rock inform thy fight! 
From yonder Point our Matter call. 
Ill here attend our Admiral, [ Exzt Boatf{wain. 
The Mift afcends, and fouth’rd it grows clear! 
Methinks at diftance (omewhat does appear, 
Which wakens us with hope. . 
Boatf. A Sail! a Sail! 
Drak.jun. Tis Englifh built, or elfe my fight does fail. 
Boatf.within. Oho! Oho! another Ship I {py, 
And, by their Courfe, both to this Harbour ply. 
Dak.jun. She lowrs her Main-fail, the wind does rife! 
Boatf-within. She now bears in, and fhe does tow a Prize! 
Enter Drake senior. 
Drak. fen. To Sea, to Sea! Man out the Boat! 
Drak.jun. It has not Tyde enough to float. 
Drak, fen. Stir, Mates! ftir, ftir! and bring more hands: 
‘Shove, fhove! and roul her o’re the Sands! 
Lanch forth, and make your Ken! 
Both by her Rigging and her Mould 
She brings our Country-men 5 
And has a rich and heavy Hould. [ Exeunt. 
Enter a Matriner. 
1 Mar. Ho, Mate! ho, ho! what canft thou fee 
From the top-Gallant of that Tree? 
Mar.within. The Ship does Anchor caft; 
And now her Boat does hafte 
To reach the Shore. 
I Mar. What feeft thou more? 
Mar within. Enough to make me haften down: 
For if my eyes prove true, 
The bowels of Terz 
Shall be ript up and be our own. 
The Lion Roufé is landed here. 
1 Mar. I'll run to meet him at the Peer. 
A Tun of yellow Gold, 
Conceal’d within our Hold, 
For half my fhare I {corn to take, 
When he is joyn’d with Dragon-Drake. l Exit. 


Two Marriners having met with another newly linded, dance to 
a Kuftick Ayre. 
The Dance being ended, Enter Drake senior , Captain Roufe, 
Drake Junior, and Page. 


Drak. fen. Welcome to Land my brother of the Sea! 
From childhood rackt by winds and waves like me. 
Who never canit a danger dread, 
Since {till in dang’rous Tempefts bred, 
Yet {till art fafe and calm within thy breaft 
As Lovers who in fhady Coverts reft. 


? 


Thy 
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Thy fame about the world does make her flight, 
And flies as {wiftly as the wings of light. 
Rouf: My fame does lay her Trumpet down, 
When yours does publifh your. renown. 
Drak. fen. What 1s your Prize? 
Rouf. *Tis fraught with Spies: 
A Carvel rigg’d at Sivell for this Coaft, 
To fetch from hence 
Intelligence 5 
But, meeting me, fhe has her voyage loft. 
Drak. fen. Brave friend, wiit thou now guided be 
By that bright Star which ufhers me ? 
Rouf. What man is that, Lov’d Admiral, 
Who does not haften at your call > 
He muft be either deaf, cr ever lame, 
Who follows not your loud and leading fame. 
Drak, fen. My courfe mult now not be 
Upon the open Sea: 
Our Country’s foes we muft invade 
Through Woods, and feek them in the fhade3 
And follow them where Phebus never fhines, 
Through depths as dark and winding as their Mines. 
Chorus ofall. That which enlightens, and does lead 
The World, and all our Vitt’ries breed, 
We in thofe Caverns fhall behold, 
Tu feeing Man's bright Miftrefs, Gold. 
Drak. fen. Boat all our Guns! hafte, hafte aboard! 
Unlade! then let our Ships be Moor’d! 
To raife our Fort, fome hew down Trees! 
Whilft others rig our Pinnaces. 
Their watchful Guards let ev’ry Sentry keep, 
That, after labour, all may iafely fleep. 
Some o’re renioter grounds 
Walk, and relieve their Rounds: 
Whilft fome fecure each Fofé 
On out-lets cf the Coaft. 
That, after wandring long to trace 
Wild Rivers, we may find this place 
For our imbarkment free, 
To wander more at Sea. 
Drak. jun. The jealous Spaniards long have under{tood 
The danger of this Harbour’s neighbourhood. 
Tis therefore fit 
That thou fhould{t leave behind, 
To govern it, 
A great expertenc'd mind. 
Drak. fex. 1 know it is of high import. 
My fecond thoughts conclude, thou Rox/é fhalt ftay, 
To finifh and fecure the Fort 5 
Whilft we to Venta-Cruz enforce our way. 
Chorws of all. We muft the Main forbear, 
And now a Coatting go, 
Then up with Rivers fteer, 
To watch how far they flow. 


But 
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But if landing we pafs 
Where Recoes through Foords are long wading. 
Then wein pitty, alafs, 
Their Mules mutt eafe of their lading. [ Exeunt omnes. 


The Second ENTRY. 


‘\ Symphony varioufly humour’d prepares the change of the Scexe. 
The SCENE is chang’d. 


In which is difcern'd a Rockie Country of the Symerons, who were 
a Moorifh People, brought formerly to Peru by the Spaniards, as their 
Slaves, to dig in Mines; and having lately revolted from them, did 
live under the government of a King of their own Eledion. A Seais 
difcover'd, and Ships at diflance, with Boats rowing to the fhore, and 
Symerons upoz the Rocks. 


The Profpect having continu'd a white, this Song is fung by a Steers- 
man in the foreostw Boat, and the Chorus by Marriners rowing in it. 


J. 
Steers- A Loof! and aloof! and fteady I fteer! 


man. Tis a Boat to our with, 
And fhe flides like a Fith, 
When chearily ftem’d, and when you row clear. 
She now has her trim 
Away let her fwim. 
Mackrels are {wift in the fhine of the Moan; 
And Herrizgs in Gales when they wind us, 

But, timeing our Oars, fo {moothly we run, 
That. we leave them in fhoals behind us. 
Chorus. Then cry One and all! 

Amain, for Whitehall! 
The Diegos we'll board to rummidge their Hold; 
And drawing our Steel, they muft draw out their Gold, 


2. 


Steers- Our Matter and’s Mate, with Bacon and Peafe, 
man. In Cabins keep aboard 5 
Each as warm asa Lord: 
No Queen, lying in, lies more at her cafe. 
Whilft we lie in wait 
For Reals of Eight, 
And for fome Gold Quoits, which fortune muft fend: 
But, alas, how their ears will tingle, 
When finding, though {till like He‘lors we {pend, 
Yet {till all our pockets fhall jingle. 
Chorus. Then cry, One and all! 
Amain, &c. 


SECO S-2aH. 
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Steers- But oh how the Purfer (hortly will wonder, 
Ende When he fums in his Book ; 
All the wealth we have took, 
And finds that we'll give him none of the Plunder; 
He means to abate 
The Tyth for the State: 

Then for our Owners fome part he'll difcount: 
But his fingers are pitcht together ; 

Where fo much will flick, that little will mount, 
When he reckons the fhares of either. . 
Chorus. Then cry, One and all! 

Amain, &c. 


A 
Steers- At fight of our Gold, the Boat/waiz will brittle, 
Uti. But not finding his part, 


He will break his proud heart, 
And hang bimfelf {trait ith’ chain of his Whiftle. 
Abaft and afore! 
Make way to the fhore! 
Softly as Fifhes which flip throngh the ftream, 
That we may catch their Sentries napping. 
Poor little Diegos, they now little dream 
Of us the brave Warriors of Wapping. 
Chorus. Then cry, One and all! 
Amain, &c. 


This Song being fung , Enter the King of the Symerons, Drake Senior, 
Pedro, avd Page. 


King. Great Wand’rer of the Sea, 
Thy walks ftill pathlefs be. 
The Races thou doft run, 
Are known but to the Sun. 
And as the walk above, 
Where he does yearly move, 
We only guefs, though him we know, 
By great effects below. 
So, though thy courfes tracelefs are, 
As if conducted by a wandring Star, 
Yet by thy deeds all Climes acknowledge thee 5 
And thou art known and felt as much as he. 
Drak. fen. So narrow ig my merit wrought, 
That when fuch breadth you thus allow my fame, 
I ftand corrected and am taught 
To hide my ftory, and to fhew my fhame. 
King. As tirelefs as thy body is thy mind: 
No adverfe current can thy progrefs {top. 
Thy forward courage leaves all doubts behind. 
And when thy Anchor’s loft, thou keep’{t thy Hope, 
Welcom! and in my Land be free, 
And pow’rful as thou art at Sea. 


Drak, fer. 


Drak. fen. Monarch of much! and ftill deferving more 
Than [ have coafted on the Weftern fhore! 
Slave to my Queen! to whom thy vertue fhows, 
How low thou canft to vertue be; ; 
And, fince declar’d a Foe to all her Foes, 
Thou mak’{t them lower bow to thee. 
King. Inftruct me how my Symerons and I 
May help thee to afilict the Enemy. 
Drak. fen. Afford me Guides to lead my bold 
Victorious Sea-men to their Gold: 
For nothing can afflict them more, 
Than to deprive them of that {tore 
With which from hence they furnifht are 
T’afflict the peaceful world with war. 
King. Here from my bofom Pedro take, 
And him thy chief Conductor make. 
Who once was an unhappy {lave to them 3 
But now is free by my deferv’d efteem. 
He is as watchful as the Eye 
Of Age {till wak’d with jealoufie 5. 
And like experienc’d Lovers wifely true 
Who after long fu(picion find, 
They had no caufe to be unkind, 
And then with fecond vows their loves renew. 
Drak. fen. He is, fince fo defervingly expreft, 
Remov’d but from thy bofom to my breaft. 
King. All other ayds requir’d to thy defign, 
Chufe and receive, for ail my ftrengths are thine. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Four Symerons, who dance a Mori{co for joy of the arrival of 
Sir Francis Drake, and depart. Then this Song is fung by 2 Choris 
of Marriners within. 


Marriners2 Whillt Merchants cry out, fuch fport will undo ’em. 
within. And the Mafter aloud bids, Lee the Helm Lee! 
But we now (hal! fear nor the Rocks nor the Saad, 
Whilft calmly we follow our Plunder at Land, 
When others in {torms feek Prizes at Sea. 


Chorus of Winds now may whiftle, and waves may dance to ‘em, 


ea pn a 


The Third ENTRY. 


The change of the Scene is prepar'd by a Symphony, conliPing of a 
Martial Ayr, which having continu’d a while, the Scene changes, and 
repejents a Peruvian Town, pleafantly {cituated, with Palmeto-Trees, 
Guavas, and Cypreffles, growing about it, whilft Englith Land-soal- 
diers and Sea-men feem to be drawn up towards the Weft end whilst 
the Peruvians are feafting their Guefts, and Two of their Boys bearing 
Fruit towards the Strangers. 


Thi 
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This Objet having continwd awhile, Enter Drake Senior, Drake 
Junior, Pedro, Page. 


Drak, Arch! March! wheel to the right hand ftill, 
fea\ To fhun loofe footing on that Hill. 
From thy Meridian run, 
O thou inflaming Sun! 
The Ayr above us elfe to fire will turn, 
And all this Sand beneath like Cynders burn. 
Now give the word! 
Drak, jun. Stand! 
Within. 1. Stand. 2. Stand. 3. Stand. 
Drak. fez. All firm and fudden to command! 
Halt for our Reer a while, and then 
Welt from that Wood draw up our Men. 
Stand to your Arms till we fend out 
Our trufty Symerons to {cout. 
Pedro. Scouts I have chofen, who can trace 
All the Retreats, which in the chace 
The hunted feek all fhades to which they run, 
When ftrength leaves them, and they the Hunters fhun. 
Drak fen. Are thefe Peruvians friends, or, by furprize, 
Mutt we fecure them as our enemies > 
Pedro. Grest Chicf, they rev’rence thy renown, 
And thou may ft quarter in their Town. 
Yet fo advance with care, 
In all the fhapes of War; 
That when the Spaniards know 
How well they treat their Foe, 
The entertainment may appear, 
Not the effect of Love, but Fear. 
Drak, jun. Their dwelling feems fo frefh and flourifhing, 
As if it {till the Nurs’ry were 
Of all the feeds that furnifh out the Spring 
For ev'ry Clime, and all the year. 
Drak. fen. Here Nature to her Summer Court retires: 
Our Northern Region is the fhade, 
Where fhe grows cold, and looks decay’d, 
And feems to fit by artificial fires. 
Drak jun. Advance, Advance, 
And in the Rear, 
To make our number more appear, 
Let all our trulty Sy’rons {pread 
Their Ranks, and be by Pedro led. 
Chorus of all. All order with fuch clemency preferve, 
That fuch as to our pow’r fubmit, 
May take delight to cherifh it, 
And feem as free as thofe whom they hall ferve. [ Exennt. 


Five Peruvians Enter, and dance to a Ruflick Ayr, after which, 
this Song is fang by a Peruvian, and the Chorus to st by his Conntry- 
men, whilft they dance again in a Round. 


Pere, 
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Pern. With Boughs and with Branches trim up our Bowrs, 
And f{trew them with Flowrs? 
To receive fuch a Gueft 
As deferves for a Feaft 
All that the Foreft, or the Field, 
Or deeper Lakes.and Rivers yield. 
Chorus.  Stillround, and round, and round, 
Let us compafs the ground. 
What man is he who feels 
Any weight at his heels? 
Since our hearts are fo light, that all weigh’d together, 
Agree to a grain, and they weigh not a feather. 


2. 


Peru. The Lord of the Sea is welcome to Land, 
And here {hall command 
All our Wealth, and our Arms; 
For his name more alarms 
The Spaniards, than Trumpets or Drums: 
Hark how they cry, Drake comes, Drake comes! 
Chorus. Still round, and round, and round, 
Let Ke. 


3. 


Pers. Though to his Foes like thofe winds he is rowgh, 
That meet in a huff: 
Yet that ftorm quickly ends, 
When embrac’d by his friends: 
Then he is calm and gentle made, 
As Loves foft whifpers in a fhade. 
Chorus, Still round, and round, and round, 
Let Eze: 


The Fourth ENTRY. 


A Wild Ayr by way of Symphony, prepares the change of the scene: 
which having continu'd a mbile, the Scene is chang'ds whercin is dif- 
cern’d upon a Hill, a Wood, and in it a Tree, which was famous in 
thofe times for extraordinary compafs and heights on the top of which, 
Pedro (formerly a Slave to the Spaniards, but now employ’d by the 
Moorifh King to condu sir Francis Drake towards Panamah) had 
promisd sir Francis Drake to shew him both the North and the south 
Atlantick seas. Englifh Souldicrs and Marriners are repoling them- 
felves under it. At diftance the Natives are difcern’d in their hunting 
of Boars; and at nearer view, two Peruvians are killing « Stagg. 
This Object having remain'd awhile, 


Enter 


Enter Drake Sevior, Drake Junior, Page. 


Drake A Boar fo fierce and large 
jenior. len No Hunter e’re did charge. 
Advance thy Spear, 
Aud turn him there. 
Drak. jun. This laf encounter he has bravely ftocd ; 
But now has loft his courage with his bleod. 
Drak. fen. He foams, and {till his Tufks does whct, 
As if he ftill difdain’d retreat. 
Drak. jun. The wound you gave him makes him turn his head, 
To feek the darker fhades, where he was bred, 
Page. Follow, follow! 
Drak, fen. Stay my Victorious Boy ! 
When a couragious Bealt does blecd, 
Then learn how far you fhould proceed 
To ufe advantage where you may deftroy: 
To courage even of Beafts fome pity’s due; 
And where refiitance fails, ceafe to purfue. 
Enter Pedro. 
Pedro. Our men have firmly {tood and {wiftly run: 
The Game was plenteous and the Chace is done. 
Drak. jun. Pedro in fev’ral forms has all 
That evry where we merit call. 
Drak, fen. Wary in War as Chiefs grown old 5 
And yet in fuddain dangers bold. 
Civil and real too in Courts 3 
Painful in bus’nefs and in fports. 
Pedro. Beho!d that Tree which much fuperiour grows 
To al! that in this Wood 
Have many Ages {tood: 
Beneath whofe fhade your Warriours may repofe. 
Drak, jun, There let us ftay 
And turn our Prey 
Into a Feaft 
Till in the Weft 
The Cyprefs curtain of the night is drawn. 
Then forward march as early as the dawn. 
Drak. fez. Xs this that meft renown'd of Weftern Trees 
On whofe Main-top 
Thou gay {t me hope 
To view the North and South Atlantich Seas > 
Pedro. It iss; therefore with {peed 
Thither, my Chief, proceed: 
And, when you climbing have attatn’d the height, 
Report will grow authentick by your figbt. 
Drak. fen. When from thofe lofty branches I 
The fouth Atlantitk {py 
My vows fhall higher fly, 
Till they with higheft Heav'n prevail, 
That, as I fee it, I may on it fail. 
Drak. jun. No Englifh Keel hath yet that Ocean plow’d. 
Pedro. If Prophefie from me may be allow’d, 
Renowned 
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Renowned Drake, Heav'n does decree 
That happy enterprize to thee 
For thou of all the Britazs art the firft 
That boldly durft 
This Weftern World invade 3 
And as thou now art made 
The firft to whom that Ocean will be fhown, 
So to thy Ifle thou firft fhalt make it known. 
Chorws of al!. This Prophefie will rife 
To higher Enterprife. 
The Exglifh Lion’s walk fkall reach as far 
As profp’rous valour dares adventure War. 
As Winds can drive, or Waves can bear 
Thofe Ships which boldeft Pilots ftear. [ Exeunt. 


This Song is fung by two Land Souldiers, and two Seamen. 


Seam. How comes it you Landmen, and we of the Sea, 
Though oft mixt together yet feldom agree? 

Landm. A Riddle, which we can find out no more 
Than you can why Seas conteft with the fhore. 

Seam. We give a fhrewd gues how our quarrels have grown 3 
For ftill when at Land we are joyntly defign’d 
To the dainty delight of ftorming a Town, 
You run to the Plunder, and leave us behind. 

Landm. Alas, our dear Brothers! How can we forbear ? 
But aboord when you have us, where wonderful Gold 
Is fhovell’d like Ballaft, y’are even with us there: 
We fight on the Decks, whilft you rummidge the Hold. 

Seam. But now we hall march where the D7egos (though loth 
To part with it civ'ly)) may foon oblige both. (gers, 

Landm. They fo much are {car’d from their wits with their dan- 
That now they want wit to be civil to ftrangers. 

Chorus Come let us joyn hands then. and nere part afunder, 

of all. But, like the true Sons of trufty o!d Mothers, 
Make equally hafte to a {nap of the plunder, 
Then juftly divide, and {pend it like Brothers. 


This Song being ended, the two Land-Souldiers avd two Sea-men dance 
4 Figg, to intimate their future antity. 


The Fifth ENTRY. 


This Entry is prepared by an Ayr and Corante; and then the Scene 
is chang'd,. in which is difcover'd the rifling of the Sun through a 
thick Wood, and Venta-Cruz at great distance on the South fide. This 
being diftern'd a while, 


Enter Drake Senior, Drake Junior, Page, Souldier. 


Drak. PyOld Rowe, doubting our fafety by our ftay; 


jun. Thinking his patience longer than our way 5 ie 
n 
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And having well fecur’d our Port, 
Our Trenches dige’d, and rais’d our Fort, 
Is here arriv’d, refolving ftill to be 
A fharer in your worfer deftiny. 
He was condutted by a Syeronx3 
And bows for what his rafher Love has done. 
Drak. fen. I thall be very flow 
When I muft backward go 
With punifhment to overtake 
The errours which my friend did make. 
Tell him I know his fault is paft 5 
And now I cannot but go faft, 
When I fhall forward move 
To meet approaching Love. [ Exit Souldicr. 
The morn begins ker glory in the Eaft; 
And now the World prepares 
To entertain new cares; 
Though th’old fuffie’d to hinder all our reft. 
Drake jun. Benighted Seamen now their courfe reform 
Who, Coafting, were mifguided by a ftorm. 
Now Merchants to imported {towage hatte, 
W nilft Plow men drive from Cottages their Teems. 
The Poor tn Cities rife to toy! and fafte 5 
And Lovers grieve to leave their pleafant dreams. 
Drak. fen. Be careful not to let 
The Camps Revelte beat 
To make our Warrtours rife and move; 
But as Heavins Traveller above 
Unheard begins, and filently his way 
Does {till continue till he perfects day, 
So all this progrefs muft be calmly made. 
The winds, which ftill unfeen 
Have in their motion been, 
Oft pafs without a whifper through the fhade. 
Drak, jun. Each, dutious as your f{lave, 
Does to your Orders grow 3 
And all, as in the Grave, 
are hufht and private now. 
Drak. fen. E’re we begin to march, fend out 
The Symerons again to {cout : 
Let not our Wings be loofely fpread: 
The Van Pil at fome diftance lead. 
Thofe who the Baggage bear 
Let Pedro ftill relieve, and clofse 
Secure their haltings in our Grofs: 
You fhall command the Rear. 


Enter Route. 


Ronfe. Arm, Arm! make hafte, and bring me to my Chief! 
Drak, fen. What great diftrefs does haften for relief! 
Rouse. 1 come not now thy pardon to receive, 
Becaufe my rather love without thy leave 
Durft venture for a fhare 
Of thy mifhaps in War. 
Drake 


Than I have feen before 
Ia Deferts openly expos’d 
Or Woods with ancient growth of fhades inclos'd, 
Or Seas, when nought but light’ning has appear’d, 
And only Thunder and the Winds were heard, 
Does now thy wond’ring looks poflefs ? 
Drak, jun. What more than yet thou canft exprefs ? 
Rouf. Drake, thy belov'd renown is loft, 
Of which thy Nation us’d to boaft: 
Since now where thou a{word dof.wear, 
And many warks of pow’r dott bedr, 
The worft of licenfe does beft Laws invade: 
For Beauty 1s an abject captive made5 
Even whilft thofe fuwry Orsaments are worn 
Which fhould the Bridal dignity adorn. 
If thus the crowd be fuffer’d to deride 
The facred Rites and Honours of a Bride, 
Let favage War devour all civil Peace, 
Love fly from Courts to Camps, and Sexes ceafe. 
Drak. fen. Thy myftick meaning thou doft lef 
By words than by thy looks exprefs. 
Drak, jun. That we may better know 
Thy thoughts, make hafte to fhow 
The object of our wonder, and thy fear. 
Roxf. Turn your unhappy eyes, and fee it there. 


The Scene is fiddenly changed into the former profpe of the riline 
of the Morning, and Venta Cruz3 but about the Middle, it is vary'd 
with the difcou'ry of a Beantiful Lady tyd toa Tree, adorn’d with the 
Ornaments of a Bride, with her hair difhevel'd. and cowplaining, with 
her hands towards Heaven: About her are likewife diféern'd the Sy- 
merons who took her prifoner. 


Drak. fen. What difmal beauty does amaze my fight, 
Which from black forrow breaks like Morn from Night > 
And though it. fweeteft beauty be 
Does feem more terrible to me 
Than all the fudden and the various forms 
Which Death does wear in Battels and in ftorms. 
Rouf- A party of your Symerons (whofe eyes 
Pierce through that darknefs which does night difguife 
Whom weary toyls might fleepy make, 
But that revenge keeps them awake) 
Did e’re the early dawning rife, 
And clofe by Venta-cruz furprife 
A Bride and Bridegroom at their Nuptial Feaft, 
To whom the Syx’rons now 
Much more than fury fhow 5 
For they have all thofe cruelties expreft 
That spasijh pride could e’re provoke from them 
Or Moorijh Malice can revenge efteem. 
Drak. fen. Arm! Arm! the honour of my Nation turns 
To fhame, when an afflicted Beauty mourns. 
Though 
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Though here thef> cruel syzeerons exceed. 
Our number, yet they are too few to bleed 
When Honour muft revengeful be 
For this affront to Love and me. 
Drak. jun. Gur Forces of the Land, 
Brave Chief, let me command. 
Drak. fer. March on! whilft with my SeamenI advance, 
Let none, before the Dice are caft, defpair 5 
Nor after they are thrown, diflike the chance; 
For Honour throws at all, and ftill plays fair. 
Rouf. In beauties noble caufe no Seamen doubt, 
If Poets may authentick be. 
For Sea-born Venus fake let them march out: 
She leads them both at Land and Sea. 
Drak fen. Long yet e’re night 
I fhall in fight 
Their ftormy courage prove: 
Each Seaman hath his Azermzaid too 3. 
And by inftinct mult love, 
Though he were never taught to woo. 
Enter Pedro. 
Pedro. Stay! ftay! fuccefsful Chief! my heart as low 
As the foundation where thou tread’{t does bow: 
But ‘tis not for my own offence; 
For if I fhould offend 
My King, in thee his friend, 
I would not with my felf difpence. 
Thy mercy fhall our pattern be, 
Behoid th/afilicted Bride is free. 


The Scene is fuddenly chang’d again, where the Lady is vanifht, and 
nothing appears but that Profped which was in the beginning of the 
Entry. 


She is as free and as unblemifht too 
As if fhe had a Pris’ner been to you. 
Drak. fen. What are they who difguis’d in nights dark fhade, 
Unlicens’d, from our Camp this {ally made? 
Strait to the ftroke of Juftice bring me thofe! 
Pedro. They thought their duties was to take their foes. 
Be merciful, and cenfure the offence 
To be but their miftaken diligence. 
Drak. jun. Sufpec& not Pedro in this crime, who ftill 
Has fhewn exact obedience to thy will. 
Pedro. Ang noble Chief, the cruelties which they 
Have often felt beneath the Spaniards {way 
(Who mid{t the triumphs of our Nuptial feafts 
Have forc’d our Brides, and flaughter’d all our guefts) 
May fome excufe even from your reafon draw : 
Revenge does all the fetters break of Law: 
Drak, fer. The future guidance and the care 
Of their demeanour in this war, 
Is ftrictly, Pedro, left to thee: 
The gentle Sex mutt {till be free- re 
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No lengtn ot {tudy’d torments fhall tuffice 
To punifh all unmanly crueities. 
March on! they may e’re night redeem 
By vertuous Valour my efteem. — [ Exeunt Drake fénior, 
Drake juxior, Roule, and Page. 
Pedro. Ho! ho! the Pris’ners ftraight unbind, 

And let the Bride all homage find 5 
The Father and the Bridegroom hither bring. 

E’re yet our Van fhall far advance, 

Know Diegos you muft dance. 

Strike up, {trike up, in honour of my King. 


Enter the Father of the Bride, and her Bridegroom 3 the Bridegroom 
dancing with Caltanietos,to expres the joy he receives for his liberty, 
whl? the Father moves to his meafures, denoting the fright he had 
receiv d fram the Symerons, when he was furpriz’d at his nuptial 
Entertainment. 


The Sixth ENTRY. 


This Entry is prepar’d with a Martial Ayr, and prefently the Scene 
és chang’d3 wherein is difcover'd the ProfpeE of a hilly Country, with 
the Town Panamah at a diftance, and Recoes of Mules, in along train, 
loaden with Wedges of Silver and Ingots of Gold, and travelling in 
several Roads down a Mountain. There likewifé may be difcern'd their 
Drivers and Guards. 


Enter Drake Senior, Drake Junior, Page. 


Drak. jun. HE Reco is not yet within our Ken. 
Drak, fen. It will be {trait. Draw up our men, 
And in low whifpers give our orders out. 
Drak. jun. Where's Pedro now? 
Drak. fen. Upon the brow 


Of that high Hill, I fent him there to (cout. 
Enter Roule. 
Rouf: Chief, we are all into a Body drawn, 
And now an hour is wafted fince the dawn. 
Drak. fen. The time will yet fuffice. We halted here 
To ftay for our tir’d Baggage in the Reer. 
Ronf. If ought from new refolves thou wilt command, 
Speak, Chief, we now in expectation ftand. 
Drak, fen. If Englifh courage could at all be rais’d, 
By being well perfwaded, or much prais’d, 
Speech were of ufe: but Valour born, not bred 
Cannot by art (fince being fo, 
It does as far as Nature go) 
Be higher lifted, or be farther led. 
All I would fpeak, fhould tell you, I defpife 
That treafure which I now would make your Prize: 
Unworthy ‘tis to be your chiefeft aim. 
For this attempt is not for Gold, but Fame 
Which 
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Wich 1s not got when we the Reco git, ee ree 
But by tbdutng thofe who refcue it. 
Exter a Souldier. 

Sol. Pedro defcends the Hi}, and does defire 
That from this open plain you would retire, 
And wheel behind that Wood a little {pace. 

Drak. fen. Divide our Forces to fecure the pats. LExcint. 


Enter Drake junior, aSouldier, Roufe, anda Mariner, the Souldier 
and Mariner being brought to be plac’d as Sentries. 


Drak, jun. This muft your ftation be; 
Stand ftedfatt as that Tree! 
Rouf: Bravely alive upon this ground, 
Or greater elfe in death be found. [Exeunt Drak. juz. and Route. 
The Bells of the Mules are heard from within. 
Jar. Mules! Mules! I hear their walking chime, Ting, Ting !— 
They love fad Tunes, how dolefully they ring ? 
Sol. This found feems fingle, and from far does come. 
Wouid I were leading one rich Mule at home. 
Mar. Still one and all I cry. 
Sol. The reft are paffing by. 
Hark! hark! this mournful toling does foretel 
Somie Diegos death, it 1s his pafling-Bell. 


Enter Pedro, leading aSymeron to be plac’d as a Sentry. 


Pedro. Here Sym'ron, you mutt bold and watchful be. 
Two Foes refift, but if oppreft by three, 
Then ftrait fall back to that next Sentry there: 
Or if in Grofs th’ Enemy does appear, 
Both to the third retirement make, 
Till we th’ Alarm, advancing, take. 
dar. Friend vedo, friend! [s’t one and all? 
Pedro. Sp2ik fottly, Sentry, doft thou call ? 
Mar. Gow many golden Recoes didft thou fpy ? 
Pedro. But two: tn which I guefs 
By diftant view no lefs 
Than vinety loaden Mules are paffing by. 
sol. What number is their Guard who march before ? 
Pedro. Five hundred Foot, their Horfe may feem threefcore. [ Exit. 
sol. Friend of the Sea, their number 1s not f{mall. 
Mar. ’Twill ferve our tirn, they crying one and all! 
But brother of the Land, 
We now mutt under(tand 
That Bafta is the Word. 
Sol. Would thou wer’t fafe aboard. 
Mar. Afleep under Deck, and danc’d on a Billow, 
With two filver Wedges, each for my Pillow. 


Enter Drake Senior, with his Sword drawz, 


Drak. fen. That Volly was well fir'd, 
Our out-Guards are retir’d. 
Draw all] our Sentries in! 
The Skirfnifh does begin. [ Exit. 
Clafhing of Arues is heard afar off. 


Enter 
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Futer Drake Jurior. 
Drak: jun. More Pikes! more Pikes! to reinforce 
That Squadron, and repulfe the Horfe. 
Enter Roufe. 
roufo The Foe does make his firft bold count’nance good. 
Our charge was bravely made, and well withftood. 
Enter Pedro. 
Rouf. Your Syx’rons, valiant Pedro, feem to reel. 
Pedro. Sufpect your Rocks at Sea. They do but wheel. 
Hafte! hatte! brave sy#’rons, hafte to gain that bank, 
And with your Arrows gall them in the flank. 
[Clafhing of Arms within again. Exennt. 
Enter Drake Senior, Page. 
Drak. fen. How warmly was this ftrife 
Maintain’d *twixt Death and Life, 
Till Blood had quench’d the flame of Valours fire > 
Death feeming to advance in hatte, 
Whilft Life, though weary, yet ftood faft; 
For Life 1s ftill unwilliag to retire. 
My Land-men bravely fought, 
And high renown have got, 
For twice my Sea-men they from death reliev’d. 
As oft my Sea-men have 
Preferv’d them from the srave, 
And did requite the refcue they receivd. 
Enter Drake Funior. 
Drak, jun. They fly! they fy! yct now they feem to face 
All thofe who them purfue, 
And would the Fight renew. [Enter Roufe & Ped. 
Rouf. They fly, they fiy! 
Drak. fen. Away, make good the Chafe. [ Exeunt omnes. 
Chorus of all within. Follow, follow, follow! 


Enter Drake Senior, Drake Junior, Roule, Pedro, Page. 


Pedro. The Mules are feis’d, and in our pow’r remain. 
Drak. fen. Draw out new Guards, and range them in the Plain. 
Thofe who hereafter on our Legend Jook, 
And value us by that which we have took, 
May over-reckon it, and us mifprize. 
Our dang’rous courfe through ftorms and raging floods, 
And painful march through unfrequented Woods, 
Will make thofe wings by which our fame fhall rife. 
Your glory, valiant Englith muft be known, 
When men fhall read how you did dare 
To fail fo long, and march fo far, 
To tempt a {trength much greater than your own. 
Drak. jun. Andnow by making our fetreat, 
We thal! new Wreaths and Statues get. 


The Grand Chorus, firft fuxg by Drake fen. 


Chorus of all. Our Courfe let’s to vicrious England fteer! 
Where, when our Sails fhall on the Cosft appear, 
Thofe 
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Thofe who from Rocks and Steeples {py 
Our Streamers out, and Colours fly, 
Will caufe the Bells to ring, 
Whilft chearfully they fing 
Our ftory, which fhall their Example be, 
And make Succeffion cry, To Sea, toSea. — Exeunt omnes: 


The Grand Dance begins, confifting of two Land-fouldiers, two Sea- 


men, two Symerons, avd a Peruvian 3 intiveating by their feveral in- 
terchange of falutations, their mutual defires of amity. 


The Fourth AC T. 


a 


The Cruelty of the SPANIARDS in PERU. 


The Argument of the whole defign, confifting of fix 
ENTRIES. 


To E Defign is firft to reprefent the happy condition of the 
People of Perv anciently, when their inclinations were go- 
vern'd by Nature; and then it makes fome difcov’ry of 
their eftabli(hment under the Twelve Ivcas, and of the diflentions 
of the two Sons of the laft Izca. Then proceeds to the difcov’ry 
of that new Weitern World by the spaniard, which happen’d to be 
during the diffention of the two Royal Brethren, It likewife pro- 
ceeds to the Spaniards Conquelt of that Ivcan Empire, and then 
difcovers the cruelty of the Spawiards over the Indians, and over 
all Chriftians (excepting thofe of their own Nation) who landing 
in thofe parts, came unhappily into their power. And towards the 
conclufion,it infers the Voyages of the Exglifh thither,and the amity 
of the Natives towards them, under whofe Enfigns (encourag’d by 
a Prophecy of their chief Prieft) they hope to be made Victorious, 
and to be freed from the Yoke of the spaniard. 


The Firt ENTRY. 
HE Audience are entertain'd by Infirumental Mulick and a Sym- 
phony (being a wild Ayr futable to the Region.) which having 
prepar'd the Scene, 4 Lantdchap of the Welt-Indies is difcern’ds di- 
finguiflt from other Regions by the parcht and bare tops of distant 
Hills, by Sands fhining on the fhores of Rivers, and the Natives, in 
feather’d Habits and Bonnets, carrying in Indian Baskets, Ingots of 
Gold, and Wedges of Silver. Some of the Natives being likewife dif- 
cera d in their natural {ports of Hunting and Fifhing. This ProfpeE is 
wade through a Wood, diffiring from thofé of European Climats, by 
reprefenting of Coco-Trees, Pines, and Palmitoss and on the boughs 
of other Trees are feen Munkies, Apes, and Parrots; and at farther 
diftance, Vallies of Sugar-Canes. 


The 
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The Symphony being ended: The chief Prieft of Perw exters. ‘The 


Prieft is cloth'din a garment of Feathers, longer than any of thofé 
that are worn by other Natives, with a Bonnet whofe ornament of 
Pluses does likewife give him a diftinéion fron the refi, and car- 
vies 12 his hand a guilded Verge. He likewife,becaufe the Peruvians 
were worfhippers of the Sun, carries the Figure of the Sunon lis Bonnet 


and Ereafi. 


Exter Houfe-Keeper, Player. 


Play. OW, Friend, we muft {till fuppofe 
Our felves at Peru. 
Houf'K. What’s he? a humane Bird. 
Play. Afeather’d Preift, who muft {peak in the 
Dumb fhow, and defcribe the condition of America, 
Before the Spaniard furpriz’d it. 


The Firft Speech, 
Spoken by the Prieft of the Sun: 


Taking a fhort view of their condition, before the Royal Family of the 
Incas taught thers to live together in multitudes, under Laws, and 
made thene by Arues reduce many other Nations. 


Hus frefh did Nature in our world appear, 
When firft her Rofes did their leaves unfold: 
Ere fhe did ufe Art’s Colours, and e’re fear 
Had made her pale, or fhe with cares jooke old. 
When various {ports did Man’s lov’d freedom fhow, 
And ftill the free were willing to obey 5 
Youth did to Age, and Sons to Parents bow. 
Parents and Age firft taught the Laws of {way. 
When yet we no jult motive had to fear 
Our bolder Ivcas would by Arms be rais’d 5 
When, temp’rately, they ftill contented were, 
As great examples, to be only prais’d. 
When none for being {trong did feek reward, 
Nor any for the fpace of Empire {trove: 
When Valour courted Peace and never car’d 
For any recompence, but publique love. 
We fetter’d none, nor were by any bound; 
None follow’d Go!d through Lah’rinths of the Mine: 
And that which we on ftrands of Rivers found, 
Did only on our Priefts in Temples thine. 
Then with his Verge, each Prieft 
Could, like an Exorcift, 
The coldeft of his ftudents warm, 
And thus provoke them with a Charm. f Exit. 


The 


The Firft Son g. 


In purfuance of the manner of their Life, before their Incas brought 
thew to live in Cities, and to build Forts. 


I. 


Hilft yet our world was new, 
When not difcover’d by the old; 
B’re begger'd flaves we grew, 
For having filver Hills, and f{trands of Gold. 
Chorus. We danc'd and we fung, 
And lookt ever young, 
And from reftraints were free, 
As waves and winds at Sea. 


2. 


When wildly we did live, 
F’re crafty Cities made us tame: 
When each his whole would give 
To all, and none peculiar right did claim. 
Chorus. We danc'd and we fung, 
&e. 
3 
When none did riches with, 
And none were rich by bus’nefs made 5 
When all did Hunt or Fith, 
And fport was all our labour and our trade. 
Chorus. We danc’d and we fung, 
&c. 


4. 


When Forts were not devis’d, 
Nor Cittadels did Towns devour: 
When lowly fheds fuffic’d, 
Becaufe we fear’d the weather more than pow’r. 
Chorus. We danc’d and we fung, 
&e. 


5- 


When Garments were not worn, 
Nor fhame did nakednefs refent: 
Nor Poverty bred fcorn: 
When none could want, and all were innocent. 
Chorus. We danc’d and we fung, 
&ce. 


nd 


The Second ENTRY. 


N Alman and Coranie are playd: after which a Trumpct-Ayr 
changes the Scene, where a Fleet is difcern’d at diftance, with 
a 
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a profpet of the Sea and Indian Coafts the Ships bearing in their 
Flags the Spread-Eagle, to denote the Auttrian Family; and on the 
riert fide are feen fome Natives of Peru, pointing with amazement 
io the Fleet, (as never having had the view of Ships before.) and in a 
azzonrning condition take their leaves of thir Wives and Children; be- 
cuufe of an ancient prophecy amongst them, which did lignifie, That a 
Bearded People (thofe of Peru having ever held it urcenecly to wear 
Beards) fhould fpring out of the Sea, and conquer ther, The ob- 
jek having remained a while, the Prieft of the Sun enters. 


The Second Speech, 


Defcribing briefly the pleafant lives of the lucas till this feafon of ful- 
filling that prophecy, when a Bearded People fhould come from the 
Sea to deftroy thems and two of theIncan Family ruine that Empire, 
which twelve of the Emperours had erected. 


N all the foft delights of fleep and eafe, 
Secure from War, in peaceful Palaces, 
Our Incas liv’'d: but now I fee their doom: 
Guided by winds, the Bearded People come! 
And that dire Prophecy muft be fulfill’d, 
When two (hall ruine what our twelve did build. 
‘Tis long fince firft the Sun’s chief Prieft foretold, 
That cruel men, Idolaters of Gold, 
Should pafs vaft Seas to feek their Harbour here. 
Behold, in floating Caftles they appear ! 
Mine eyes are ftruck! Away, away 
With gentle Love’s delicious {way ! 
The Incas from. their wives mutt fly ! 
And ours may foon believe 
We mourn to fee them grieve, 
But fhall rejoyce to fee them dy. 
For they by dying fafety gain: 
And when they quit, 
In Death’s cold fit, 
Love’s pleafure they fhall lofe Life’s pain. 


The Second Song, 


Intimating their forrow for their future condition, (according to the 
Prophecy) under their new Masters tke Spaniards. 


I. 


~Q more, no more, 
N Shall we drag to the fhore 
Our Nets at the ebb of the Flood; 
Nor after we lay 
The toyls for our Prey, 
Shall we meet to compafs the Wood. 
Nor with our Arrows e’re delight, 
To get renown 
By taking down 
The foaring Eagle in his flight. Make 
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Make hafte! make hatte! 
You delights that are pat! 
And do not to our thoughts appear: 
Left vainly we boatt 
Of joys we have loft, 
And grieve to reckon what we were. 
The Izcas glory now is gone! 
Dark grows that light, 
-Which chear’d our fight, 
Set is their deity, the Sun. 


Chorus. All creatures when they breed, 
May then with fafety feed: 
All fhall five times for liberty but we. 
We. who their Mafters were, 
Muft now fuch Mafters fear, 
As will no feafon give us to be free. 


This Song being ended, a doleful Ayr is heard, which prepares 
the entrance of two Indians, in their feather’d habits of Pere! they 
enter feverally from the oppofite fides of the Wood, and gizing 
on the face of the Sceze, fall into a Mimick Dance, in which they 
exprefs the Argument of the Profpect, by their admiration at the 
fight of the Ships, (which was to thofe of Perz a new and wonder- 
full object) and their lamentation, at beholding their Country- 
men in deep affliction, and taking their leaves of their Wives and 
Children. 


The Third ENTRY. 


Symphony , coufifting of four tunes, prepares the change of the 
A Scenes the profpe confifting of a plain Indian Country, in which 
are difcern'd at diftance two Peruvian Armies nearching, and ready to 
give Battel, being led by the two Royal Brethren, Sons of the lafi {nca, 
Armd with Bows, Glaves, and Spears, and wearing Quivers on their 
backs. The objet having continu'd a while, the Prieft of the Sun enters. 


The Third Speech, 


Intimating the unhappy event of the love of the last Inca; for be (con- 
trary to the cuftom of all his Royal Anceftors, who always marry'd 
their own Sifters.) had chofén to his fecond Wife the beautiful Daughter 
of an inferiour Prince: his Priefls and People having always believ'd 
no blood lef diftant than that of his Sifters, worthy to mingle with 
his own for propagation of the Emperial Race. This foreign Beauty 
fo far prevail’d on his palfion, that fhe made him in his age affign a 
a confiderabte part of his Dominion to a younger Son, his Anceflors 
never having, during eleven Generations, divided their Empire. 


This Youth, growing ambitions afier his Fathers death, invaded oe 
elder 
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elder Brother at that unfortunate time when the Spaniards, pur/uing 
their fecond difiovery of the Peruvian Cozft, landed, and made a 
prodigious ufe of the divilion of the two Brethren, by proving fuc- 
cofiful in giving their aljiftauce to the unjuft caufé of the Younger. 


O W fatal did our Inca’s paffion prove, 
Whilft long made fubjeét to a foreign love? 

Poor Lovers, who from Empire’s arts are free, 
By Nature may entirely guided be, 
They may retire to fhady Cottages, 
And ftudy there only themfelves to pleafe : 
For few confider what they mean or do; 
But Nations are concern’d when Monarchs woo. 
And though our Ica by no Law was ty’d 
To love but one, yet could he not divide 
His publick Empire as his private bed. 
Ia Thrones each is to whole Dominion bred. 
He blindly pris his younger fon’s defert, 
Dividing Empire as he did his heart. 
And fince his death, this made the younger dare 
T’affront the elder’s fovrainty with war. 
Ambition’s monftrous {tomach does encreafe 
By eating, and it fears toftarve, unlefs 
It {till may feed, and all it fees devour. 
Ambition ts not tir’d with toy!, nor cloy’d with pow’r. 


The Third Song, 


Which purfues the Argument of the Speech, avd farther illufirates the 
many miferies, which the Civil War between the two Royal Brethren 
produc d. 


I, 


oe Incas have fucceflively 
Our {pacious Empire fway’d5 
Whofe power whilft we obey’d, 
We liv’d fo happy and fo free, 
Asif we were not kept in aw 

By any Law, 

Which Martial Kings aloud proclaim. 
Soft confcience, Nature's whifp’ring Orator, 
Did teach us what to love or to abhor ; 

And all our punifhment was fhame. 


9 
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Our fate great Ivca fatally, 
Did by a fecond Wife 
Eclipfe his fhining life, , 

Whilft reafon did on love rely. 

Thofe Rays fhe often turn’d and check’t, 
Which with direct 
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Full beams fhould have adorn’d his know 
And firft authoris’d Race: But Kings who move 
Within a lowly fphear of private love, 

Are too domeftick for a Throne. 

Chorus. Now rigid War ts come, and Peace is gone, 

Fear governs us, and jealoufie the Throne. 
Ambition hath our Chiefs poffett : 
All now are wak’t, all are alarm’d: 
The weary know not where to reft, 
Nor dare the harmlefs be unarm’d. 


After this Song a Warlike Ayr is play’d, to which fucceeds a 
Martial Dance, perform’d by four Peruvians, arm’d with Glaves, 
who enter feverally from oppofite fides of the Wood, and exprefs 
by their motions and geftures the fury of that Civil War, which, 
by the ambition of the younger Brother, has engag’d their Country; 
and then depart in purfuit of each other. 


The Fourth ENTRY. 


Symphony , coufifting of four tunes, prepares the change of the 
[ \ ‘scenes which reprefents a great Peruvian Army, put to flight by 


a fizail Body of Spaniards. This object is produc’d in purfuance of the 
main Arguments for the Spaniards having firft bred an amazement in 
the Natives, by the noife and fire of their Guns, and having afterwards 
subverted the elder Inca by affesting the younger, did in a fhort time at- 
tain the Dominion over boti by Conqueft. The obje& of this scene hav- 
ing remain'd a while, the Prieft of the Sun enters. 


The Fourth Speech, 


Intimating the amazement of the Peruvians at the fight of the Spani- 
ards in Arms 5 the con{ideration of the great diftance of the Region 
from whence they came of the ill effects of Armour worn by a People 
whos they never had offended, and of the fecurity of innocence. 


Hat dark and diftant Region bred 
For War that bearded Race, 
Whole ev'ry uncouth face 
We more than Death’s cold village dread? 
They could not ftill be guided by the Sun. 
Nor had they ev'ry night 
The Moon t’inform their fights 
How durft they feek thofe dangers which we fhun? 
Sure they muft more than mortal be, 
That did fo little care 
For life, or elfe they are 
Surer of future life than we. 
But how they reafons laws in life fulfill 
We know nots; yet we know, 
That {corn of life is low, 


Compar’d to the difdain of living ill. cs 


And we may judge that all they do 
In Jife’s whole {cene is bad, 
Since they with Arms are clad 
Defenfive and Offenfive too. 
In Nature it is fear that makes us arm; 
And fear by guilt is bred: 
The guiltlefs nothing dread, 
Defence not feeking, nor deligning harm. 


The Fourth Song, 
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L Exit. 


Purfiing the Argument of the amazement and fear of the Natives, oc- 
cafion'd by the confideration of the long Voyage of the Spaniards to 


invade them, 
1 


“—q Hofe foreign fhapes fo {trange appear, 
That wonderful they feem 5 
And ftrangenefs breeds efteem 5 
And wonder doth engender fear: 
And from our fear does adoration rife: 
Elfe why do we encline 
To think them Pow’rs divine, 
And that we are ordain’d their facrifice? 
Chorus. 1. When we our Arrows draw, 
It is with dreadful awe: 
2. Moving towards them whom we are loth to meet, 
Be As if we marcht to. face our deftiny : 
4. Not trufting to our Arrows but our feet, 
As if our bus’nefs were to fy, to fly! 


2. 


All in We thought them more than human kind. 
Chorus. That durft adventure life 
Through the tempeftuous {trife 
Of Seas and evry raging wind. 
Through Seas fo wide, and for their depth fo fear’d, 
That we by Icaps as foon 
May reach th’afceuded Moon, 
As guefs through what vaft dangers they have f{teer’d. 
Chorus. When we our Arrows draw, 
&c. 


This Song being ended, a Saraband is play’d, whillt two spavi- 
ards enter from the oppofite fides of the Scene, exactly cloth’d and 
arm'd according to the cuftom of their Nation: and to exprefs 
their triumph after the victory over the Natives, they folemnly un- 
cloak and unarm themfelves tothe Tune, and afterwards dance with 


Caftanivtos. 


The 


en 
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The Fifth ENTRY. 


Doleful Pavin ws play'd to prepare the change of the Scene, which 
reprefents a dark Frifon at great diflance; and ferther to tie 
view are difcern’'d Racks , and other Engines of torment, with which 
the Spaniards are tormenting the Natives and Englifh Atariners. which 
may be fuppos'd to be lately landed there to difcover the Coash. “rx 
Spaniards are likewife difcover'd, fitting in their Cloaks, and appear 
ing more folemn in Ruffs, with Rapiers and Daggers by thear fides s 
the one turning a Spit, whilft the other is bafting aw Indian Prince, 
which is rofted at an artificial fire. This object having remain'd a whrle, 
the Prieft of the Sun enters. 


The Fifth Speech. 


The horrour of the Natives, bred by the objcit of the diverfity of new 
torments devis'd by the Spaniards. 


a Bres ftudy arts of length’ning languifhment, 
And ftrength’ning thofe for pains whom pain hath fpent. 
They make the Cramp, by waters drill’d, to ceafe 
Men ready to expire, 
Bafte them with drops of fire, 
And then, they lay them on the Rack for eafe. 


What Race is this, who for our punifhment 
Pretend that they in hafte from Heav’n were (ent, 
As juft deftroyers of Idolatry ? 

Yet will they not permit 

We fhould our Idolls quit, 
Becaufe the Chriftian Law makes Converts free. 


Or if, to pleafe their Priefts, fome Chief permits 
A few of us to be their Profelytes; 
Yet all our freedom then 1s but deceit. 
They eafe us from our Chains 
To make us take more pains, 
Light’ning our legs to give our fhoulders weight. 


And other Chriftian ftrangers landing here, 

Strait, to their jealous fight, as (pies appear : 

And thofe, they fo much worfe than Heathens deem, 
That they mutt tortur’d dye. 
The world ftill wafte mutt lye, 

Or elfe a Prifon be to all but them. 


The Fifth Song. 


Purfuing the Argument of the Speech, by a farther deteflation of that 
cruelty, which the ambition of the Spaniards wade them exercifé 


in Peru. 
IF 
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I. 


F Man from fov’reign reafon does derive 
Or’e Beafts a high prerogative, 
Why does he fo himfelf behave, 
That Beafts appear to be 
More rational than he! 
Who has deferv’d to be their flave. 


2. 


How comes wild cruelty in humane breafts ? 
Proud Man more cruel is than Beatts 5 
When Beafts by hunger are enrag’d, 

They no long pains devife 
For dying enemies, 
But kill, and eat, and are affwag’d. 
3. 

So much is Man refin’d in cruelty 
As not to make men quickly dye. 

He knows by death all pains are paft. 
But as he hath the {kill 


A thoufand ways to kill, 
So hath he more to make pains laft. 


Chorus. When Beatts each other chafe and then devour, 
Tis Natures Law, neceflity, 
Which makes them hunt for food, and not for pow’r: 
Men for Dominion, Art’s chief vanity, 
Contrive to make men dy 5 
Whofe blood through wantonnefs they fpill, 
Not having ufe of what they kill. 


This Song being ended, a mournful Ayr is play’d, preparing the 
entrance of three Peruvians, limping in filver fetters. They are 
driven into the Wood by an infulting spaniard, with a Truncheon 3 
then enter again loaden with Indian bafkets full of golden Ingots, 
and filver Wedges, and lying down with the weight of their bur- 
thens, are raifed by the blows of the spamiard, and fall into a halt- 
ing dance, till the spaviard reviving their wearine{s with his Trun- 
cheon, drives them again into the Wood. 


The Sixth ENTRY. 


Symphony prepares the luft change of the Scene, and an Army is 

A difcern’d at diftance, conlifting of Englith and Peruvians; the 

Van is led by the Englith, who are diftinguifht by the Enlignes of Eng- 
land, and their Red-Coats. The Reer is brought up by the Peruvians 
who are known by their feather’d Habits, Glaves, and Spears. There 
is likewife difcern'’d a Body of armed Spaniards, their backs turn'd, 
and their Reer fcatter'd as if put to flight. Thefe imaginary Englifh 


Forces 
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aS ? 
Forces way feems intproper, becaufe the Englith had mude no difcovery 
of Vern, ia the tine of the Spaniards firft invalion theres but yet in 
Poerical veprefentations of this nature, it nay pas as aVilton difcern’d 
bj inc Prioft of the Sun, before the matter was extant, in order to 
his Frothecy. This objet having remain’d a while the prieft of the 
SHA enters. 


The Sixth Speech, 


Intimating their firfd adoration of the Spaniards when they landed, the 
behaviour of the Spaniards towards them, and a Prophecy that they 


fhail be relieu'd by the Englifh. 


E on our knees thefe Spaniards did receive 

AsGods, when firft they taught us to believe. 
They came from Heaven, and us o’re heights would lead, 
Higher than e’re our finful fathers fled. 
Experience now (by whofe true eyes, though flow, 
We find at laft, what oft too late we know) 
Has all their cous’ning miracles difcern’d: 
°Tis the that makes unletter’d mankind learn’d, 
She has unmafk’t thefe spanifh dark Divines: 

Perhaps they upward go, 

But haften us below, 
Where we, throughdifmal depths, muft dig in Mines. 


When firft the valiant Exelifh landed here, 
Our reafon then no more was rul’d by fear: 
They ftreight the Spaniards Riddle did unfold, 
Whofe Heav’n in caverns lies of others Gold. 
Our griefs are paft, and we fhall ceafe to mourn, 
For thofe whom the infulting Spaniards {corn, 
And flaves efteem 
The Exglifh {oon fhall free; 
Whilft we the spanzards {ee 
Digging for them. 


The Prielt being gone, a wild Ayr isplay’d, (differing from that 
in the Firft Entry) which prepares the comming in of a Spaniard 
out of the Wood, loaden with Ingots of Gold, and Wedges of Sil- 
ver. He makes his footing to the tune of the Inftruments; and af- 
ter a while he difcovers a wearinefs and inclination to fleep, to 
which purpofe he lies down, with his bafket for his pillow. Two 
Apes come in from oppofite fides of the Wood, and dance to the 
Ayr. After a while, a great Baboon enters, and joyns with them 
in the dance. They wake the Spamiard, and end the Antique 
Meafures with driving him into the Wood. 


The Sixth Song, 
Purfiing the Argument of that Prophecy , which foretells the fabverftur 
of the Spaniards by the Englifh. ; 


E fhall no longer fear 
The spanifh Eagle darkly hov’ring here: 


For 
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For though from fartheit Climes he hither fled, 
And fpatioufly his wings has fpread : 
Yet th’ Exglifh Lyon now 
Does ftill victorious grow, 
And does delight 
To make his walks as far 
As th’other e’re did dare 
To make his flight. 
Chorus. t High, 2 high, 2 and high 
4 Our Arrows hall flie, 
And reach the winged for our prey. 
Our Nets we'll caft, and Sprindges lay ; 
The Ayr, the River, and the Wood, 
Shall yield us {port and change of food. 
All in Chorus. After all our difafters 
The proud Spaniards our Matters, 
When we extoll our liberty by feafts, 
At Table fthall ferve, 
Cr elfe they thall ftarve; 
Whilft th’ Exglz/h hall fit and rule as our guelts. 


This Song being ended, an Ayr confifting of three Tunes, pre- 
pares the grand Dance, three Ivdzaws entring firft, afterwards to 
them three Frglfh Souldiers, diftinguifht by their Red-Coats, and 
to them a Spaniard, who mingling in the meafures with the reft, 
does in his geftures exprefs pride and fullennefs towards the Indj- 
ans, and pays a lowly homage to the Exglz/h, who often falute him 
with their feet, which falutation he returns with a more lowly gra- 
vity 3 whilft the Exgiz/h and the Indians, as they encounter, falute 
and fhake hands, in fign of their future amity. 


The Fifth ACT. 


Enter Houle-Keeper, azd Player. 


NG W we mult have one voyage more from 
Fer to Alexandria (which in good troth, 
Is but a {tep to (wift imagination) 
And then we may fleep in our empty Inn 
Until next Term. 
Houf:-K We have no Scene of Alexandriz. 
Play. A Canopy of State to fhew the Majefty 
Of thofe who are prefented will ferve turn. 
Houf-K. Have w'ee quoth the blind Harper, 
When he witht to be as little feen as he faw others. 
Draw he! 


The 
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The Scene of the Canopy where Cxfar, Anthonius, Lepidus, Pisiomy, 
and Cleopatra appear, and therr feveral trains on each fide of then. 


Play. This Vifion fhould have been enabled tco 
By a fhort {peech t'acquaint the doubtful Spectators 
With Cafar, Antonius, and Lepidus, 
Ptelomy, Cleopatra, and their train. 
Houf-K. That w’are to make this a kia to the dumb (how. ---- 


Enter the Gypfies, Aten and Women. 


Thefe are the Gypfes with which Chopatra 
Eatertanid cefar, as blind Authors fay. 


The Gypfies dance. 


The Dance being ended, the Gyplies depart, and the Scene changes 
into a4 Parrad or Court du Guard.” 


Play. But where are now our Bullies the Burlefquers, 
That fhow the wrong fide of the Hero’s outward ? 


Exter two Ev’nuchs. 
Oh, here comes two of Ptolemies Ev nuchs. 


Enter Nimphidius, aad ancther Ev’nuch. 


Ev YouoF your news Nivpdrdins are fo dainty ! 
Nimp. Ut Thad news. in troth I would acquaint ye. 
Ev. Thee l have fame, but oh, tis doleful matter ! 
Nimp. Hab nab’s tac word! All caftes are not Cixgue quater. 
Ev'n. Rome now of Egypt quickly will beguil us, 
Tyber is come to play her pranks in Nélws. 
Nimp. If Tyber brings her plund’ring bafe Burgonions, 
Farewell on N7/as Banks our Leeks and Onions. 
Ev. Acruel wight; whofe name is Afark Anthony, 
(So hard of heart that it 1s held all bony) 
Is here arriv’d for love of our black Gyp/j, 
On Cleopatra he has caft a Sheeps-eye. 
And Cefar too with many a {tout Terpawling 
Landed with him and comes a Catterwawling. 
Nimp. How the will fimper, at the fight of Cafar ? 
And oh, how trufty Towy means to teafe her ? 
fon. Ah fickle fortune! who would e’re have dreamt this, 
Rome's roaring Boys will {wagger now at Memphis. 
Nimp. Behold they come who quickly can inform us. 
Eun. Nimphidius, mum, be filent as a Dormoute. 


Enter Cxfar, Mark-Anthony, Cleopatra, Ptolomy, Anthonio 
leading Cleopatra. 


Nimp. There Tony is, our Cleopatra leading 3 
Her eyes look blew; pray Heav’n fhe be not breeding> 
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Eva, There’s Cafar too, and Ptolowy behind him, 
Proud Princock-Cefar hardly feems to mind him. 
Léxexnt Nimph, Ev’nuch. 
Anth. Whichis your Brother dear? I prethee fhew me? 
Cry mercy, Sir, are you the King Ptolomy >> 
Ptol. I am as furely he (moft mighty Tony) 
As fhe is my fweet Sifter, and your hony. 
Aath. Great Cefar come, fake fifts with tripling Royal, 
Though Pompey was betray'd, this Imp was loyal. 

Cefar. Know tender Springal (Pll not chide but frump ye) 
You play’d at Trap, when Traps were lay’d for Povzpey. 
With finger in eye his Wife had not wept here 
If ftead of Trapftick you then had us’d Scepter. 

Ptol. When Fortune frimpilh ts, who ere withftood her? 
Cefur, this bus’sefs makes too great a pudder: 

F would not {lander Pompey now he dead i 
Yet let me tell, what by my people faid : 
You'll fay the pratling people fal{ly tans men 5 
But ali report that Powpey’s Barge and Bargemen 
Had plunder’d Nils banks till there was {carce one 
Taorky or Pigg left tor the tyth of Parfon; 
OF which even Pompey muncht his fhare in Cabin, 
\Yhere, from the fhore, he becken’d many a drab in: 
Under the Rofé I {peak’t, he was Dragon, 
When he brown Damfe! got, with fcarce a rag on 
And came not here for refcue, but to rob us3 
Yet we at laft bob’d him who meant to bob us. 

Cefar. Youth, you are to young to fit in the Sadle, 
And crow in a Throne, go cry ina Cradle. 
Tutor fhould teach you to fpeak wel! of dead men, 
Go learn to rob Orchard, not to behead men. 
With blood of Roman, your Ev much does grow fat 3 
Such knaves wax cruel, having loft --- you know what. 
He rules the rofte, but fome body go call him! 
I fwear by Hector Haunch, I mean to mall him! 

Cleo. Is this your Cefare tell me deareft Bunting? 

I’faiks I mutt have leave to fpeak of one thing. 
Can he that’s Cock of Rome be fo miftaken 
As thus to threaten poor Eg yptia Capon? 
I fcorn, though but aFemale and no Rowan, 
To meddle with an Ev'zuch who is no man. 
When firft we faw you failing to our Haver, 
We little thought to find your cock a Craven. 
Anth. Peace Lamb, and be like Lamb-kine meek, and humble, 
Cefar like Wolf, will bite when he does Shae 
Where place does not itch, I feldom do rub y 
Nay, you are {trait blub’ring if T but {nub ie 
If cefar’s blood be up, Blade will not fparé ye, 
Fg ypt will then be in a fine quandarie. 
Cleo. Tl] not be fear'd, though he look ne’r fo hideous, 
He may go {nick-up if he hates Nymphidious. 
Anth, His {tomach bears not long the wrongs he Swallows, 
But, if you'll not be counfell’d, take what follows. 


He'll 
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He'll ftrait be all for plunder and for forage. 
Cleo. Cefar may {pare his breath to cool his porridge 5 
He'll be the worfe, the more one him befeeches. 
Anth. Chuck, I have done, I fee you'll wear the Breeches. 
Cefar. What haveI heard? fhall it be {aid in Hift’ries, 
That Marcus Tony {quabl’d with his Miftrefs. 
If Love be out of joynt, I'll be the Joyner, 
Say fon of Scepter, {peak thou Monarch-Minor! 
Shall Lovers fall to fcratch like midnight Pufles. 
Let’s turn their frowns and wrath to leers and bufles. 
Ptol. Moft puiffant Piund’rer! know the fhort and long is, 
That all who know thee, find thy breath fo {trong is, 
As meerly with a word it quells the mighty, 
And ftuns them paft the cure of Agua-vite. 
Cleo. Egypt's no fool for Rome to put her tricks on, 
And you fhall find that I can be a Vixon. 
Mult warbling Ev’zuch dye, who ne’r was fick long; 
And fing fhort Pfalm in Rope, who taught me prick-fong ? 
Ptol, Shall he who can read, and love leffons tanght her, 
Be now deny’d Book, and dye for Man-flaughter ? 
Anth. Cesar, things are not as th’ World now fuppofes 5 
The cafe feems plain as on your Face your Nofe is. 
Great Pompey near fhore, for Poultry was gaping, 
Did count without Hoft, and fo was tane napping. 
Clee. What Ev'nuch has done, he did for your fake tuen: 
As Pompey did brew, he made him to bake then. 
Cafar. Let Memphion Mittrefs look but blithe and bonny, 
On Cafar {mile, as fhe does fmerk on Tony 
Then Fv'xuch plump fhall live, and grow ftill thicker, 
Like Hoftefs fat, who fits in chair of Wicker. 
Cleo. Cafar, Gramercy, you now thew your breeding, 
Invite him (weet heart, I pray to our Wedding. 
I thought my felf truly quite under hatches. 
But now call Maid to bring her Queen new patches. 
Bring Kirchief lac’d? I'll no more be a Mourner! 
And Cafar, you thall find a friend in corner. 
Anth. Great fon of {laughter teers? he’d fain be at her, 
Pll dath his chops, if mouth begin to water. [Enter Cornelie. 
Cafar.Sly fcowling look (though men of Afars ne'r mind it) 
Hat black and broad, long Cyprefs down behind it, 
Gown (hort and Joofe, and her hair under Pinner, 
(As if locks on Cheek, were token of Sinner) 
Where Bodkin is ftuck in fafhion fo odly 
As though out of zea], Dame layd the French mode by. 
*Mals now I think on’t, “tis Powpey’s rich widow. 
Anth, Of mumping Minx, would we were fairly rid hoe! 
Cleo. Lord, how fhe looks? fhe could cut us in Collops : 
Shall Tony, and I, fear ev'ry fat Trollops? 
Like hard hearted heart fhe over us hovers, 
As Kite watches Chickens, fhe watches Lovers. 
Corn. What havelI caught ye! how all of ye ftare on't, 
faith [Pll to Rome, and their do your errant : 
By Senate y’are fent to follow your calling, 
They think you are now their Enemies mauling ; 


Man 
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Man, Woman, and Child, you chief fhould be killing, 

But ‘ftead of bombatting you are a billing 

With Queen who fhould be her Parifhes pattern, 

Good Houfewife in Houfe not fauntring young flatern, 
Cleo. Bodikins! pray why a gog Miltrefs Pompey > 

As high as you are3 a Joaz may out-jump ye, 

Be an example before y’are a Tutrefs! 

You want a Tarquin to make you a Lucre/s., 

Corn. Marry come up, Goodman Ptolomey’s daughter, 
Faith in,your Wine, I perhaps, may put Water; 

For all your new Gown, y’are but a black Gyp/y, 

Sure Tozy and you have drunk till y’are tipfey. 

Nay take the whole Mefs, y’have yet but a fpoonful, 

I'll bate not an Ace, as Widow of Con/ful. 

For though you now perk it, as daughter of King, 

Birlady, I'll give you as good as you bring: 

I know your back’s broad enough, [’ll put you to’t. 
Cleo. Well, Goflip, I know too the length of your foot. 
Cefar. Hey for Cornelie! he’s ftill for old Rome. 
Corn. Céfar, yo'd cog now, but fome wifer than fome, 

Your crony and you in Feyp#t now flant it, 

Spending like Roy({ters, whilft honeft ment want it. 

Leave off your hectring with Heirs whilft you fool ’um, 

And drinking Beer-glaffes faper naculum: 

Drowning of forrow like negligent Debters, 

Sending to Provinces fhort begging Letters, 

Which being deny’d, then with Armies you goe 

And take what you'll pay back to morrow to mow. 
Cafar. Your Tippet’s up, but Bilbo Wights ne’r mind ye, 

Turn Buckle of Girdle, wear it behind ye. 

Anth, Let Goffips thake hands, and Cefar appoint her 
Some Blade that has houfe to make her a Joynture. 
Widow, be friends, make no more {uch a hot coy] 5 
We'll find out rich Hufband to make the Pot boy]. 

Cleo. Ifthe wound be few’d up, I'l] not unrip it, 
I'll keep my tongue in, iffhe’ll pin down Typpet. 

Cafar. Proud Pompey (whom now we never fhall lack more) 
Came in at a Gate, fneakt out at a Back-dore. 

Great was the mortal, and long cock-a-hoop too, 

But down he did fall, whom all men did {toop too. 

Yet Fortune has done, bnt what does become her; 

In Winter w’are Hay, and Grafs in the Summer. 

~ Corn. In troth it is true! we are of that fort all! 

Then farewell {weet Pompey fince thou wert mortal. 
Cleo. Well faid, Cornelie, I fee you are heart whole, 

Hang up all care, which from Body weuld part Soul! 

Where are the Fidlers? what Tune fhall we fix on> 

Faith, let’s have the round of merry Mall Dixon. 

Cefar. Callin the Fidlers but heark ye friend Tony, 
Whillt now I think on’t, have you any money ? 

For though in War { did bear all before me, 

Cath ftays behind, and I’m fain to cry fcore me! 

Anth. Cefar, my plunder ([ {peak it with forrow_) 
Is fquander’d with Girles, and I’m forc’t to borrow, 
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Yet let’em play us-but princum and prancum, 
And we'll pay at laft, or els we'll thank ’um. 
The Dance. 
cefur, Let’s to the Ale-houfe go, where Tapfters know me, 
Fat Hoftefs there wil truft; lead King Ptolomey. 
Fidlers will thither come, and never grumble; 
In Play-houfe they are proud, in Ale-houfe humble. 
Goflips fhall tatle there, while tongues will wag on, 
And to my Gypfées health Tl drink a Flaggon. [ Exeunt. 
Houf-K. What ts all done ? 
Play. I, and we are undone, fome body has let 
Our neighbours in--- “flight the Houfe is e’en full, 
Stop em! they're like to hear, if they will {tay 
An Epilogue, {ince they have feen a Play. [Exeunt omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


ee you at Land no more can burry'd be, 

i) The fhifted Scene fhould turn us now to Sea: 
Where our fall Bark does firike, where we d'fpy 
rowre the Admiral, with your Maix-Top high. 
Our Pilot-Poet fhould bis Laurel vayl, 

(Whichis his Flag) as low as we our Sayl. 

To fhew you things yet newer, we did mean 
To reprefent a Mermaid zx that Scene 
Not proudly combing, with a Comb of Gold, 

Her long wet hair, till the vain wretch takes cold, 
(For fo fhe’s painted by cach bungling Rogue ) 

But in her hand an humble Epilogue 5 

Which thee by figns (for Metmayds féldom fpeak ) 
Should recommend to Criticks on the Deck: 

And by a court’ te, fhould a Plaudit beg ;— 
Note, female fifhes never make a leg. 

But that’s an obfervation by the by. 

And now, methinks, I hear fime ask me why 

That obfervation’s made? Our Author fays 

"Tis juft like thofé which Criticks make at Plays. 
He [aid he wifht for our fakes, not his own, 

(Yet that’s 2 charity but rarely known ) 

Such Audiences as learning doe forbear 5 

I mean, who never firive to fhew it here. 

This Landt{chap of the Sea (but by the way ) 
That's an expreffion which might hurt our Play, 
If the feverer Critichs were in Towns 
This Profped of the Sea, cannot be fhown: 
Therefore be pleas'd to think, that you are all 
Bebind the Row, which mex ftile Portugal. 

The title at our dores was that which drew 
Tou hither by the charm of being new. 
You'l fpoil the jeft, unlefs the Play fucceed 5 
For then we may, ¢'en let our Houfe indeed. 
12 JOIN TERE 
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The Prologue {poken at Black-Friers. 


Ere you but half fo humble to confefs, 
As youare wifé to know your huppinefs 5 
Our Author would not grieve to fee you it 
Ruling, with fuch unquefton'd power, his wit + 
What would I give, that I could shill preferve 
My loyalty to him, and yet deferve 
Your kind opinion, by revealing now 
The caufée of that great ftorm which clouds his brow, 
And his clofé veurmurs, which fince meant to you, 
I cannot think, or mannerly or true. 
Wells Ibegin to be refilv'd, andlet 
My melancholy tragick Mouficur fret 3 
Let hin the feveral harmalefs weapons ufé 
Of that all-daring trifle, call’d his Mule 3 
Yet F'linform you, what this very day, 
Twice before wituefs, Ihave heard him fry. 
Vhich is, that you are grown excelfive proud, 
Fer icn times more of wit, than was allow'd 
Your filly Anceftors in twenty year, 
TY expect fhould in two hours be given you here : 
For they be jwares, to th Theatre would come 
Ere they had din’d, totake up the beft room 5 
There fit on Benches, not adorn’d with Mats, 
And gracioufly did vail their bigh-crown'd Hats 
To every half drefs'd Player, as he fill 
Through th hangings peep dto fee how th houfe did fil. 
Good eafy judging fouls, with what delight 
They would expect a jig, or Target fight , 
A furious tale of Troy, which they ne’r thought 
Was weakly written, fo twere firongly fought. 
Laught at a clinch, the fhadow of a jefe, 
And cry a palfing good one I proteft. 
Such dull and bumble-witted people, were 
Even your fore-Fathers, whore we govern'd heres 
And fuch had you been too he fivears, hac not 
The Poets taught you howt unweave a plot, 
And trad the winding Scenes, taught you to admit 
What was true fenfe, not what did found like wit. 
Thus they have arm’d you ‘gainft themfelves to fight, 
Made ftrong and mifchievous from what they write: 
You have been lately highly feasted bere 
With two great wits, that eracd our Theatre. 
But, if to feed you often with delight, 
Will more corrupt than niend your appetites 
He vowes toufe you, which be nzuch abhor, 
As others did, your howely Anceftors. The 
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The Perfons in the Tragedy. 


Feildebrand King of the Lombards. 

Alcoli Prirce of Verona, 

Altophil A Duke and General. 

R ingone A Count, Captain of the Guard to 4foli. 

Caleotta A politick ftout ambittous favorite to Afcoli. 

Morello A Gentleman, and creatureto Gal otto. 

Gandolpho Brother to Atvrello, Captain of the Fort in Verona 

Rampino A: young gallant Souldier, much indebced and 
vexed by Creditors. 

Brufco An old Captain his companion. 

Hirco A Souldier, companionto them both. 

Frisklin Anambitious Taylor, to whom Rampino owes 
money. 

Arthiope Mittrefs to Altophil. 

Amaranta Her Rival, daughter to Galeotto. 

Orna Coulin to 4waranta. 


A Carthuan. 
Souldiers to Heildebrand. 
The Guard to Afcoli. 


The SCENE Verona. 


ACs CENE.L 
Enter Rampino, Brufco, Hirco. 
Ramp. Cu Gentlemen, I'll fhew you the whole Court, 


Hirco (I think ) was never here before. 
Brufco. Never ? he takes thefe o'r-grown babes, 

Thefe fucking Giants of the Guard 
For Colonels of Switzerland; And all 
The Uthers of the Prefence for famous Leaders. 

Hirco. Yes, of Women in the dark. 

Ramp. Why doft thou freak and tread fo bathfully 
Behind? Come boldly on, they’l think thee elfe 
A City-dunn that fues for leave to arreft’em. 

Brafco. He looksas if he had a black Jack under 
His Cloak, and came to beg budge at the Buttery. 

Ramp. Move on, thisis the Prefence, Gentlemen, 
Hence is your paflage to the privy Chamber, 
You fhould erect your fingers to your hair, 
Which being order’d thus------- or, having us'd 
You Tortoife-combes to titubate 
You empty heads, you may falute thofe of 
But half a fortune thus but with half a face, 
The favorite with your full Body thus. 

Hirco. Rampino, walk no farther into fight, 
Our Generals pleafure was, we Mould not be 
Difcover’d yet, left his arrival here 

Should 
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Should be made known: tisfuddain and by {tea'th. 


Enter Atcoli, Galeotto, Amaranta, who whi/per together. 


Rampi. Young Afcoli our Prince, Brufce, retire. 
Brufco. Methinks, fince our Jalt vifit to the Camp, 
He 1s much grown: and we, Rumpino, who 
Purfue the fullen bufinefs of the War, 
Long now to fhew himto the foes not in his 
Perfume and Silks; but in his tron Veit. 
There he muft change his gentlelooks, and Jearn 
To frown; men think his courage great. 
Ramp. Brufco, he will make good in future Acts 
OF chivalry mens beft belief: he has 
A nature vertuoufly inclin’ds and well 
The falfe Galeotto knows how to fubdue 
A heart unpractis’d and whole innocence 
Is ail the Armour of his Freaft. 
Brufc. \s Gal.otto his dear favorite > 
Ramp. He is, and was a Souldier in his youth, 
Having the luck of early victories, 
Which rais’d him toa reftlefs pride, fuch as 
He fince maintains by wicked arts of power 5 
The horror of his thoughts oft makes him fad, 
His fadnefs is with midnight groans attended. 
But. Brufco, they are Mandrakes groansand {till 
Bode death, nor is his mirth lefs dangerous 5 
Which, like the wanton play of Porpofes 5 
Denotes a ftorm: he is familiar with 
His foe; but when be fhakes him by the hand 
Tis not io kindnefs but to reach his, Pulfe 
That he may feel how foon nature would kill 
Whom he hath long profcrib’d. 
Brufc. What Lady’s that ? 
Hirco. could lye perdue with her-all night ith Snow! 
Ramp. °Tis Aaranta, Galeottos daughter 3 
The beauty of her mind fhines in her face : 
For fhe is good as fair, and more to fhow 
Her excellence, her vertues are fo great, 
They overmatch his vice; but Jucklefs maid, 
She mourns within, and loves the noble Duke, 
Our General, with a diftreft fad heart. 
Afcol. This news hath much of joy, and fomewhat too 
Of wonder in't, Duke Altophil our General 
So neer the Town, ftolo hither to prevent 
The triumphs due to his late victery. 
Galeot. It is your Highnefs cuftom to give truft 
To my intelligence, and this hath truth 
Enough to merit your belief; but as 
You ever have vouchaf’d your help to make 
Me profperous fo I now befeech you 
T° affitt my Daughters mourning Love. This Duke 
{s high in worth, as in his blood, and may , 
( When wrought by you to choofe her for his Wife ) 
By his alliance fo confirm my family, 
That I fhall need to fear no-change of time. 


Nor 
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Nor angry fate, cut trom your princely (elf 

Afcol. Fair Amaranta, do you love Duke Altophil > 
Tt is a choice fo excellent, as you 
Shall need no bluth to cover your confeflion, 

Amar. Since, Sir, it was his vertues taught me how 
To love, I hupe my modefty may give me 
Licence to confefs it to the world. 

Afcol. Ais judgment dwells too diftant from his eyes; 
If he can look on fo much beauty, and 
Not with to make it hiss but, gentle mayd, 

I fhall in this perfwade him to his happinefs 
With all my pow’r and {kill! 

Amar. \ cannot doubt 
Your pow’'r in any thing, but where I am 
More jutly doubtful of my own defert. 

Galeot. | am the elder beggar, Sir, and by 
Continual practice want no confidence, 

To crave your help in all neceflities. 
Afcol. This, Caleotto, is a kindnefs to my felf, 
I Jong to fee thofe Nuptials confummate, 
Where each deferves fo much the others love: 
Let’s in to make enquiry of the caufe, 
Why his arrival 1s fo much conceal’d. — 
[Exeunt A{coli, Galeotto, Amaranta. 

Brufe. But why Rampino, fince this Lady is 
So rarely qualify’d, aud being heir 
To all her Fathers wealth and hopes, does not 
Our Generis! make her his Wife? 

Ramp. The caufe ts ev'dent: for his 
Affeétions and his faith already are 
Engag’d to beautiful Arthiope. 

Brufe. artniope 2 the daughter of our old 
Dead General ? alas, his fame was greater 
Than his fortune, for he has Jeft her poor. 

Ramp. Mott true: 

So poor, fhe was conftrain’d to live conceal’d 

here in Verona, and become (‘tis thought) 

Her Lovers chalte and thankful penfioner 5 

And you have heard what ftrange reports were oft 
Difper{t into our Camp of her difloyalty : 

Some faucily would ftile it luft, and thofe 

Were punifht for their loofe and {I ppery tongues. 

Brujc. It feems then, our Duke altophil retains 
Her {till in his thoughts with’s former confidence ? 

Ramp. She grows the fafter to his heart, for he 
Had ftrong fufpicions to believe thefe tales were 
Forg’d by Galeotto, who {trives, it feems, 

By this poor Ladies infamy, to make more 
Eafie way for his fair daughters love! 

Hirco. How full of mifchief are thefe wife men, Bruféo ¢ 

Brufe. It would be long, Hirco, e’re [ coyld fqueeze 
Such another plot out of thy Jean head. 

Hirco. Well! gentlemen, you'll find 
Our General an angry man e’re night, 

Take 
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Take that from my int-iligence, though [ 
Receiv'd it fiuce we came to Town ith’ ftreets! 

Erufe. How Hirco? come, the news? 

Hirco The Lady whom 
You call Arthiope, this morning, was 
Arretted in herchamber, by the officers 
OF the Pargction-houfé, and is fent thither 
To fuffer tor Unchaftity ! 

Ramp. Thou art drunk Hirco. 

Hirco. I'm fure this is the peoples language now, 
And talkt on too, by children tn the {treets. 

And more, Three witnefles (whom they b leve 
Brib’d and fuborn’d_) have all depos’d againtt 
Her Mayden-head; that was the phrafe. 

Ramp. Here wll be knocks ‘ere long. 

Brule Away, \ct’s to Samt Laurerce Port, it was our 
General’s will we fhould »ttend him there —— [Exeunt omnes. 

Fxter Galleotto, Vorello. 

Galeot. Morello, Vm fabdu'd with thy fine arts § 
Thou art as {w ft to execute as to 
Contrive, how ded our witnetles behave 
Themfelves when they beheld artiiope? 

Aprel. My Lord, Ike fathful val'ont Rogues, 
Who had often o’recome their contctenc: s befores 
And therefore to refilt her blufhes. tnowg :t 
Tt but an eafie vidtory. The Articles 
Were many which they drew againft her choftity. 
Ali thefe they read and fwore to in a breath 
And with'd them longer for your Lordthips fake! 
Prote(ting their good natures cheeat them, *caufe 
They earnd their mony with fo kttle patns. 

Galeot. How did the Governours of the 
Severe houfe, digeft th’°employment my 
Requeft did lay upoo their gravities ? 

Morel. They are a kind 
Of more folemn Villiins, and like old Fithes 
Seem’d to demur and twim about the bait 
A while, e’re they would catch what afterwards 
They {wallow’d gieed ly. 

Galeot. [thank their tendernefs! 

Morel. It feem’d at fir't as if her innocence 
And beauty wou'd pervert their juft ce to 
Rebel} againtt your Lord{Lips power, 

Butthen, (prefuming pity was a little too 
Effeminate for ancient Magi (trates, ) 

They thought upon your Gold, and had decreed 
Her tothe whip, but that f inrerpos’d 

To mitigate their purchas’d wrath! 

Galeot. Twas fifely done, for luch feverity 
Would much exafperate her friends. 

Morel. Their fentcnce is, the muft from that 
Devout chaft Colledge march, vetted in white, 
And with a purify'ng Taper in her hand 
To the Cathedral Church! 
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Galeot. if abuplil is truc to bis own honour, 
Or have but any tafte of wifdom 
In his Jove, this imputation will divorce 
Him from her eyes. My Amaranxtathen 
Hath no impediment to terrifie her hopes 
Thefe mifchiefs make me more indebted 
To my brain, in that they are ob{curely laid, 
And [ their guilty Author am unknown. _ [Enter Amaranta. 
Amar. ©, Sir, if either tears, or fervent prayers 
Can move you to compaffion, thew it now! 
My woman (half depriv’d of breath with 
Her aftonifhment and hatte) imperfectly 
Hath told me news fo fad, would make a fierce 
Young Thracian Souldier weep before his Bride. 
Gal. This news were fad indeed! what is’t? fpeak. 
Amar. My vertuous Rival, poor Arthiope 
Is in diftrefS, the fuffers fhame, fuch vile 
Abufe, as lips, well taught, will blufhto utter of 
Afflicted Enemies. 
Gul. What’s this to me? 
Amar. Sir, the’s guiltlefsly betray’d; 
I'll gage my yet unfpotted fame, nay, all 
The treafures of my Soul, fhe’s innocent: 
Therefore f beg you would employ your power 
To take her from the rigour of the Law, 
And punifh thofe that have perverted it 
To exercife their cruelty ! 
Galeot. Away! thou meck religious fool, 
Strait to thy Clofet go. 
Amar. \njur'd Arthiope! Alas! thou cantt 
Not hope for trier grief than mine, 


When other Virgins hall lament thy death. (Exit. 


Galeot. Morello! hafte, difpofe our {pies to watch 
For 4/tophil’s approech, ard bring me word 
To whom his earlieft vifits are addreft. (Exeunt. 
Enter Altophil, Rampino, Brufco, Hirco. 
Altop. Hah! gone? there’s treachery of State in this! 
From her fmall folitary manfion ta’ne, 
Where the liv’dcloyfter’d up, cag’d like a Bird, 
Forc’d thence, and by {tern officers? 
Hirco, what did the people {ay > 
Hirco. Nay, I know not5 
There is but litle truth in what they fay; 
Thetr murmurs are but noife, uncertain, Sir, 
And not to be believ'd? 
Altop. Good Souldier {peak 5 
Deal juftly with my griefs, what did they fay ? 
Hirco. Why,Sir, they talk’d as if--- pray do not hear't. 
All they difcourfe 1s out of rage or drink. 
Altop. 1 pray thee vex me not with thy o’rewife 
Ill-manner’d love; Be clear5 what did they fay ? 
Ramp. Hirco, tell the General! 
Hirco. Why, if you needs will know, ’tis given out 
She was convey’d to the holy Colledge, Sir, a 
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The new Purgation houfe, where witnefles 
Have feverally depos’d fhe was unchatt. 
Altoph. Blitcers and rottenefs confume thy Tongue, 
Vain Villain, thou haft talkt away thy life. | Draws upon hin. 
Brufco. Oh! hold Sir, can you enforce ~ 
A flander from him, and then punifh it > 
Your Sword upon your Vailal too. 
Hirco. If Rogues will bear falfe witnefs, can I help’ts 
Caufe they lofe their Souls, muft I lofe my Life > 
Ramp. Galiotto, the great Favorite, Sir, may be, 
By many arguments, fufpected chief 
In this confpiracy. 
Altop. Thou doft revive 
My jealous fear with truth too naked, and 
Too evident to be conceal’d. What is 
That holy Colledge which he nam’d ? 
Ramp. A place to whip offenders for their luft. 
Altop. O heaven! why is your bufinefs fo remote 
And high, that youcan take no notice of 
Such wrongs as thefe? was fucha houfe thought fie 
To entertain Arthiope? you Fiends 
And Faries rife, take up your dwelling here: 
For all this goodly City Vl convert 
Straight to one fpreading flame, away. 
Kill all you meet, and burnthe reft that are 
Imprifon'd or afleep. 
Rawp. Let’s think of rifling firft, then fire Shops after, 
Though I would fain wear Silks, I donot like 
Flame-colourd Taffata. 
Hirco. Vl to the Mercers ftraight 
And fall a meafuring with my Iron yard. 
Aitops. Why, Brufco, doft thou f{tandfotamely now 3 
As if thon did’ft not feel my injuries ? 
Draw up the fcatter’d Troops that winter’d here 
Since the Jaft Siege. 
Brufco. O Sir! cure your diftemper with 
Your wifer thoughts 5 the Prince you know is here, 
He’s gracious, and will do you right, lofe not 
The fame your noble youth bath juftly gain‘d 
Withone rafh Act, which muft be Treafon call’d 
And fo interpeted by all the Court : 
Then think what danger a comotion here 
Would breed, fince HeIdebrand the Lombards King, 
(Our watchful Enemy .) 1s now within 
Ten leagues ftrongly encamp’d 
Enter a Carthultan, Arthiope, who is held by hin, clothed in 
White, a Taper inhis band, people and boys folloning her. 
4ltop. What means this fad and bafhtul fpectacle ? 
My friends, What penetential Lady’s that 
You wait on with fuch needlefs courtefie > 
Speak, you Sir, can you tell? are you all dumb? [ They run from hin 
Mer’s one whofe habit promifes fo much as afraid. | 
Civility as will afford meareply. [ Speaks to the Carthufian. 
Pray, Sir, in{truct me in this Ladies name, 
And 
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Aw, what’s the caufe (he thus in penance is 
Expos’d to be the publick Scorn. 

Ramp He's a Carthufiax, and by order ty’d 
To filence, Sir, he muft not fpeak. 

Altop. Sure I have had {ome knowledge of her face ! 

Arthiop. °Tis Altophil, the Lord of all my Vows 
Sweet Heaven let fall a cloud and hide me in't. 
That fo my fhame, fince undeferv’d, may be : 
Conceal?d from all but you. I ask not for 
Revenge from men, their juftice I have felt 
So cruel on my felf, that I'll not with 
It now tothofe who thus have injur’d me! 

Altop. Mine Eyes have been too bold 5 
It is not fit they fhould difcover her 
To fo much fhame: But yet, it muft be the. 

O heart! heart / if ever thou wert made for love 
Thou woul’d have broak with half that weight : 
Which hangs upon thee now, Arthiope ! 

Arthiop. Fly! fly! my Lord, and follow not this light 
It is that walking fire which in the night ; 
Mifleadsthe Traveller, and I, like an 
Unwholefom Mift about it, needs muft blaft 
Whon it fhall tempt to wander after me. 

Altop. Stay ! {tay ! tis inftant death to take her hence: 
Though all your Tyrants of the Law were here, 
They fhould fall down, down at her feet and hide 
Their antick faces in the Earth. 

Forgive me, reverend Sir, I know, inthis 

Your Office, you but execute fome high command. 
Lend me this Lady for a fhort difcourfe, 

And, onmy honour, I'll reftore her to 

Your charge : The Law fhall be exactly fatisfi'd. [Takes hera ick 

Arthiop. Sure, Altophil, you lately came from Heaven; 
For this is more than humane courtefie 
To owna lucklefs Virgin, fo much loft 
In forrow and diftrefs ! 

Altop. Preferve thy tears: 

This is a wicked place; fuch pretious drops 
Should not bedew unhallow’d ground, thy infamy 
Is meant to me, and thou art punifh’t for 

My envid love; it muft be fo, the proofs 

Are too apparent that per{wade my faith. 

Arthiop. My (orrows will feem eafie to me, though 
Accompani’d with death, Such is the joy 
I take, that you believe me guitlefs of 
A crime, which, though I blufh to name, yet I 
Muft owne before the World 
In this difgraceful punifhment. 

Altop. And I Arthiope , to vindicate 
Thy fame ( yet fhew obedience to the Laws } 

In thefe injurious penetential weeds , 
Will lead thee boldly tothat Church 
To which thy penance is prefcrib’d5 and there 
I'll marry thee, in {corn of all the dull 
Miftaken 
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Miftaken world, go on————- [shee kneels. 

Arthiop. O! Sir, though { am chafte, 

And to your love moft {trictly true, yet you 

Should have refpect to th’ honour of your houfe, 
Renown'd in War and foreign Courts; ; 

How will it be defil’d when they fhall hear you are ally’d 
Not only unto me, but to my fhame? 

Which 1s a {tain fo deep and publick now, 

That all my tears, though they could fall in fhowrs, 
Will never wath away. 

Altop. Go on; my refolution needs no vows! 

Brufe. Where is your reafon, Sir? 

You that are wife enough to govern Armies in 
Their rage, f{hould have fome care to rule 

Your felf: Though this fair Ladies truth 

And vertues are facred, and firm to our 

Belief; yet in the high importance of 

A Wife, you fhould be fure to match when not 
A fingle ‘ote though ne’re fo weak, could be 
By envy urg’d? 

Arthiop. Sir, you have borrow’d much 
Of time, much have you feen, and {peak from 
Long experience 3 I know 
You love your Duke; therefore in this advice 
You have my thanks fincerely from my foul! 

Altop. Old man, could’{t thou convey thy heart into 
My breaft, and fo poffefs my grief, couldft thou 
With my afflicted eyes behold the great 
Gonfalvo’s daughter, Miftrefs of my life, 

Difgrac’d thus, like the peoples finful off-{pring, 

Here in the ftreet: how would it ftir thy blood, 
When thou didft know her {ufPrance treacheroufly 
Contriv'd by him, whofe malice would have blafted all 
Cur holy vows; [ll not indure’t :—— burn— burn 
The Towns; kill, kill all you meet———_ . 

Hire. Rampino, raife the old Garrifon i’th’ Citadel. 
I'll to the Sconce behind the Bridge! 

Ramp. Since they affect to fee a Souldiers Miftrefs 
In a white fheet, wee'll fee their wives in their 
Smocks too, before night. 

Brufc. Stay! ftay! is this your love unto your General > 
Or thirft to pillage and to bleod. —-_——- 

Arthiop. Sir! let me quench your anger with my tears: 
Let me requelt you on my knees to leave 
Me to mine own misfortune, and the Laws, 

This dangerous act at once wiil violate 
All your Allegiance to the Prince. 

Brufc. Think on your felf; and us that muft depend 
Upon your better hopes! 

Altop.My fair white mourner rife, 

You with your Priefty office, lead the way, 
Tis to the Church, fhe fhall obey the Law. 
Hold high the Taper, and move boldly on; 
That injur’d Hymen is thy Torch, and this 
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My wedding-day, difwade me not, my foul 

Hath vow'd it, and ‘tis feal’d in Heaven, you that 

Affect your General, follow, and afford 

Me ftrait your fhouts of joy. Not wealth, 

Wifdom nor honour, is to me above 

The fame and refolution of my love! [Exeunt omnes. 
Several fhouts are heard within. 


ACT If. SCENE I. 


Enter Brufco, Hirco. 


Brufe. Irco! have you appeas’d the mutiny 
Which by our Generals difcontents 
Were rais’d amongft his friends. 
Hirc. All’s quiet now 3 
They fadly wear their fingers in their pockets, 
Which they did hope fhould have been exercis’d 
In telling Duckets and Chiqueens. [ Enter Rampino. 
Brufc. Rampino! ‘tis fafpected you bring peace! 
Ramp. Two howrs I have been preaching 
Ona ftall, to a Conventicle of courteous Car-men, 
Who take ill, that in fo good a caufe 
They might not joyn with our Caft Troops to pull 
Down prophane houfes and [dolatrous Churches. 
But they’re gone {wearing, and well edified: 
What news? 1s our General matry’d ? 
Brujc. Not yet. 
Ramp. How? oot marry’d? 
Brufc. No, Sir, fome civil {py, who watch’d 
Which way the current of his difcontents 
Would run, convey’d it to the Court, and ftreighe 
The Prince himfelf fent to forbid the Banes. 
Ramp. The Embers are but cover’d yet, I fear 
When they are ftir'd the fire will flame again. 
Brufe. Our Duke did lead the Lady to his houfe5 
Repair’d to Court, where the kind Prince, with 
Praife and joy, receiv’d him in his open arms. 
Ramp. This qualifies the heat of our affairs ! 
Brufe. He then fent out to feck thofe witnefles 
That were fuborn’d again{t his Ladies fame; 
Who, being by fevere enquiry found, 
Were by the Prince examin’d; and awhile 
They juftified their pretious oaths; but till 
Falfhood betrays it felf: for when 
He urg’d for names of perfons, time, and place, 
With doubtful terms, and words disjoynted, they 
Began to {tammer cut their evidence 5 
Then Altophil claims leave he my prefent 
Their worlhips with an odd Engine of pleafure. 
Ramp. Which courteous politicians call a Rock! 


Brufe. The fame and each with painful care , 
Was 
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Was flowly, Sir, wound up. ———— [Call Guard. 
Ramp. Like a huge Jack-weight by a weak fick wench! 
Brufc. Right, Sir, and then they both confefs'd, 

That Saint Galeotto brib’d them to their perjury. 

And know, my wanting men of War, he is* 

By th’ Prince imprison‘d in the Fort. 

Ramp. Brave Prince, by this hand he {hall never want. 
Fir(t, Pl forgive him all my pay then, Hérco, 

Thou fhalt lend him money ! 

Hire. Excufe me, Sir, 

Upon fecurity not els5 I’ve been 

Too often bit that way already. Retire. 

Enter A{coli, Altophil, Galeotto, who is held by the Guard. 

Afcol. Though thou haft fo behav’d thy felf in War 
(Wifely defigning what thy valour wrought) 

That fortune cannot boaft a fhare in thy 

Fam’d victories; yet [ muft chide thee Al/topbil,.- 

Since being mine, and in my bofom lodg’d, 

Thou to a beauty hait thy freedom given, 

E’re my confent had faid thy power was free, 

To give thee from thy felf, or elfe from me. 
4ltop. Sir, 1 have afkt your pardon, and believe 

My joys you did a litle leffen with your frowns, 

To make them by your kindnefs now more full. 
Afcol. This feparation will be fhort, for fince 

Your Miftrefs Zzzocence is by her falfe 

Accufers clear’d to the fufpicious world, 

Your Nuptials I will celebrate, with all 

The glory I can add to th’ triumph of 

A friend; and you, Galeotto, (hall receive 

Such punifhment, as will declare 

My juftice equal to your crime. 

Galeot. Sir, I confefs your favour lifted me 
To hope allyance with the noble Duke; 

Which had I lawfully contriv’ds perhaps 

Th’ambition had not much been blam’d > 

I am too juftly lofts; yet I'l! not beg 

Forgivenefs of your Laws, but of your felf, 

And next my Lord of you; be pleas’d to think 

The wrongs were not of malice, but of pride. 

Altop. Not the Divel himfelf with his long practice 
Had the {kill to lay on me fo great a wrong, 

But [ could pardon it; unlefs when thus 

I fee the vertue of my Miftrefs ftain’d, 

Betray’d to penance too; that was a deed 

The moft cruel would fooner bluth at than commend! 
Galeot. Then I'll provide to fuffer, and to {corn 

That fate, [cannot alter with my prayers! 

Afcol. Thou once the health, art poyfon now to fight; 
‘Tis wholefomer to look upon the Batilitk 
Perfidious to my friend! but where’s Ragone, 

Who went to fetch your Miltrefs altophil 2 

F never faw her yet, truft me you are 

A cunning Lover, that fo long conceal 
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The beauty you adnire.— 
Enter Rangonc, Arthiope, richly attir’d. 
Rangon. Madam! your fweetnefs doth deterve the beft 
Of joys, and I have brought you where they are. 
Afcol. Woat tight is this, which e’re the day is {pent 
Breaks like a {econd morning to our eyes? 
All other beauty feems but like a fhade. 
Rang. You fent me for this Lady, Sir, will you 
Not {peak to her? fee where fhe kneels! 
Afcol. O! rife! if T have trefpafs'd by neglect, 
Forgive in pard’ning me, your beauty too, 
Which fore’d my wonder to adore a while 
What I (perhaps) by rules of courtefie 
Should firft falute. 
Arthi. Sir, though I never fear’d my ftock 
OF modefty fo fmall, that I could want 
It for my neceflary ufe; yet I 
Shall need to borrow bluthes, if you lay 
More beauty to my charge than [ dare own. 
Afcol. Where have I liv’d that I could never 
Hear {weet mufick until now? O Altophil! 
I find the treafure of thy love fo great, 
Thar were it mine, I fhould not blame 
The envy of a friend, fince from excefs 
Of judgment, when it values things.at full, 
Our envy grows. 
Altop. What means the Prince ? 
4fcol. Was fhe thought fit 
T indure the rigour of perverted law? 
Convey that Traitor hence, and never more 
Prefume to fet,thy treacherous foot upon 
The confines of my Land! 
Arthi. If you'll vouchfafe to make my mercy an 
Example, Sir, to yours, [ fhall forgive 
His cruelty. 
Afcol. It were an injury to Heaven 5 
Away, when next in my dominions t behold 
Thy loathed face, thy life is forfeited. 
Galeot. Sir, 1 pre(tume you'l! think my daughter had 
No (hare 1p my acknowledg’d crime, therefore 
It were not like your ufnal juftice, the 
fhould fiffer in my punifhment. 
Afcol. She is too good for thy fociety : 
Her vertues fhall preferve her ftill. 
Galeot. Peace crown you here, and victory abroad. ——— 
[Exit with the Guard, 
Ajcol. Know, Altophil, I have no thoughts which are 
So fecret to my felf, but [ dare truft 
Thy knowledge with them, and reft fafe. 
Why then thould thy intentions or defires 
Be hid from me? [ fain would know thy 
Thoughts, thy private thoughts. 
Will you difcover’em my sltophil 2 
Altop. Sir, I was born to follow your commands : 
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Afk what you pleafe; if I want knowledge how 
To fatisfie your doubt, I'll {tudy to know more. 

Afcol. Is it decreed by the refolv’d authority 
Of Heaven, (which no mediation here on earth 
Can e’re difwade or alter) that you needs 
Mult marry fair Arthiopa? 

Altop. | lookt for comfort, Sir, 

From your confent, not trouble from your doubts. 

Afcol. Is it inevitable then, as the 
Conjunctions of the pow’rful Planets are 35 
Speak, muft it be? Is it decreed? 

Altop. It is: and naught can alter it but death. 

Afcol. How hardly then hath nature dealt with us: 
For we are Prifoners all5 all circum(crib’d, 
And to our limits ty’d: the fortunate, 

And lucklefs, are alike; for thou art with 
As {trict neceflity unto thy happinefs 
Confin’d, as others to their evi! fate. 

Altop. To be her Prifoner, Sir, is more than 
To be free: nor canI with my bondage off, 
Whilft [ am fetter’d in her arms. 

Afcol You'll give me leave 
To try how far your Miftrefs hath engag’d 
Her faith, and not be jealous, A/tophil. 

Altop. Vl truft fach vertue with mine enemy. 

LAfcoli withdraws with Arthiopa. 
Where is a Lovers wealth? what joy 
Ts there of beauty, when conceal’d, more than 
Of Jewels in the dark? and when reveal’d 
We ftand the hazard of anothers claim. 
Rang. | do not like this alteration in the Prince, 
If he doth love, I fear it is too late. 

Afcol. Oh do not promife fo much comfort in 
Your looks, and in your language, breathe difpair 5 
’Tis like fantaftick april, that e’re while 
With gawdy Sun-beams {mil’d upon the Spring, 

And in a minutes {pace gathers a black 
Thick clowd about his brow to make a ftorm5 
Have you no pity Jeft? 

Arthi. My pity, Sir, you'll hardly entertains 
Since it muft come alone without relief! 

Afcol. Why were you trufted with fuch beauteous wealth, 
And make fuch hafty bargains for your felf? 

Could you have {kill to know the value of 
Your Jove, and give it all away at once? 

Arthi. Sir, I befeech you do not urge me 
To deny, what in your gentle clemency 
You fhould forbear to afk; Heav’n made my vows, 

And they are Altophils. 

Afcol. No more, my trefpafs, Pll decline, though I 
Augment my griefs, my Altophil, farewell; (Takes him by the hand- 
When thou doft hear I’m fick 3 think what difeafe 
Arthiopa’s negle& might once have bred 
In thee, then mourn me at that rate; 
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Ravevre fo\low me. 

Altoph. Pmas unfortunate as fhe is fair. 
But yet te Prince is noble, and he may 
Digeft thie ft that fhakes him out of frame: 

Thefe Gentlemes havefhar’d with methe tharp 

Calamities of Wars give them yourhand. [[ Brufco. Ramp. Hirc. 

Take care my valiant friends here inthe Town; kifs her hand. | 

You give example ofa fober difcipline. [Exexnt Altophil, Arthiopa. 
Brufe. A rare Creature. 

Ramp. No {weet meat in the World 
Is like the Conferve of a Ladies hand. 

Hirco. She'll think ot’h Hircos this Twelvemonth by way 
Of a full bufs; [laid it roundly on. 

Ramp. You come after me, and kifs but her Writt, 

Her hand was melted before into my mouth, ah! — [Enter Frifklin. 
Brufc. What Planet-{truck. [ Ram. Spies bine and falls back. 
Hirco. *Tishis Tayler, he owes him money. 

Ramp. How did the Rafcal find me out? I fhift 
My lodging as often as conveniently 
Ican remove my Trunks; thrice in two days 5 
Would’s needle {tuck acrofs his Throat. 

Frisk, Signior Rampino 

Ramp. Signior Frisklin I thought it fhould be you. 
And how dear heart, and how, how does thy Wife > 
My god-Son too at Nurfe, I’ve a Silver Whiftle 
For him, tis coming in the Generals Waggon. 

Frisk. All weil Signior. But do the Wars thrive Sir ? 

Is there any money flirring ? 

Ramp. Some of us have had fome plunder in private: 

And keeping the Kays of other mens Trunks 

Can know a Ducket from a Doyt. We have 

Mauld King Hezldebrand. 

Frisk. We hear heis incamp’d fome Ten leagues hence. 

Ramp. Yes, we have put him to his Sallades, like 
A faucy Frog on another mans Medow. 

Frisk, Signior there’s an old debt! 

Ramp. Do'ft think I have forgot it ? I prethee 
What {kirt’s in fafhion now ; the Jacket-way, 

Downto the hams ? 

Frisk. Eight Sir, and fhort. But Sirthe debt is long. 

Ramp. I, I, with all my heart 5 how are their Cloaks ? 

A Square full Cape. 

Frisk. Juft as you lefte’m, Sir, 

Wou!d you would think upon yaur debt. 

Ramp. Doft think 1 donot; I prethee bring me buta pattern of 
A Field Coat, I’d wear it loofe. I pray Gentlemen know my 
Friend; believ’t 'd rather fee him fit crofi-leg’d then any 
Man in Lombardy; bis Thimbdte on, and’s Needle thus 
He'll run a tilt through cloath two Inches thick. 

Brusk. Is he fo excellent? he fhall make my Cloaths. 

Hirco. And mine too if he pleafe. 

Frisk. Have they any forts, Sir, arethey well {tor’d? 

Ramp. A brace of rich clofe curmudgingly fellows. 
Thou fee’lt they care not what their outfide 1s, 
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So their pockets be well lind. 

Frisk, It feems they area little carelefs, Sir, indeed. 
Where is your Lodging now ? 

Ramp. It may be inmy Summer Manfion near 
The Palace-yard, till fix a clock at night, 

But then I muft remove ; the Fidlers do 

So often waken me with their grating Grydirons, 

And good morrows, I cannot fleep for them; 

I'll fend thee word where I hall fix. 
Frisk. And you'll remember, Sir, my bill ? 
Ramp. Dott think Pll fail ? 

I prethee bring thy Weightsalong with thee, 

We may chance wrangle els about light Gold! 

Frisk. Y’are welcome, Sir, to Town. 

Ramp. Away, left we be vext again with new 
Solicitors for the old Caufe. [ Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Galeotto, Gandolpho, Morello. 

Galeotto. Is Amaranta {ent for by the Prince > 

Morells. Sheis, but for what caufe I could not learn; 
My Brother, whom your former bounties have 
Prefer’d, and late made Captain of the Fort, 

Iscome, Sir, to bewail your miferies , 
And to make proffer of his fervice to you. 

Gandol. My Lord from low defervings you have rais’d 
Me tothe beft command, this place affords 
A Souldiers hope, but if my life can pay 
Your bounty, [ will keep it for that ufe. 

Galeot Your Naturesare fo thankful, Gentlemen, 

For little courtefies, that I am taught, 
If ever I can reach my former power, 
T’oblige my friends with greater benefits. 

Morel. My Lord, your wifdom hath the fkillto cure 
Diftempers, ftronger than your fortune feels. 

Galeotto. The Princes favour turns to a difeafe 
When our ambitious greedinefs he feeds, 

Tillit does furfeit with his love: and ftill 

The medicine for that ficknefs we apply 

Like Weapon-falve, not to our felves but him, 

Who was the Sword, which made the Wound; and this 
State medicine is our feeming induftry, 

When with falfe cares refembling fale alarms, 

We himof dangers warn when none are near 5 

Whilft futors wake, we, with our undifturb’d 
Authority, fleep fafely and at eafe, 

And, to content our {elves, the world difpleate. 

Morel. Gandolpho, thefe wife leQures fhew a brain 
Which will preferve him, fpight of pow’r; my Lord, 
My Brother is your own, and we will fhare 
The hazards of your fortune. 

Galeotto. The Captain hath a valiant Soul, andI 
Perhaps fhall ufe him ina dark defign, 

Which with fuccefs may richly pay his love. 

Gandol. When of my faith you are moft confident, 
You can’t expe fo much as I'll perform. 

Galeot. Enough 


Galeot. Enough, Atorello, Sir, fhall undertake 
For my belief to all you dare 
Make promife of, if you will pleafe to bring 
Me to the Port, where now the remnant of 
My time conitrains me to a fhort farewel, 
Pil breathe my love, and bufinefsto you both. 
Enter Altophil, Arthiope. 
Altop. The Count Ravgone from the Prince is at 
My Gates, and happily arriv’d I hope; 
For though we live as in a Covent here, 
You asmy Nun, to morrow may proclaim 
This houfe a Court, and you my cheerful Bride. 
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Arthiop. The frowns of Heaven are to the vertuous like 
Thofe thick dark Clouds, which wand’ring Seamen fpy, 


And often thew the long expected Land 


Is near. [ Enter Rang. Amar. her face vail’2. 


Rang, Felicity and everlafting fame 
Betide the Noble General : thus I 
Am bid falute you from our gracious Prince. 
Altop. {am the.Creature of his Power and Will. 
Rang. I with this gentle greeting, muft prefent 
The richeft treafure Natureinher Jaft 
Declining {tock of beauty could afford 
The world ; behold it and admire 
Her Eyes difolving thus in tears, fhould teach 
Your heart to melt, for know, moft cruel Lord, 
She chaftly has lamented for your love. 
Altop. Alafs! unlucky Maid ! how can your griefs 
Expect comfort from him, who knows not how 
He can redrefs his own? 
Amar. Yet, Sir, I hope *tis in your 
Power t’excufe th’ unwilling error of 
My modefty; I furely am the firft 
Sad Lady that has been conftrain’d to feek 
Her Lover, and then wooe himtoo 3 but ’tis 
The Prince hath forc’d me hither to nourifh my 
Affection with your fight, which elfe 
Had been conceal’d, and with your fhadow fed. 
Arthio. Fair i wantal mult needs lament 
The malice of your fortune, though 
My pity fhews unkindnefs to my felf. 
Rang. Sir, my Commiflion is to afk, if you 
Can love, and entertain this Lady for 
Your wifes and our kind Prince, befides the forfeited 
Pofleffions of her Fathers wealth, will to 
Her Dowry add honours, and Lands until 
You fhare his dignity. 
Altop. Too foon this am’rous Riddle is refolv'd 5 
He has defign’d this Lady for my wife, 
To make his way more eafy to Arthiope. 
Arthio. O! Altophil! were I not well 
Inftructed in your loyalty, how foon 
Her beauty and thefe foothing hopes, would fend 
Me cold into the Arms of Death > 


[Vxvails, Amar. who weeps. 


Altop. Sir, 
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Altop. Sir, you mutt carry to the Prince, what I 
Ne’re usd to fend 5 a harfh denyal of 
His fute; which give me leave to fay, is too fevere. 
Amar. How am [ lately hard’ned with the ufe 
Of forrows, that I thus can liften to ; 
My angry doom, and live? 
Rang. Summon your wife 
And kinder thoughts, and fend fuch anfwer back, 
As [ may joy in the delivery 5 
And foon procure a mutual happinefs. 
Altop. To court me to a better knowledge of my blifs, 
Than I already underftand, 
Were but a vain atcempt; I am refolv’d 
Within the chalte embraces of thefe arms, 
To live or dye. 
Amar. My ears have forfeited their faculty 5 
Why fhould they ftill preferve their fence, that could 
Not for a while be deaf, but needs muft hearken 
To my evil fate? 
Rang. Sir, pardon my obedience to my Prince, 
For I muft execute a harfh command. 
You of the Guard Jay hold upon the Duke. [Enter Guard and feixe 
Altop. Fear not, Arthiope; {ome joy remains Altop. 
Yet in the hope they will not fever us. 
Rang. She 1s my Prifoner, Sir, 
And muft to Court, whilft you and Amaranta {tay 
Confin’d together in this houfe. 
Altop. O crvel Prince! 
Arihi. Left we fhould courage have t’expect an end 
OF our calamities, this way was found 
To make us yet more certain of difpair. 
Rang. In this, Sir, you perceive the intricate, 
And pow’rful influence of love, which doth 
Pervert moft righteous natures to attempt 
Unjuft defigns. His God-head is not fully known, 
And all his myfteries but imperfectly 
Are taught: for I am chare’d to fay this new 
Conttraint is but the firft experiment 
To try if you to Amaranta can 
Pay equal love for hers, and fair Arthiope 
Wi!l to the Prince return th’affection which 
The truth of his may challenge as a debt? 
Arthi. O, my true Lord, {hall we never meet again, 
And interchange the ftory of our loves, 
Which {till we found fo like, as if we two 
Had but one heart, wherein we gave them forms? 
Altop. ’Twere fin to have no hope, we'll change 
Our ftaves, for there are many more will 
Gladly take protection of our Loves. 
Rang. My time was limited; your Miltrefs is 
Become my charge, and muft to Court. 
Arthi. Sir, give me leave but to falute this Lady, 
Whofe friendfhip, though of noble worth, I fhall 


Too foon receive, too foon (I fear) forfake ; 
Yo 
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You, gentle Amerantz, mult enjoy 

Your blefled habitation here, here with my Lord, 

Whom I would fain commend, not to 

Your care, but your negleét, for know, 

We in our Virgin bafhfulnefs efteem 

Solicitation, and addrefs a more 

Undoubted fin than our difdain. 
Amar. Madam! I’m here a prifoner too, and will 

Expect, like others, in harth times diftreft, 

His pity, not relief; I'll hope for that, 

If you'll permit it without jealoufie. 
Arthi. Preferve mein your kind remembrance, A/tophil. 
Altop. What other ufe have I of memory > : 
Arthi. Sir! { am loth to leave this Lady here, 

Imprifonment is cruel to a Mayd; 

Was it the Princes will fhe needs mutt ftay ? 
Rang. Yes, I receiv’d it in a {trict command. 
Arthi. In pity, Altophil, VM hide mine eyes 5 

For though they have unhappy been to me, 

Yet I to them will not fo cruel be 

As to permit, they heedful view fhould take 

Of all thy love, and muft at once forlake.  [Exeunt Rang. Arthi, 
Altop. Since, Amaranta, we are here inclos’d, 

AndI muft learn to wooe with love impos’d 5 

Let us contrive a way of wooing {o, 

That from conftraint love may to freedom grow. 

Our mortal love (which narrowly extends 

No farther than life’s leafe, and quickly ends) 

We will draw out to vaft eternity 5 

But to begin that progrefs, we muft dy. 
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Enter Brufco, Rampino, Hirco, their Swords drawn, a noife of 
Drums first heard afar off: 


Ramp. LI’s loft, the Town’s furpris’d, we are betray’d, 
A And by the Traitor Galeotto fold to Heildebrand 
The Lombards King; to whom Morello (falle 
As his falfe Lord) gave in the darkeft hour, 
Of night, a fecret entrance through the Weltern Port. 
Hirco. No hope is left? the Citadel’s betray’d. 
Brufco. Patt all recovery? Gandolpho, he 
Who was prefer’d to the command of it 
Some two hours fince, by the falfe favourite , 
Has, like a treacherous Coward, fold ft to 
The Lombards King, who hath not overcome 
But {toln us to captivity. 
Ramp. What crowfie ignorance poflefs'd the Prince 
To trutt, with fuch important power, one whom 
He knew a Subject to that Villains will ? 


Braje. 1, there bis reafon fhew’'d her felf bewitch’d, 
Wher 
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When he had banifht Galeotto, and 

Incens’d his very foul to all malignity, 

That his invenom’d gall could e’re produce} 

Then to put truft in thofe he had prefer’d? [Enter Rangone. 

Rang. O Gentlemen! to what unfeafonable ufe 
Doe you advance your Swords, as if you meant 
To make the furtous Victor {port? when we 
Are fo much paft the likelihood of help, 

That all refiftance you can thew, is but 
To haften now the flav’ry of your lives! 

Brujc. If Chanels muft o’reflow with blood 5 
Their veins, who come to empty ours, fhall open too. 

Ramp. Why thould we calmly dye, as if we meant 
To breathe our fighing Souls out in our fleep, 
Departing with lefs noife than men who dream 
They dye? let’s venture to regain the Fort. 

Hirco. Well if we mutt fall, it is as good 
We doit climbing, as thus {tanding ftill. 

Rang. Your forces are too weak, ’tis fortified 
Already with two Regiments of Switz. 

I know you think I am as much enclin’d 

To hazard, as that man, who dares the moft 
In glory or revenge: but this attempt 

Will only ferve t’incenfe ftern Hesldebrand, 
Againft our Prince and A/tophils who with 
Arthiopa are prifoners now, and given 

To Galeotto’s power, as a reward 

Firft promis’d him to purchafe his loft faith. 

Brufc. The Prince, our General, and his Miftrefs too3 
All ta’ne? the deftinies are grown too cruel, [Drum afar off: 
Stand clofe, and make this paflage good. 

Enter Heildebrand, Galeotto, Morello, Gandolpho, Souldiers. 

Heil. What furious fools are thefe, who being but 
A {catter'd remnant of difcourag’d {trength, 

Prefume defiance ftill, when all the reft 
Have fafely yielded to our power? Bid them 
Submit, and give their weapons up. 

Galeot. Why, Gentlemen, will you thus vainly tempt 
A danger from his wrath, who {till forbears 
Deftruction where his mercy is implor’d? 

Prefent him your unprofitable {words, 
And I'l procure a full affurance of 
Your lives and liberties. 

Rang. Kindnefs founds harfhly from a Traitors tongue, 
If you had {till been loyal to your Prince, 

Such mediation had been out of ule. 

Galeot. This language is too bold; it does denote 
Your anger great, and your difcretion {mall : 

But fuch untimely choler, know, I can 
As eafily forgive as fcorn; and will 
Advife you by fubmiffion, to enjoy 
Your lives, and to continue free. 

Morel. The counfel that he gives you is 
Not fit to be refus’d. , 


Gandol. 
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Gandol. You, brothers of the Camp, is it not better 
To live and {pend your pay, when you can get it, 
Than dye, and hav’t laid out in Funeral plums > 
Heilde. If y’are in love with death, we can afford 
It you with taking but a little pains; if you'll 
Deferve to live, you fhall enjoy the fame 
Conditions we afford the Town; be free, 
And ftill protected by your former laws; 
But firft yield up your Swords. 
Braj. Our {words are all our wealth, take thofe away 
And we are left to poverty and fhame. 
Heil. Your grant already hath allow’d our Citizens 
The prefervation of their Lands and Goods. 
Ramp. Shall Souldiers fare worfe than dealers in {mall wares > 
Heil. The tribute of your arms we'll but pofléfs 
Till night, and then, on the honour of a King, 
They fhall be all reftor’d. 
Rang. In our refiftance, Gentlemen, vainly 
We give away our lives; let us preferve 
Them rather for our Princes future ufe. 
Brufc. Since ‘tis decreed, make anfwer as you pleafe. 
Rang. Upon your Kingly word we yield! 
Heil. Difarm, and lead them to the Citadel, 
Where, when you have enroll’d their names, take care 
That our engagement be made good. [The Souldiers take away their 
Ramp. I pray look to the Ribband on the hile, Swords. | 
It wasa Widows favour. ExitRang. Brufc. Ramp. Hirc. Souldiers. 
Heil. Where, Galeotto, are your prifoners > 
Galeot. Safely confin’'d in my own houfe, and now 
(Great Sir) according to your Royal grant, 
I crave the full difpofing of their lives. 
Heil. Take our confent, we cannot Je{[en what 
At firft our bounty did affure; but then 
Your fecret promife muft be ftraight perform’d, 
Galeot. At night, or Jet me forfeit all your truft. 
Heil. Lead to the City-Senate, that we may 
Receive their homage, and confirm their Laws. 
Still wear your fecret promife in your thoughts: [Exeunt. 
Enter Amaranta, Phoebe. 
Pheb. Madam, your litle Coufin, Oraa, is 
Without, and comes to vifit you. 
Amar. Attend her in. . [Exit Phebe. 
This dreadful {torm of War has frighted her. 
Can childhood, ina Cloyfter bred, fear danger 3 
Not being grown to the unhappy fence 
Of love neglected and difdain’d. [Enter Orna. 
Orna. How doe you, Madam? 
Amar. Alas, fweet Coufin, you look pale. 
Orna. We have been praying all night in the Nunnery 
For fear of the Souldiers. 
Amar. The Souldiers will not hurt ye. 
Orna. 1 hear they are cruel black men, Coufin. 
Amar. Fear nothing, you are fafe. 
Orna. I dare {tay any where but in the dark: 
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Amar. You come in feafon hither 5 prethee fing 
That Song which Garth2 taught thee e’re fhe dy’d. 

Orna. I'm out of breath. 

Amar. Paufe and recover it. 


The Song. 


Orna. Run to Loves Lott'ry! Run, Maids, and rejoyce: 
When, drawing your chance, you meet your own choices 
And boaft that your luck you help with defign, 

By praying croff-leg’d to old Bifhop Valentine. 
Heark, heark! a Prize is drawn, and Trumpets found! 
Tan, ta,ra, ra, ra! 
Tan, ta, ra, ra, rad 
Heark Maids! more Lots are drawn! Prizes abound. 
Dub! duba, duba, dub! the Drum now beats! 
And, duba, duba, dub, Eccho repeats. 
As if at night the God of War had made 
Loves Queen a skirmiffp for a Serenade. 
Hafte, hafie, fair Mayds, and come away! 
The Prieft attends your Bridegrooms ftay. 
Rofes and Pinks will be ftrewn where you gos 
Whilft I walk in fhades of Willow, Willow. 
When I am dead let him that did flay me, 
Be but fo good as kindly to lay me 
There where neglected Lovers mourn, 
Where Lamps and hallow’d Tapers burn, 
Where Clerks in Quires fad Dirges ling, 
Where fweetly Bells at burials ring. 
My Rofe of youth is gon, 
Witherd as foon as blown! 
Lovers go ring my knell! 
Beauty and Love farewel! 
And le(t Virgins forfaken 
Should, perhaps, be miflaken 
In feeking my grave, Alas! let them know 
I lye near a fhade of Willow, Willow. 
Enter Page. 

Page. Madam, your Father expects you in the Garden. 

Amar. 1 fear his pity of me will undo him. 

Orna. I pray defire him to fpeak to the King, 

That the Souldiers may leave drumming. I’m fure 
We can’t fing Matins for’em in the Nunnery. 

Amar. Come Coufin, I will teach you $rief betimes, 
Left when your growth admits of love, it then 
Should meet you unprepar’d. [ Exennt. 

Enter Afcoli, Altophil, Arthiope, their arms bound. 
Afcol. My fall from Sov’reign title and command, 
My lofs of that which nature worft can mifs, 
Delightful liberty; thus being bound 
And fold, like a cheap flave 5 
Not all thefe fufPrings make me mourn fo much, 
As did that feparation when I 
A while divided you from each others fight, 
Yet 
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Yet when I {aw your faiths were both oblig’d, 
And to your vertues knit, then, Altophil, 
I did refign my nuptial hopes, and gave 
Her loyalty the praife, and rev’rence due 
Even to a Saint. 

Arthi. Your ufage, Sir, I have confefs’d 
Was noble, though-unfortunate, and I 
Shall fcarce find tears enough left to 
Lament my own Captivity! when I 
Behold my mourning Lords and yours. 

Altop. Would there were here 
Some flowry bank, fhaded with Cyprefs: 
Ewe and Sycamore, whofe melancholy brow 
Hung o’re a little difcontented brook, 

Which murmur’d ftill, as if it wifely knew 

It travell’d to fome River that muft foon 

Convey it to theSea; where they would both, 
Involv’d with troubled waves, be loft. Here we 
Would fit, comparing mighty Courts to greater Seas, 
Where Lovers like fmall Rivolets are vex’d 

A while and then o’rewhelm’d. A rural refidence 
Near Woods and Meads, though it be humble, is 
The place where we might love, and be fecure. 

Arthi. Why then did my too valiant Father, and 
Your felf, difquiet all the peaceful world 
With hunting after fame? loaden and crufh’d 
In heavy Armour for the chafe of it; 

Toyling to get us fo much eminence 
As fince has ruin’d our content? oh that 
We firft had met in Shepherds homely weeds! 

Altop. 1, my Arthiope, or that we now 
Might fo enjoy our liberty 5 then if 
Ambition did inflame my thoughts to aim 
At victories, I fhould not combate for a Crown, 

But wreftle for fome Chaplet wreath’d by you. 

Afcol. How kindly I 
Should take it from the Celeftial pow’rs, if they 
Would make your ayrie wifhes real truths 
And me fome Neighbouring Villager, who came 
Gladly to wonder at your loves, and court 
The beauties of your Miftrefs mind, my <ltophil, 
Such Rivalfhip is noble, though ‘tis new. 

Enter Galeotto, Gandolpho, Morello, Souldiers, 

Altop. Appear, and let thy rage inflict her worfts 
How weak, dull Traitor, all thy mifchiefs are, 
Who canft invent no other punifhment 
To quit thy Daughters ftill neglected love, 

But what we'll fuffer, and embrace with fcorn. 

Afcol. Perform thy malice; come, that we may 
Smile to think how after ages will record 
Thy deeds in fcornful proverbs to exprefs 
Difloyalty. 

Arth. Ard Maids, when they but hear thy name, 
Shall crofs themfelves in fuperftitious fear. 
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Morel. Thefe are but crabbed Complements 

To him who has your lives at his Command. 
Galeot. Right Sir, if I could eafily remove 

My gall from off my Liver to my Hearts 

But now I take no joy in bitternefs : 

Thus I reguite their wrath, unbind them ftreight. [| Souldiers un- 
Altop. How’s this? what may thiscourtefie portend? bind ther.] 
Galeot. Watt not your wonder, Sir; it isnodream. 
Altop. His finful Nature is converted fure ? 

Galeot, Now being all made free, you 4/tophil, 

And fair Arthiope, have but exchang’d 

Thefe Fetters, to be joyn’d ineverlafting Bonds; 

Start not, they are but Matrimonial Cords ; 

And eafie to be worn, though ne’re unti'd: 

Such Manacles you'll gladly enter in. 

Arth. My prayers did find the neareft way to Heaven: 

How quickly they were heard > 
Altop. Thofe ftains are all 

Wip’d off, which did disfigure thee, thy brow 

Is quite unwrinckJed, and ts grown fo fmooth, 

That thou wilt hardly know it in thy Glafs, 

Afcol. Galeotto ! this reftores thee to my kind 

Efteem again; whilft I behold their happinefs, 

I can forgive thy Treafon unto me. 

Galeot. Convey thofe Lovers to their Bridal-Chamber, 

And let the Cerimonial rites be fuch asT diretted. 
Altop. Come my Arthiope, gladnefs muft leave 

No room for Virgin-blufhesin thy Cheeks. (Ex. Morel. Altop.Arthi. 
Afcol. Is my empleyment void, muft I not go 

And help to Celebrate this blefled hour ? 

Galeot. No Sir, you havea greater bufinefs of your own, 

And may be thought as happy too, 

If you will prove as wife in your confent, 

As I am kind in what [ ftreight fhall offer. 

Afcol. Inftru& me better what you mean. 
Galeot. You fee how your moft rig’rous doom upon 

My perfonand my wealth, enfore’d me to 

Such waysin my revenge, as fince have made 

Me apt for more ambitious hopes than thofe 

1 loft: This froward Duke held my alliance in 

Difdain: Now heis more in my contempt 5 

For you (his mafter, Sir, ) I think 

Fitter Cimbrace my daughter asa wife. 

Afcol. There’s myftery in this difcourfe! 
Galeot. “Tiseafic Sir, when you conceive, that I 

By marriage have remow'd Arthiope, 

From your poffeflion. 

Afcol. But [ have made a vow 

Since the feverely did refiufe the firft 

Moft Lawful paffions that f ever felt, 

All other beauty fhall appear too late, 

Galeot. Fhofe are raft vows, which lovers 
In difpair, or Chaler make. 
Confider, this pertorn’d, my power with Heiliebrand 
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May lieep you yet ia youf domininns free, 
Some ltttle yearly tribute being paid. 

Afcol. Ve isnot in your power to:force my love > 

Galeot. Sir, if I fhould, it were but juftice, and 
Divine 5 fince in my abfence you confpir’d 
Tinforce the Duketo make my daughter his, 

That your defires might fuffer no impediment, 
When they fhould court Arthiope. 

Afcol Thou rudely doft awake 
Thofe thoughts, which fain would fleep ; I'll hear no more. 

Galeot. Go! bind him then/ and lead him where he was 
Before reltrain’d; you fhall have time to meditate 
And make your refolutions of more worth. 

Gandol. My Lord! I'll watch him like your Sentinel. 

Afcol. Slave! doft thouufe me as fond Children do 
Their Birds, fhew me my freedom ina String 3’ 

And when thou ft play’d with me a while, then pull 

Me back again, to languifh in my Cage? 

This infolence will make thee chief in Hell 
Enter Hirco, Frifklin. 

Frisk, Well, this is a good King, the Laws fhall have 
Their courfe 5 it matters not who Reigns, as long 
As every one may come by his own! if 
Signior Rawpino pay me not, I can 
Arreft him now. 

Hirco. Signior Frisklin, y’are in the right. 

For thus to faill his day, is a moft vild thing. 
Heaven will ne’ar blefs him. 

Frisk. Never, ‘tis impoflible he fhould cometo good 
That fails his day. Heaven keep my friends 
From failing of their day! 

Hirco. Who would have thought, ’thad bin fo great a fin? 

But the truth is, I n’er {tudi’d the Cafuifts. 
All that Iread isinthe Mufter- book. 

Frisk, But as you told us, Sir, is he fo great 
Already with the King? 

Hirco. Upon my honour he fent him juft now 
A Sword for a Prefent, and this to me, 

Becaufe [am his friend! 

Frisk. Yours ( Seignior ) is not very rich! 

Hirco. No, aplain Vandal hilt, twas his great Grandfires. [ Exter 
I’ve told your friends here, how much you are Ram. | 
In favour now at Court, and they rejoice 
Kindly at it. Bear up, and make tt good. 

Frisk. Sir, we have reafonto be glad, I pray 
How cam’t about? may we learn alittle 
Of the {tate devices? 

Ramp. Troth partly merit, for you know 
I wear my cloaths as well as another man5 
Befides I had the luck to be moft near 
Akin to him who did betray the Fort. 

Frisk. Ah! Signior! if you could have betrai‘d it 
Your felf, then we had been all made. 

Ramp. Well! there’s no time loft, we may have occafioa 
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To betray fomewhat hereafter ; men that 
Will rife, muft not be tender of 
Their !abour and good will! 

Frisk. Signior/ y’are in the right: 
For if we labour in our Calling, Heaven 
Will help usto betray fomething or other 
For our good. 

Ramp. Signior Frisklin, I oweyou 
For much profitable counfel. 

Frisk: I, Sir, and mony for other things! 

Ramp. We'll talk of that anon. 

It thall coft me four Duckets but [’ll 

Get thy Picture, and by thy fide I'll have 
Young Tony, thy Son drawn too, 

Eating of Cherries ina green Coat. 

Frisk. Signior! this was the day you promis’d me? 

Ramp. 1, d’ you hear, you fhall work for the King. 

Frisk, Who: ISir. Alas. 

Ramp. Come, it muft be fo, his Taylor dy’d this morning. 

Frisk. I pray Signior. 

Hirco. *Tis very true, 

He fell mad with {tudying of new fafhions. 

Frisk. I fhall be thankful if you'll ufe your pow’r. 

Ramp. You canith long vacation every year 
Travelto Paris, and inftruct your felf 
In the neweft mode and the beft cut? 

Frisk. [have a Brother lives there, Sir. He is 
A Shoo-maker, and lately fent me Poft 
A pattern of the fineft Spur-leathers5 
°Twas fo admir’d at Court. 

Ramp. Write for him ftraight he thall be prefer’d toe, 
If he be known fo trim at’s payring knife, 

He cannot mifs th? reverfion of that place. 

Frisk. If the houfe of the Frisklin’s rife, your Sons 
Sha’not want. They fhall be Pages, Sir, to mine. 
Signior, my Money’s due fince Lammas laft. 

Ramp. Um f{tudying to prefer your wife 
At Court: if fhe will chufe any employment 
In the Queens fide, her hopes ftand tair, the Queen 
Lies in at Afantua: let me fee what think 
You of a Rockers place to the young Prince. 

Frisk. Why truly, Sir, if fhe may carry my 
Small Son along, I would be Joth to leave him 
Behind in a Jone houfe. 

Ramp. You muft by him a new hat, and d’you hear 
Let him abftain from Ginger-bread, ‘twill {poil 
His growth. 

Frisk. A litle, Sir, onholy days. 

Ramp. You will be felf will’d. 

Frisk, He always had a care of my Son. 

Ramp. You may vifit me tomorrow 
And know more. 

Frisk, Vl bring my meafure with me. Tis two years 
SinceI wrought for your Worfhip! 


Ramp. Do, 
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Ramp. Do, do, farewell! Hirco make hafte, and thitt the Air B aS 
There’s nothing fo unwholfom, after fafting, 
As the breath of Creditors. [ Bocenne: 
Enter Morello, Altophil, Arthiope. 
Altoph. Rich Perfian Hangings, Venetian Tapers, the Bed tuo 
Of Italian Nuns embroidery, purl’d and imbo(s’d. 
Galeotto {hews his bounty great to deck 
Our Bridal Chamber, with fuch foreign pomp ; 
But where’s the Prieft, who with his holy words 
Should make us fit to enter here? 
Morel. Roting the Pig he receiv’d in his Jatt Tythes. 
Altoph. Your mirth isfomewhat ftrange: does it become vou ? 
Morel. How little are you practis'd in the affairs 2 
And fouls of men, to think this fumptuous Bed 
Within, and Furniture could entertain an Enemy 2 
Altoph. For whom was it prepar’d ? 
Morel. For mighty Heildebrand, the Lumbard’s King, 
Who, when he gave the Prince and you to be 
Obedient Pris’ners to my Matters will, 
Receiv'd a promife that th’enfuing night, 
He {nould enjoy this Lady in his Arms. 
4rthio. Ay me! what prodigies are here > 
Altoph. Villain, take that for thy intelligence. [ Strikes hin. 
Morel. So fierce in your rewards! What hoa! feize onthe Duke, 
Then bind him; andthe Ladytoo... [Enter souldiers and lay bold on 
Altoph. My Cenfeis with affliction fo much dull’d, (hima. 
That injury is now become my fport. 
What follows? I befeech you to proceed. 
Morel. Souldiers avoid the room. [ Exeunt Souldiers. 
Know Sir, the wife Galeotto to advance 
His gratitude, with wit and novelty, 
To his new Matter, the victorious King, 
Ordain’d that you, this Ladies Lover, fhould. 
Upon your knees prefent her to his arms. 
Your proud neglect of Amarantha then 
He jultly has repay’d. 
Altoph. O! damn’d infernal Dog! 
Morel. '\\ leave you Sir, take leifure, and refolve 
T’ accept of this employment, or todye. [ Exit. 
Altoph. How divers are the changes of his tyranny 3 
Ere while he flatter’d us with pleafant fhows 
Of comfortable hope, then fuddenly 
Prefeots us with more horrid forms than death. 
Arthiop. Deathis our happieft expectation now. [ Evter Amaranta. 
Amar. The chiefeft bleflings that are bred above 
Fall on you both, like Summer fhowers, which come 
To ripen what before was but in infancy 
Of growth: firlt, 4ltophil, on you, who are 
Molt noble to the world, though much unkind 
Tome; next on your Bride, whofe virtues fhine 
So clear, that [ muft check my envy, and confels, 
I have fome joy to fee her fortunate. 
Altoph. Can this be Amaranta’s voice? 1s fhe 
Perverted too, and taught to mock at our diltre(s ? 
Aribiop. 
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Arthi. This ill becomes a Maidens modefty ! 
Amar. Forbid it goodnefs; if you fuffer ought, 
That I fhould make your miferies my fcorns 
For juft Heaven knows, my Father, feeming full 
Of kindnefs, and of hafte, lately difturb’d 
My Orizons, with news he had defign’d 
The Prince to marry me, which, Al/tophil, 
Was but unwelcome hope, fince my beft Love 
Muft dye with your difdain5 then told me all 
Thefe preparations were to celebrate 
Your nuptials with Arthzope. 
Altop. My nuptial rites! that was a feigned difguife 
To hide his foul lafcivious purpofe from 
Your bafhful fight. 
Amar. My Lord, though he hath wrong’d you much, 
Do not mifconfter him, as fit for all impieties. 
Altop. Alas! it is too dire a truth! 
Witnefs thefe Bonds, witnefs thofe griefs 
Which hang upon 4rthiope, like black 
Wet clouds upon the mornings cheek; fhe is 
Appointed for the luft of Hezldebrand 5 
And I, by your obdurate fathers will, 
Mutt be infore’d to fee and fuffer it. 
Amar. Horror! why fhould I tarry here, 
And liften to fuch things as are not fit 
To be believ’d ? [she is going out. 
Altoph. Stay! Amaranta! flay! 
If you are pitiful , and have that heaven 
Within your breaft, which with fuch lively truth 
Is figur’d in your face, exprefs it now! 
You know the fecret paflages and dores 
OF this your Fathers houfe, convey, with your 
Beft {kill and truft, my Miftrefs to fome dark 
Unufual place, where the may reft fecure 
And fafe from violence ! 
Arthi. Upon my knees I beg, [ Kxeels. 
If yet the foftnefs of your Mothers nature 
Have any refidence within your breatt : 
Look like a Virgin on a Virgins grief; 
And Jet your mercy find fome way to hide 
My honour from the reach of wicked men. 
Altop. In hope of your compaflion, fee how low 
[ fall to be my Miftrefs Advocate. [ Kueels 
Amar. Let me henceforth in darknefs dwell; 
For why fhould I again make ufe of light, 
That can endure to fee the Monarch of my 
Heart thus humbl’d at my feet > 
Rufe, Sir, rife {weet Arthiope, though it 
Seems {trange (fince you my Rival are) 
I fhould affift your fortune, whofe felicity 
Muft ruine mine, yet I will juftly do’t 
With hazard of my life, 
Altop. What {trange malicious courtefie (you ftars) 
Was this, when you did make the firft election 
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Of My love fo excellent, and with <Arthiope 
So fill'd my breaft, that thereno room was left 
To entertain, this Ladies true 
Affection, till it came too late. 

Arthi, And I could not confirm 
My ownchief happinefs, but whilft I did 
Oppofe the chaft proceeding of her hope. 


Amar. Firft,T'll unty thefe mis-becoming bonds. [ she unbinds them. 


Now follow me! The watchful Guards are fo 
Difpos’d about the houfe, that you have yet 
No feafon for efcape 3 but there’s a Vault, 
Deep bury’d under yonder Turrets Arch, 
Where Pll conceal you both, till with my tears 
I quench my Fathers irreligious wrath. 

' Altoph. This kindnefs to your Rival will become 
(In all fucceeding times ) a ftory fit 
To foften thofe who are obdurate made 
By frequent torments of fuccesflefs love. 
Fame loud thall fing it, and preferve it long; 


Whilft lovers make it their eternal fong. [. Exceunt. 


ACT IV. Scene I. 
Enter Heildebrand, Galeotto. 


Heild. Hefe Ornaments fhew much Magnificence 
And wealth: the profp’rous Monarch of the Eaft 
Might here vouchfafe to fleep, though when his bold 
And fuperftitious fables made him think 
The Sun was marry’d, and would fend 
His glift’ring Wife to be his Concubine. 
Galeot. Thefe Tapers, Sir, - 
And thefe refulgent Stones, will all grow dark 
When you behold /rth7opes; who now 
C That you may find my promife juft ) you fhall 
Embrace; where is fhe? ha! death on this flave. 
Morello, told me that he left her here; 
Her Lover too! faft bound to my dispofe ------ |. Exter Amaranta. 
Amaranta! what Devil counfel'd thee 
To this untimely vifit in the night ? 
Amar. \t was acareful Angel, Sir, who to 
Prevent the dangers near your Soul, hath given 
Me order to dchort that rage, which does 
Perfue Arthiope. 
Galeot. Where is fhe > {peak ? 
Where’s 4ltophil? remov'd and hid by thee ? 
Heild. Her beauties make his faint defcription fhew more 
Like envy, than jult praife; 
My wife her felf who was thought beautiful 
Shews foul and tauny to her. 
Galeot. Why doft not fpeak, I know fhe can’t efcape 
The Confines of my houfe, my Guards are made a 
oa 
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Too watchful, and too {trong 3 where 1s the? {peak ? [she kneels. 
Amar. Sir, Iconfefs, Pve hid her from your wrath, 
And, till this great diftemper of your mind be cur’d, 
Tt is not fafe fhe fhould appear. 
Heild. Why doft thou let her kneel ? fuch excellence 
Should not fo humble be. 
Galeot. The pofture’s comely, Sir, it is my Daughter. 
Heild. Hah! lis Daughter! this courtefie 1s new 
And exquifite, I love a parent for my Bawde! 
Galeot. Tell me ! thou troublefom and virtuous fool, 
Where thy bewitching Rival is conceal’d, 
Or [Jl torment thee, till thou wake thy dead 
Unlucky Mother with thy groans. 
Heild. Galeotto ! hold, doft thou ufe force > 
Galeot. The Lady whom I promis’d for your bofom, Sir, 
She has prefumptuoufly remov’d from hence ! 
Heild. What Lady’s that? 
Galeot. The fair Arthiope. 
Heild. There’s none fo fair as this, all beauty elfe 
She turns to black Companions of the night. 
I need not thy opinion ina beauty, 
Nor careI for the Mufick of a name. 
My gentle Excellence, wafte not thofe tears, 
Whofe Sov’raign pow’r would an amendment give 
To Nature where {he weakly does refide ; 
And, falling inthe Spring, quickly convert 
A Canker toa Rofe. Come, mourn no more. 
Amar. Sir! you are merciful. 
And by the great prerogative of your 
Command, may foon procure an eafier weight 
Than he hath laid upon the Innocent. 
Heild. Believ’t he fhall not practife Violence 
To bed {weet Beauty, go, he is reclaim’d 5 
Upon thy life purfue her not: thy looks 
Are grown too terrible to court her now. (Exit Amarante. 
Galeot. But will you then forego my promife, Sir! 
Heild. Your firft affurance was, her Lover fhould 
Prefent her willingly into mine Arms, 
And that I muft expect: there is no eafe 
Nor pleafure in Conftraint. 
Galeot. You mean Arthiope. 
I'll fetch her Sir, if you'll but let me force 
This peevifh Girl, to tell where fhe’s conceal’d. 
Heild. This is that fair Arthiope whom1ll enjoy. 
Galeot. Perfwade my Daughter to your Bed 5 
You are marry’d Sir. 
Heild. Or thy ambition elfe 
Perhaps would be (o boldtothink, I’d chufe 
Her for my Wife! 
Galeot. In troth the other way 
Is but a fhameful kind of love; 
Yet may be fit enough for loft Arthiope 5 
If you'll take Jeifure till I find her outs 
But to betray a Daughter ? 
Heild. 
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Hiild You late'y would betray 
Your Country; Sir, why not your daughter now? 
Mock not my rais'd defires, bring her to night 5 
Not fore’d by terror, or outragious ftrength, 
But, by the foothings of thy Tongue, wrought to 
A willing and a free confent 5 go! dot 
Or thou fhait bleed. [ Exit 
Guleot. Peace to your Majefty ! ; 
This Fool in areligious pity hath 
Deftroy’dher felf) 1 th choiceft hour of time, 
When I delign’d the fhould be wedded to 
The Prince: for dull loos Hesldebrand, 
If th’other had but fatisfi'd his luft , 
In drunken bounty would furrender all 
His Conquelt here, t’endow and make her great. 
What is our humane cunning, our obfcure, 
And victous Wifdom, worth? fince at this Play 
OF policy a gamefter cannot win 
By having fki!l, but power to help his fin. [ Exit. 
Enter Afcoli uxbound , Rangone, Gandolpho. 
Rang. Uhear the Lady, Sir, and altophil 
Are Pris’ners {till, and by that Traytor were 
But led to counterfeit delights, 
Afcol. My own afflictions quickly vanifh from 
My thoughts, when I remember theirs 5 you fee 
This Captain gives my hands their liberty 5 
But [ belteve him now fo far reclaim’d, 
That he’! contrive the freedom of 
My perfoa too. 
Rune Gandolpho, know 
The counfel [have given, willfhortly, when 
Your reafon and your piety confult, 
Advance your profit much, your honour more. 
Afcol. Your error patt I have forgiven as well 
Affur’d Galeotto’s cunning did feduce 
Your eafie Nature in pretence of gratitude: 
To ufe your Country ill, and me your Prince. 
But your amendment now fhall have as full 
Reward as if the memory were loft 
Of all your former guilt. 
Rang. How excellent repentance fhow’s ! it may 
Perhaps proceed too flow, but when 
Tis reall never comes too late. 
Gandol. Sir, thus,dejected on the Earth, I beg 
Your pardon, and fhould rife made happy, though 
Not innocent, if you believe that I 
Was wrought into my crime, by him who found 
A fubtle ufe of my unfkilful Love. [ Kiffes his hand. 
Afcol. My faith ts willingly confirm’d, and you 
Call'd back to all the favour you forfook 5 
The Citadel continues {till in your command , 
Though now with Strangers re-infore’d 5 
And by your power a fecret entrance may 
Be foon devis'd for a furprife. 
Rang. The 


ro] 


O 


The Unfortunate Lovers. 


Rang. The abfence of your perfon, Sir, which is 
So much lamented now, when you appear, 
Will add a courage equal to the joy 
Our Souldiers fhall receive, and though difpers’d, 
The Town may yield enow for this defign. 

Gandol. What valour, or long practice in the War, 
€ Made perfect with much doubtful enterprize ) 
Can do, we fhortly will atchieve: but yet 
A while you muft reft clofe in durance here. 

Afcol. My patience is fo wife, at will perfwade 
Me to't, Razgone, comes the dangers which 
Thefe Lovers fear, are fuch, as we will foon 
Prevent, or elfe endeavour to revenge. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Amaranta, Phebe, Orne 

Amar. Send back my little Coufin to her Cloifter 5 
She has a foul too mufical for mine. 

Phebe. Shall fhe go to night Madam > 

4orar. 1, prefently. My difcords are 
Unfi: Companions for her harmony. 

Orna. Call for the Coach. Iam grown weary of you. 
*Tis merrier being in the Nunnery 
Then here. Phebe pray call for the Coach ? 

Phebe. Firft fing the fong to her you promis‘d me, 
It may put her out of this dull humour, 

Orna. Coufin leave your melancholy and hear me. 


The Song 


"Tis, in good truth, a moft wonderful -ihing 
( Lam een afham'd to relate it) 

That Love fo many vexations fhould bring 
And yet fem have the wit to hate it. 


Loves weather in Maids fhould feldom hold fair : 
Like Aprils wine fhall quickly alter. 
Ill give him to night a lock of my kair , 
To whom, next day Ill fend a Halter. 
I cannot abide thefe malapert Atales. 
Pirats of love, wko know no duty 5 
Yet Love with a Storm can take down their Sails 
And they muft ftrike to Adm’ral Beauty. 
Farewel to that Maid who will beundone 
Who in markets of men ( where plenty 
Is cri'd up and dvwn ) will dy even for one. 
I nilllive to wake Fools of Twenty. 


Amar. Mufick to her who does all comforts lack 
Is like to whiftling winds before a Wrack. 
Orna, Coufin farewel, Vl go fing with the Nuns. [Exennt feve- 
Enter Heildeband, Galeotto, Arthiope. ral mays. | 
Galect. The beams of your bright beauty could not’ be : 
So hid, but I muft find them out. 
Arthi, My life I vow efteem not worthy of my care, 
Since you have fever'd me from: 4ltophi!. 
Galeot. Your 


ee Pe — J 
SEE Ta Neri tce acr ar manana ig anos a knelt 


The Unfortunate Lovers. 15% 


Galeot. Your Lover yet is fafe; but if you ufe 
The King with cruelty, expect the like 
On him ----->-- I knew, when he beheld 
ter luftre thine, my <Amaranta would 
Be free; already he grows hot: this fire 
Lixe thofe which Chymifts keep, muft {till 
In fecret burn, whilft gazers void the room —_ [ Exit. 

Heild. How thall [ now redeem the error of 
My former wonder, which, in ignorance, 

Committed fond Idolatry to one 

Whoin her greateft beauty may become 
Your Worfhiper, andnot decline her own 
Prerogative 5 though the excel a Throng 
OF others that are comely too. 

Arthio. Sir! Yam hither forc’d 
By a perverfe and treacherous Counfellor 5 
His Tongue hath much envennom’d your chaft Fars, 
And would perfwade you to a horrid fin: 

But all my comfort ts, your Nature hath 
Been ftll fo rightly taught, you'll eafily 
Refitt temptations of a greater {trength. 

Heild. Know youare hither come, to lay your white 
Attractive hand upon my Scepter, whilft 
You make your refolute decrees of War 
Or peace: fold up my Enfigns, and, command 
Them ftreight unfold again, untill they fpread 
Their bloody Colours in a foreign Land: 

But then, my pretious fweetnefs, you muft love. 

Arthio. Your goodnefs, Sir, I wills but if your thoughts 
Are prompted to attempt unlawful deeds, 

Sure all the righteous world muft hate you then 5 
Nor would I be the Jaft, fhould frown upon 
A wicked Lover though a King. 

Heild. Such cold difcourfe befits an Hermitage, 
Where age and hunger makea reverend pretence, 
To hate the pleafure, when ( alas ) 

They have out-liv’d the appetite; you mutt 
Come nearer yet 

Arthio. O think upon your honour, Sir, and what 
Protects it, Heaven. 

Heild. It is fome pleafure to 
Delay thofe thoughts a while, draw near, make me 
Acquainted with your lips: why fhould they want 
Impreffion that fo eas'ly {well 5 that are 
So foft, and fit to take the Seal of Love? 

Arthio. You'll fright my Soul 
From this unhappy Tenement, where fhe 
¥s fhaken fo with that {trange tempeft in 
Your looks, as fhe’ll no longer ftay. 

Heild. Let her come forth, and in my bofom reft. 

Arthio. No, Sir, her fecond dwelling is above 
The Stars, where fhe will tell fuch tales of you, 

If you perfift, that th’ Earth fhall grow too hot 
For your abode, and fhortly after, Hell . 
oo 
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Too cold; they'll mend, and multiply their fires 
Againft you come. 

Heild. Were you le& fair, fuch coynefswould difwade. 

Arthio. If you continue in this exercife 
Of impious power be ftill a King 5 but may 
You live to know your Title given you for 
A fcorn, no fubjects left you to obey 5 
Nor Enemies to conquer what you have, 

Twill be fo little and fo cheap: this in 

Your age, when miferies do moft perplex, 

And {trength is quite decay’d that fhould fupport 
The weight, which younger patience thinks no load. 

Heild. Are you foexcellent at curfes, Lady ? 

Arthio. But better far at bleflings, Sir; if you 
O’recome the furious danger of your will, 

Be ftilla King 5 and may your Scepter grow 
Within your hand, as if it had a root. 
May it bud forth, and fpread in boughs, till’t yield 
A comfortable fhade, where other Kings 
May fit delighted, and fecure, from al! 
The ftorms of War, and Tyranny. 
Heild. Leave me! away! 
That clofet make your Prifon until night, 
Where you shall harbour fafe, from him that would 
Betray your Virgin-wealth; but Jook not back: 
For then you fhare the guilt of my next crime 5 
You carry in your face the fire that feeds 
My flame, which if I fee, “twill kindle foon, 
What! will ftrive to quench. [ Exennt feveral ways. 
Enter Rampino, Hirco at one dore, Brutco at another. 

Brufco. What Cabin’d up like Sea-fick Ladies in 
A ftorm ? abroad! abroad ! if you can find 
No bufinefs now, you may afk leave to fleep 
For ever. 

Ramp. Right reverend Brufco what news? 

Brufco. The Count Rangone has had conference with 
Th’afflicted Prince. We muft meet at his houfe, 
Where we hall find Confed’rates, and with hearts 
OF as refiftlefS metal as our own. 

We only want now a convenient Store-houfe where 
We may convey the Arms and Amunition. 
Ramp. You may have Frisklins houfe. 
You could not find a fafer Magazin, 
If you fhould travel through the whole Town Map. [Ewter Frifk. 
See where he comes. 

Frisk. Signior, my wife remembers her to you 3 
And defires you of all loves I may take 
Meafure of the King immediately 5 
And you know, Signior fhe’s (as they fay ) 

A kind of longing Woman. 
Ramp. Well, you thall, 
But I’ve another employment for you 
Firft. This night you muft watch at your back dore, 
Where you fhall fee, come gliding down the Stream 
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A Boat fraught with the Princes Arms and Amunition 
Which we have ftole. Receive em, for you know 
Men that will thrive muft labour in their Calling 
Frisk. Signior, you fay right; I have ever found 
It the belt way. 
Ramp. To morrow I will fend you Cuftomers, 
Whom you may fell’em too, and afterwards 
Pay your felf my debe. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Altophil, bound again. 
Altoph. Arthiope, Arthiope! O that 
The double Concave of this difmal place 
Could but reverberate her name ; I would 
Be mock’d, though with a found of happinefs, 
Rather than quite depriv’d; the Ghofts 
Of impious men walk and revifit their 
Abodes on Earth: but fhe is gone like things 
Mott excellent: the Souls of Votaries, 
Who, when departed, know this vile, this corrupt world 
So much unfit to mix with their pure Air 
As they wiline're return. <Arthiope! [Euter Amaranta witha 
Amar. What voice ts that, which with Sword drawn.) 
Sucn fatal accent does bemoam fome great 
Eternal lofs. 
Altoph. Arthiope is gone, 
The fecret Vault, where thou did’ft leave us fafe 
Enclos’d, was by Morello found; who with 
Rude help of Murderers enforc’d her from 
Mine Arms, and left me bound. 
Armar. \ fear’d fome danger near, 
Which made me hafte to your relief; once more 
(My Lord )let me give freedom to your ftrength----- [ Unbinds him. 
Here, take thisSword, ‘tisa moft pretious Jewel, 
And like aRelick has hung long within 
Our Armoury. If falfe aforello thall 
Return to threaten death, defend your felf. 
Altoph. 1 would this bounty had been earlier brought. 
Amar. My fears are fo increas’d, I dare not ftay 
To fee the end of your uncertain fate. 
Be watchful and conceal'd 
Altoph. Th’ unweari'd curtefies 
Of this foft Maid, afflict my memory: 
Since my affections were fo far engag’d, 
E’re they become her due, that now 
I canot pay her equal love for love, 
But to anothers lofs.------ What noife is that ? 
A fecond Door reveal’d ? it opens too---- [ He fleps behind the Arras. 
Enter Galeotto, Morello. 
Morel. He’s trufs'd and pinion’d like a Pullet, Sir, 
And you may Spit him when you pleafe. 
Galeot. Yes, he muft dye, for Avaranta loves 
Him fo, her wifhes elfe will ne’re be quieted, 
Nor fhe admit the Prince, though I could win 
His heart : he fuffers for difdain of her 3 
She fhall appear, and fee it too, ‘twill breed 
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Her up to greatnefs, whofe chief nourifhment 
Is blood, when you have lockt the dore, give her 
This key, and fend her hither. 
Morel. If the fufpect the caufe, fhe will not come. 
Galeot. I fay fhe muft, and wait you clofe about 
The King, to watch th’event of his hot enterprize. [Exit Morello. 
Duke Altophil, where is your mighty grace? 
Altop. Who is’t that makes my title his bold mirth? 
Galeot. His fetter’s off! his {word too is in his hand! 
This argues treachery.——— Strives to go back to the dore, 
Altop. Nay, no retiring yet, ; Altophil /teps between. 
I have been here referv'd your prifoner, Sir, 
But your dull bounty now has made you mine. 
Galeot. The very {word I won in duel from 
The fam’d La Roch, 1th’ Vale of Chamberie, 
If I were taught t’obferve as Wizards do, 
This chance is fo finifter, *twould infufe 
A fuperftitious trembling through my veins. 
Altop. What is it makes your admiration {till 
Employ’d? this object of your cruelty ? 
Galeot. Who furnifht thee with fuch a rich defence 
For refcue of thy life? 
Altop. Your daughter, Sir! 
Galeot. So true to him that hates her! 
And fo falfe to me! deftruction on her heart! 
Altop. Your curfe will find fo little entertainment 
Where her vertues are, that it muft foon return 
To your own breaft, the memory of her 
Would fain difwade my juft revenge on thee, 
Where haft thou left 4rthiope 2 
Galeot. With Heildebrand! 
Altop. That fatal word calls back my abfent 
And relenting fpirits to my arm, which grew 
With thoughts of mercy weak, but now it hath 
A force too ftrong for thy refiftance. [They fight a while and part. 
Galeot. 1 am glad to find you are {fo active, Sir. 
Altop. And you too are known a Matter in 
This angry art: your Rapier-miracles are chronicl’d 
By the hot fencing Frezchs but I'll adventure 
Some {mall practice, Sir—_—— Fight again and fever. 
Galeot. Paufe! paufe! a while, and keep your little breath 
Since tis your laft, to make your friend more fport. 
Altop. So merry? *caufe your Divel is fo learn’d, 
And taught you fence in fubtle lines proportion’d by 
A rules ftill Statue-like, ftanding as {tiff as if 
Your pofture were in brafs, I'll difcompofe 
Tt {trait. [Fight again, Galleotto is mounded—— fever. 
Galeot. I did not think your fkill fo excellent. oe 
I fhall ao down without revenge, hewn witha 
Hatchet, like a fenfelefs log, this to requite 
Your kindnefs, Sir!——-_ [ Fight, Gal. is wounded again--- they fever? 
Altop. Laugh and be merry now 5 
You are not tickled with a {traw, you fee 
This is a kind of {port will make you bleed, 
Galeot. 
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Galeot. O my falfe fame, where art thou now? he bores 
And drills me where he lift, as if I were 
Already dead, my breaft a board us’d to 
An Augur, not a Sword; as if he had 
Foreca{t how many holes would ferve to make 
My obfcure heart tranfparent to the world. 
The Furies greet you, Sir-—— ; [ Fight, Galeot. falls. 
Altop. This for my much wrong’d Prince----this for Artpiope---~ 
And though a glorious Villain, yet like to 
A Villain fall, defpis’d upon the Earth 3 
Not pity’d in thy parting. groan. 
Galeot. Oh! oh! your wrath andI togetherend—— —‘[[He dies. 
Alicp. Tis {trangeI {cap'd without a Wound, he was 
A cunaing duellift 5 whofe tread is that > [ Exter Amaranta, 
Amar. Fear {till makes others fwift to fly from danger, 
And me ftill flow t’encounter it, fure I 
Have f{tay’d toolong, where are you, Sir? 
Altop. Sweet, Amaranta, hide thine Eyes! 
Amar. Can they be weary grown of feeing you? 
Altop. But here’s another object, that will make them ftart 
Till they have crackt their ftrings. 
Amar. My Father flain! mercy ! how far is thy 
White Throne removd from Earth, that wretched I, 
Thy daily Orator, could not be heard ? 
Altop. My blood will turn to tears at her dire obfequy ! 
Amar. O Altophil! thou cruel Lord, did I 
For this, with feveral hazards of my life, 
And filial faith, keep thee from death? that Sword 
I gave you for defence,and ftraight, 
Perverting all my courtefies, you did 
Prefent it to my Fathers breatt. 
Altop. He was a wicked man! 
Amar, Were your uncivil accufation true 3 
Yet for my fake you might have {par’d his life. 
For me, whom, though you could not love, 
Yet you might weil have pity’d, or at leaft 
You fhould have foon confider’d, that I ne’er 
Deferv’d your hatred in fuch high extreams. 
Altop. There was no help, but one 
Of us muft fall, and [ preferv'd my felf. 
Amar. On {uch wife cautions my 
Indulgent nature {corn’d to meditate, 
When I deliver’d you from murd’ring hands5 
But made the danger haftily mine own. 
Altop. Thofe words like fubtle Light’ning pierce, and foon 
Will kill me, though they make no wound 3 
Here, take this Sword, revenge thy Fathers caufe, 
Revenge thy caufe, whofe love I have been fore’d 
To pay with fome neglect, kill me and be juft 
Amar. Did you but call’t negle& > and faid that you 
Were forc’d to it? 
Altop. So forc’d, as I fhall ever be, fince my 
Firft plight was feal’ds there is no end of that 
Conttraint. 
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Amar, Still to lament, and never to be lov’d ? 
Altop. 1 am the caufe of all thy grief; make hafte, 
"Tis fit I dye-———— 
Amar. That fentence is my doom 
Altop. Hold, Avaranta, hold! 
Where are our better Angels at {uch times 
As thefe? fweet Virgin, breathe awhile! 
Amar. Go tell Arthiope fhe needs not fear 
Her Rival now, my Bridal Bed ts in the Earth. 
Altop. Oh ftay! there may be help! 
Amar. When you come near my grave, if any Flower 
Can grow on fuch unlucky ground, pray water’t with 
A fingle tear, that’s all I ask: Mercy Heaven— [ Dies. 
Altop. Fcr evef gone! make much of her you Stars! 
She is the brighteft e’re fhall come into 
Your numberlefs Society. Her laft 
Salute was fent unto Arthiope : 
Till {he be fafe I muft not follow thee, 
But I will haften, gentle Maid, to wear 
In...ortal wings, and thy new luftre then 
Wit be fo known above, that if I ftray, 
Tt can direct and light me to my way. [ Exit. 


She falls on the Sword: 


ACT V. SCENEI. 
Enter Afcoli, Altophil. 


Afeol. Wis we confine our felves to this obfcure 
Divifion of the Houfe, we may be {afe. 
The Guards beneath, Ragone did corrupt, 
And made my entrance hither eafily 
Atchiev’d: but thou haft told a piteous tale 5 
The latter part will give pofterity 
A lafting Caufe to mourn 5 for though 
Galeotto fuffer'd juftly for his crimes, 
CAnd I muft ever praife that Victory) 
Yet Avaranta’s fate was too fevere. 
Altop. Alas! it isnot good to name her, Sir 5 
It will corrupt our thoughts, and urge them to 
A defperate belief. 
Afcol. Can your intelligence 
Arrive at no report which may declare 
Your Miftrefs ufage with the King? 
Altop. All paflages are {top’d, no Souldiers voice 
Is louder than a whifper now, and thofe are 
Breath’d too in the dark. Eater Arthiope, her hair hanging 
Afcol. Look where fhe comes. Cloofé about her. 
Altop. If that be fhe 
Who gives her forrow fo much ornament 
With Hair difhevel’d, and her bafhful looks 
Declin’d; with fighs which foon would penetrate 
The higheft vault of Heaven, 
If 
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Tf that be fhe I would preferve her {till 
A {tranger to my fight. 
Arthiop. 1 come to {eek 
You Altophil, but you are found too foon. 
Why fhould I vex a Lovers tendernefs? 
My lamentations are fo great, they'll ferve 
T’ infufe a virtue ina Fury’s Ear, 
If pity may be call’d a virtue, but 
T hope it is not fo, for then the world’s 
Deficient, which too long has wanted it. 
Altop. What difmal {tory hangs upon thy Tongue 2 
Speak it aloud, to wake the Deftinies, 
Who fure are now afleep, thy fufferance elfe 
Will make us think they take no care of what 
They can fo eafily create. 
Arthiop. Fierce Heildebrand, 
That Tyrant King! O! that my memory 
Can keep a Name, fhould be forgot by all 
The World. 
Afcol. He finds our martial fouls are now 
Grown tame, and meek as Doves; he'll fhortly ufe 
No Iron Scepter here, we can be aw’d 
And govern'd by a Reed. 
Arthiop. Tothis perfidious King I was convey'd 
By Galeotto, falfer than himfelf, 
Endur’d his finful Courtfhip, and fubdu’d 
At firft with threatning Vows, the fury of 
His will: fo that he feem’d reftor’d to grace. 
Altop. And did he fall again ? 
Arthiop. His piety 
Grew {oon too high a blifs for him, 
With tedious {teps he labour’d up the Hill 
Whofe top being reach’d, his elevation fhew’d 
So ftrange, that it amaz'd his ignorance, 
And giddily he tumbl’d down, in far 
Lefs {pace than he could climb. 
Afcol. Ah {wift inconftancy ! 
Arthiop. In a fhort moment, Sir, he fell 
From all that’s good, to the extremity of all that’s ill, 
For in the darkeft and moft guilty hour 
Of Night, hecame and found my Curtains drawn 5 
But fo uncomely rude were his intents, 
That though I there had {lept as in a fhrine, 
(A place which death or holinefs did priviledge 
With reverend efteem) yet he would force 
His way3 you facred powers conceive how fit 
It isthe reft fhould make me ever dumb. 
Altop. Thave begun 
In blood, and muft go ons inhumane guilt 
Is fo difpers’d and grown fo ftrong, that now 
Revenge from every valiant hand will be 
Acknowledg’d lawful and divine! 
Afcol. Let’s haften to our furious bufinefs, come, 
I have fome ftrength in Ambufh neer the Fort; re 
be 
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And bold Ramgone waits within t’expect 
What hidden troops I will command t’affault 
That place which this vilde Monfter hath ufurp’d. 

Altop. That charge confer upon my care3. 
Away 5 let’s give him {wift and filent death, 

Like Cannons, which deftroy e’re they are heard 5 
Yet fince we're fever’d in our enterprife, 

We'll take a folemn leave. For ever, Sir, 
Farewell !—= our ufual fortune can perfwade 

Us to no better confidence. 

Afcol. Yes! noble Altophil, 

We'll meet again, I'll find thee, though ith’ clouds. 

Altop. 1 have of late been fo much us’d 
To weep, that I fufpect the chryftal 
Cf mine eyes ts but a kind of !ce, 

Which ev'ry warmer change of weather thaws. 

Aco. The fweeteft, though moft injur’d of thy fex, 
Farewell! and think fuch comfort yet remains, 

As mutt not be defpis’d, though but in hope. 

Arthi. Oh, Sir, my grief my reafon would deftroy 
If [had any left. *Tis {aid the chafte 
And cleanly Ermine never will endure 
To live, after the Hunter has 
Her whitenefs foil’d. 

Altop. Arthiope! we both are Lovers ftill, 
Though two fo much unfortunate; Time ne’re 
Could find in his Records. [Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Brufco, Gandolpho, Rampino, Hirco. 

Brufc. What lazy Elephants are thefe? huge rogues 
That cannot dig through mould as foft as dough. 

Ramp. Is not the Mine yet finifht ? 

Gandol. Have patience, Gentlemen, I’m confident 
It has already reach’d the Parapet, 

And ftreight the powder will be lay’d. 

Ramp. But is the ambufh well fupply’d which fhould 
Break in upon the Garrifon when fire is given? 

Brufc. Thofe follow my direction, and are all 
Prepar’d to execute at their juft time. 

Hirco. Then our fuccefs is fure, for the old troops 
Have private meflage fent, that they’ll affaule 
The City-gates, before the Sun can rife 
To fhew them to the enemy. 

Gand. I know they're led by brave Pi/caro the 
Lieutenant to our General, and I have 
Planted thofe will give them entrance, though 
They tread upon their mothers and their wives. 

Brufc. It recreates my foul to think 
How this luxurious f{tupid Heildebrand 
In pleafure fnores, and little thinks 
He fhall be wak’d with an alarm. 

Gandol. You, Sir, muft take important care, left in 
The ftreets your confultation be with throngs 
OF friends betray’d: for bufie numbers will be foon 
Obferv’d; your quarter is the Weftern-bridge. 


Brufc. But 
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Brufc. But firft attend about the Palace, to 
Expect orders, they muft be given you there. 
Ramp. Direct your felves 5 
Hirco, along with me. [ Exeunt. 
Fnter Heildebrand, Morello, Rangone. 
Aforel. This is the Count Rawgone, Sir, who was 
Betore your Conqueft; here chief Captain of 
The Guard unto the Captive Prince. 
Heild. From Galeotto, Sir, 1s your affair? 
Rang, This Ring he humbly fends a prefent [Gives hime a Ring. 
To your Majelty, it was the firft'rich pledge 
You gave him to confirm his new integrity 5 
By which he would perfwade your royal thoughts 
Tama Meflenger of truft, with hope 
Tt may procure me privately your ear. 
Heild. Leave us, Morello, and attend within. [ Exit Morello. 
What is the caufe he can fo foon neglect 
His duty here? he did not 
Wait to day! 
Rang. His Daughter, Sir, is fick, 
’re whom fo fondly he laments, that he 
Supplies both her Phifitians art and diligence. 
Heild. Proceed to his requeft! 
Rang. Your wifdom, Sir, will much admire, 
To what a calm and eafie fufferance 
He hath reduc’d Arthiope! reclaim’d 
Her frofty nature to fuch warm, fuch foft 
And feminine defires, as it is fit 
Her beauty fhould poflefs. 
Heild. Thou doft bewitch me with thy news. 
Rag. Sir, fhe no more retains the feeming 
Frowardnefs and peevifh rigor of a Maid, 
But wonders why the Roman Lucrece did 
Complain, becaufe enforc’d, fince boldly the 
Concludes it now the only fubtil way 
To compafs pleafure without fin. 
Heild. Wife Aratmes Philofophy, he read 
It to his Neece. 
Rang. No queltion, Galeotto had 
Good modern Authours for his doctrine, Sir, 
El(e twould not thrive fo well. His inftant Suit 
Unto your greatnefs is, you would prepare 
To humble your occafions fo this night, 
As you may vifit him and you hall find 
The Lady alter’d to your with. 
Heild. It lay not in the power of all his {kill 
And vigilance, to fend me a requeft 
I would fo willingly receive: this glad 
Aflurance render him with my beft thanks, 
And then return to be my guide. LExeunt. 
Enter Rampino, Hirco. 
Ramp. Stay here, and watch for more fupplies, the word 
Is gone about, I’ve drawn to our Confed’rates 
From an obfcure blind Lane, a race of fuch 


Indebted. 
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Indebted men, as have not fcen the Sun 
Since the laft greet Eclipfe, when wonder, more 
Than bafinefs brought them out. 
Hirco. Have they any clothes? 
Ramp. Why doft thou think they go to play a Prize? 
Ts’t of neceflity they muft appear 
In Scarlet Breeches, and clean lac’d Shirts? 
Swords they have all, although their Scabards are 
A little torn 2bout the Chape, they’ll ferve 
To pokes; unlefs men are fqueamifh, and will 
Not fuffer them to enter their bodiés 
Becaufe th’ are rufty. 
Hirco. | would not be a Bailiff in their way! 
Ramp. Strait when the hurry thal! begin to rife, 
Beware my Goflip-Gold{miths Shop; there be 
Among us that will drink our Mornings draughts 
In plate, without asking how much an Ounce. ( Enter Frisklin. 
Hirco, Look there, you muft wear an invifible Ring. 
Frisk. The Chapmien are come, Sir, but let me tell you 
I donot like’em. They look ruftily, 
Each wears a pound of hair on’s upper Lip. 
Pray Signior let ’em not deal on the Ticket. 
You know ready Mony makes the Pot boil 
Though the Devil pifs out the Fire. 
Rump. They fhall pay ready money, Farewell. 
Frisk, But heark you Signior, I may tel! you in private !—— 
One of them took my Wife into the Colehole, 
And about an hour after fhe fhrieckt abominably. 
Ramp. No more words. 
Frisk. But hope, Sir, you will remember my Bill. [&xd¢Frisklin. 
Ramp. Away, { will. 
Hirco, if thou meet ft Frosklin in the dark, 
Prethee give him a prick in the belly-piece 5 
For he has prickt me there often. 
Hirco. 1 will dobim that kindnefs for thy fake, LEx. feveral ways. 
Enter Heildebrand, Rangone. 
Rang. He {aid I fhould receive the Lady here, 
‘Tis {trange he fails: if, Sir, it will become 
Your greatnefs to expect a while, I'll feek 
Galeotto out and fend her hither. 
Heild. The object may deferve my patience, but take care 
Y’are {wift in your return. 
Rang. If wifhes can 
Procure profperity to the defign, 
Thou fhalt not want them, 4/tophil, Vl! guard 


The Gates below to hinder all impediments. [ Exit. 
Heild. This {ure is fome preparative, although 
The found’s not very amorous. [strange Mufickis heard above. 
The SONG. 


I. 
OW Fiends and Furies come along, 
Wo Each bring a Crow and wmalfie Prong, 
Come 
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Come, drag your fhackles and draw near, 

To ftir up an old Sea-coal Cake, 

Which ix our hollow Hell did bake, 
Many a thoufand, thoufand year. 

Chorus. Uatil your Harveft day at dooms, 
No grief like this will ever come, 
From whom you may that pleafure find, 
Which does your malice feed gainft hunane kind. 
2 


In Sulph’rous broth Tereus hath boil’ds 
Bafted with Brimflone, Tarquin hath broyl'd 
Long, long enough; then make more room: 
Like finoakie Flitches hang them by 
Upon our footy walls to dry, 
A greater Ravifber will come. 
Chorus. Until your Harveft day, Gc. 


If you want Fire, fetch Evan 
From FEtna and Puteoli! 

Tet flay awhile, you need not fiir, 
Since if his glowing Eyes fhall chance, 
To caf? ow Proferpine a glance 


He is fo hot he'll ravifh her. [Exéer Altophil. 
Chorus. Until your Harveft day, Oc. 


Heild. My ferfes are grown fick! {peak ? what art thou? 
Altop. Men call me <Altophil. 
Heild. He I encounter’d in a Battel on 
The Banks of sibaris >? Vde rather meet 
Thee in that River, ftemming againft the Tyde, 
Than thus wall’d in where horrour dwells: 
I am betray’d ! 
Altop. Stir not! you are confin’d 5 
And cannot fcape me now; for fuch events 
As are prefcrib’d 1’th’ fecret Book above, 
We here fhall both receive. 
Heild. I fear not mine, my fingle valour is 
Enough, if thou art all mine Enemies ? 
Altop. You come to vifit Galeotto, Sir: [ Draws the hangings. 
See where he rudely fits, ill manner’d Lord, 
That will not rife to welcome fuch a Potentate! 
Heild. How, dead? the object likes me not. 
Altop. Survey him well; he was your Traytor, Sir. 
Go hug him now; cherifh that falfhood, which 
Could ruine States, and draw a Nation to 
Captivity 5 open his head, where all 
His plots and policies are treafur'd up. 
And take them out, it is not fit fuch wealth 
Should dye conceal’d and ufelefs in the Grave. 
Heild. Is there no more 
Remaining of thofe {weating toyls, danger, 
And ftudious Wit that helps ambition to 
Afcend, than fuch a pale Complexion and 
A cold dumb mockery of what he was? 


Altop. 


—e 
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Altop. Now, Sir, to entertain your pretious time 
With new variety (although I know 
You are in hafte) fee, Amaranta, here. [ Draws the Hangings. 

Heild. Is fhe fo alter’'d, and grown filent too? 

tltop. This was anoble beauty once, repleat 
With all thofe ornaments which Lovers in 
Their kinder paffion, or our Poets in 
Diviner Fury, have proclaim’d with praife. 

And this {0 fanctify’d a thing, you did 
Endeavour to corrupt. Pray court her now, 
And thrid her tears for Oriental Pearls, 

Take Rubies from her Lips to darken all 

The Jewels in your Crown, y’ ave undertook 
To do’t in counterfeit Hyperbole’s. 

Blaft her fair Eyes with your falfe fighs, and {wear 
’TisnolIdolatry. You may, for look 

How like a Goddefs a dead Lady fhews. 

Heild. Y\l {ee no more; fince they are fit for Monuments, 
Why were they not interr’d before [ came? 

Altop. Yes! you mutt needs behold all that is gay 
And pleafing here, “twill make your welcome feem 
More abfolute: come forth Arthiope—~ (Enter Arthiope, her hair 

Heild. That living fpectacle difturbs and frights (difhevell'd as 
My fenfes more, than all that’s difmal near (before. 
The dead. Thereis no Traytor like tothat 
Within: my courage fails me now, which till 
This hour [ trufted moft. 

Altop. Look on the ruine you 
Have made of fuch-a building, Cherubins 
Would ftrive to dwell in, but that they knew 
They then muft difpoffefs a foul as good 
As they; fee how it droops ! 

Heild. The period now 
Of my injurious life draws on apace. 

Altop. Prepare your Valour and your Sword, for love 
Unto that facred Title which you bear, 

You fhall not dye furpris’d without defence, 
But try what ufeful ftrength is left you now 
Your Virtue’s gone. 

Heild. Stay then, I'll call to my remembrance all 
The noble deeds of my heroick youth, 

, Whilft growing mighty with thofe thoughts, I may 
Behave my felf as 1f I had no guélt. 

Arthiop. O hold! my Lord! why fhould you hazard thus 
The treafure of your life? impoverifhing 
The needy remnant of the virtuous world 
In my revenge, leave it to holy Pewers. 

Heild. Wilt thou be courteous to her, and defift ? 

Altop. Move buta little back, Artaiope! 

Could{t thou believe me worthy of thy love, 

Yet doubt my fortitude t’ encounter him, 

Whofe Crimes have left him no affiftant, but 
What comes from Hell5 all that was good forfook 
Him when he injur'd thee. —— 


[Both Draw. 


Arthiop. 
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Arthiop. ’Tis an offence to beg your fafety now | 
Altoph. By all the fervour of our mutual Vows, 
I charge thee give me liberty to try 
What anger can perform when it is juft. 
Arthiop. | cannot difobey, though when I fee 
Your dangers, I can dye 
Heild. Yam refolv'd for thy affault, yet ftay. 
That Lady’s fuff’rings hang fo heavy on 
My Soul, that it foretels a longer fleep 
Than I would willingly begins I with 
Thou could{t prepare me with a little wound, 
That ‘might let out my luftful blood, and leave 
The reit to {trengthen me for this dire caufe—— 
Altoph. Y'm good at opening of a Vein; there, Sir-——[ They fighi 
Heild. Had that afflicted terror in her face (Heild falls 
Been hid, thou fhould{t have found more trouble in 
This conqueft, though high juftice made it thine. 
I feel defires of blifs, and thofe [ hope’ 
May profper, though prefented very Jate----- [ He Dyes. 
Altoph. Depart forgotten, and forgiven----- 
Arthiop. Why doit thou fhrink ? fpeak ltophil! why doft 
Thou bow like weary and unweildy age? 
Altoph. His Sword has been too bufie here, juft here 
About the heart 
Arthiop. The region of thy love, 
I find thou haft a wound by perfect fympathy, 
For mise grows fick, and does defire to bleed. 
Altoph. How fares my Miltrefs? fweet Arthiope. 
Arthiop. Your pulfe mutt give account of all my health, 
Altoph. Take’t not unkindly,f muft leave you now, 
My Eyes grow dim, and I would furnith them 
With everlafting light. 
_ Arthiop. O my dear Lord! 
Let me not think that voice was yours. 
Altopb. Alas! that in a loyal Lover, death 
Mutt argue fome inconftancy, fince ’tis 
The firft occafion to forfake what we 
Can ne'er enjoy again. 
Arthiop. 1 thall not be forfaken 5 for I feel 
I can decay apace, and keep you company. 
Altoph. Firlt let me feek my Vows ‘where they were feal’d, 
They were fo ftrictly kept, that I fhall find 


Them warm, as if but newly breath’'d-— [Kiffes her hand. 

Thefe are the Funeral Rites of Love—— LHé Dyes. 
Arthiop. Break heart. 

It is the way to fhew that thou wert true. [She Dyes. 


Within. Victory ! the Fort istaken ! Victory |__ 
Enter Acoli, Rangone, Gandolp, Rampi, Brufco, 
Hirco. Guard. 

Afeol. Your Brother dy’d, Gandolpho, in the firft 
Affault: you and the Souldiers ftill fhall fhare 
My beft affection and rewards. 

Omnes. Long live your Highnefs. 

Rang. O, Sir, the fplendour of our triumphs is 


Eclips’d 
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E-clips’d, we came too late; behold 
The Tyrant 1s not only flain, but here 
The valiant General lies, his Miftrefs too, 
Embracing, though infenfible of love. 
fol. Fytendthip and love are dead 5 I find 
My forrows are too mighty for my tongue. 
Rang. The King thus fever'd from them, it appears 
He firft was kill’d by sltophil, who ftreight 
Fell after of a lingring hurt, Arthiope ! 
Difcerning this, did furely need 
No other wound but grief. 
Brufe. The glorious Wreath of War is wither’d. 
Ramp. No Prince had e’re a braver Gencral 
His Valour made you no lefs fear'd abroad, 
Than lov’d, and cbey’d at home. 
Hirco. But now we may hang up our Arms, 
And yield to every Enemy. 
Rang. Sir, though’tis fit you mourn, yet take fome care 
So to proceed, as that your Subjects may 
Be perfectly affur’d of our late Victory ! 
Afcol. Bear hence thefe woful objects of our firft 
True Elegy; thy Statue, Altophil, 
Shallin my Palace {tand, with fad Arthiope 
Lamenting {till; and Amaranta fixt 
On th’ other fide, hiding her Eyes, which found 
Too much of beauty in her Rival’s face. 
In lating Gold, by old Ephefian Art 
Defign’d, this Triple Figure I'll advance: 
Though st will little credit add to Fate 
That mace fuch Lovers fo unfortunate. [ Exeunt Omnes. 


EPIL OG WE. 
Oe Poet in his fury hath profeft, 


Yet gravely too, with’s hand upon his breaf, 
That he will never wifh to fee us thrive, 
If by an unhumble Epilogue we firive 
To court from you that priviledge to day 
Which you fo long have had to damn a Play. 
"Las, Gentlemen, he knows, to cry Plays down 
Is half the bulnefs Termers have in Town 5 
The reputation of their wit grows ftrong, 
As they can firft contemn, be't right or wrong, 
Your Wives and Country friends may power exaéf, 
To find a fault or two in every AG: 
But you by his confent moft kindly fhall 
Enjoy the priviledge to rail at all: 
A happy freedom, which y cfteen no lefs 
Than Money, Health, good Wine, or Mifireffes 3 
And he, he-hcpes, when age declines his wit 
From this our Stage; to (tt and rule ith Pits 
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He willingly, fhall affume a Charter firus, 

As yours, to kill a Poet every Term. 

And though he never had the confidence, 

To tax your judgment in his own defence, 
Tet the next night when we your money fhare, 
He'll fhrewdly guefs what your opinions are. 


ENS: 


The Wits. 


To the Chiefly Beloved of al! that are Ingenious, and No- 
ble, ENDYMION PORTER, of His Maje- 
fty’s Bed-Chamber. 


SIR, 


Hough you covet not acknowledgments, veceive what belongs 
to you by a double Title: your goodnefi huth preferved life in 
the Author 5 then refcued his Work froma cruel Factions 

which nothing but the Forces of your Reafon, and your Reputation could 
fubdue. If it become your pleafure now, as when it nad the advantage 
of Prefentation on the Stage, I fhall be taught, to boaf? [ome merit in 
my felf : but with this inferences you fiill (as in that doubtful day of 
my tryal) endeavour to make fhew of fo much Juftice, as may counte- 


nance the love you bear to 
Tour moft obliged, and thank ful 


humble Servant, 


? 
Wirtzittam D avenanrt. 


To the Reader of Sir William D’avenant’s Play. 


T hath been faid of old, that Plays are Featts, 
Poets the Cooks, and the Spectators Guetts, 

The AGors Waiters: From this Similie, 
Some have deriv’d an unfafe libertie 
To ufe their Judgments astheir Tafts, which chufe 
Without controul, this Difh, and that refufe: 
But Wit allows not this large Priviledge, 
Either you mutt confefs, or feel its edges 
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Nor fhall you make a current inference 

If you transfer your Reafonto your Senfe 5 
‘Things are diftinét, and muft the fame appear 
To every piercing Eye, or well-tun’d Ear. — - 
Though fweets with yours, fharps beft with my tafte meet, 
Both mutt agree this meat’s or fharp or {weet - 
But if [fent a {tench or a perfume, 

Whilft you {mell nought at all, Imay prefume 
You have that fenfe imperfects So you may 
Aff-& a fad, merry, or humerous Play, 

If, though the kird d {tafte or pleafe, the Good 
And Bad, be by your Judgment underftood 5 

But 1f, as in this Play, where with delight 

I feaft my Ep:curcan appetite 

With relifhes fo curtous, as difpenfe 

The utmoft pleafure tothe ravifht fenfe, 

You fhould profefs that you can nothing meet 
That hits your ta(te, either with fharp or {weet, 
But cry out, ‘tis infipid 5 your bold Tongue 
May do its Ma(ter, not the Author wrong 5 

For Men of better Pallat, wiil by it 

Take the juft elevation of your Wit. 


T. CAREW. 


The Prologue, fpoken in Black Fryars. 


y Left me you kinder Stars! How are we throng d: 
B Alas! whom hath our long-fick-Poet wrong’d, 
That he fhould mect together in one day 
A Selfion, and a Faction at his Play? 

To Judge, and to Condemn: Fort cannot be 
Amongst fo many here, all fhould agree. 

Taen “tis to fach vafd expedation rais'd, 

As it were to be wonder'd at, not prais'd: 

And this, good faith, Sir Poet (#f I've read 

Cuftoms, or Men) ftrikes you, and your Mufe, dead? 
Conceive now too, how much, how oft each Ear 

Hath furfeited in this our Hewifphere, 

With various, pure, eternal Wit, and then 

My fine young Comick Sir, y are kill'd agen. 

But ‘bove the mifchief of thefe fears, 4 fort 

Of cruel Spies (we hear) intend a fport 

Among themfilves; our mirth muft not at all 
Tickle, or ftir their Lungs, but fhake their Gall. 

So this joyn'd with the refi, makes me again 

To fay, You and your Lady-Mufe within 

Will have but a fad dooms and your trim Brow 
Which long’d for Wreaths, you muft wear aaked now 3 
"Left fome refolve out of a courteous pride, 

To like and praifée what others fhall deride ? 
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So they've their humour too; and we in Spight | 
Of our dull brains , will think each fide i'th right. 

Such is your pleafant judgments pon Plays, 

Like Parallels that run ftraight, though fev'ral ways. 


Prologue {poken at the Duke’s Theatre. 


IT, which is all the Gold a Poet has, 

V \ Can feldow far by any Standard pafi. 
Nor can great Pow'r by ang flamp enjoyn 
Wit to the World as univerfal Coyn. 
For though most Nations oft have enmity, 
And in moft things: yet always all agree, 
And ev n like Subjes of one Pow'r fubmit, 
That all may differ in the price of Wit. 
°Tis by allay, like Gold, more currant made: 
But Poets, joya d with States-men, fhould perfivade 
You, our Free-States, and all great States t’agree 
How much allay in Gold and Wit fhould be. 
Pure Wit, like Ingots wrought without allay, 
Will ferve for hoord, but not for common pay. 
Th'allay's coorfé metal makes the finer laf; 
Which elfé would in the Peoples handling wafte. 
So Country Figs and Farces mixt among 
Heroique Scenes make Plays continue long. 
Ent there are fome who would the World perfwade, 
That Gold is better when the Stamp is bad 
And that an ugly ragged piece of Eight 
Is ever true in metal and in weight: 
As if a Guinny and Lovis had lefs 
Intriniick vallue for their handfomnefs. 
So, divers, who outlive the former age, 
Allire the coorfenefs of the plain old ftage 5 
And think rich Vefis and Scenes are only fit 
Difeuifes for the want of Art and Wit. 
Since Wits extrinfick vallue among ft all 
Has feafons, Money-like, to rifé and falls 
And fince our Poct found his did begin 
To lefféen, he, Prince-like, did call it in. 
And then he quickly melted it again: 
for what is hotter than a Poets brain 2 
He hopes the fecond flamp has brought it forth 
With decoration and will raife the worth. 
Or it, at leaft, by being Mill’'d, does get 
Form fo exa as none fhall counterfeit. 
For as in dearth of money, States grow bold 
With Laws, and fuffer Coiners of falfe Gold 5 
So you, our States, in want of Wit, he fays 
permit fome publick Coiners of falfe Plays. 
If gliftring hows, or jingling founds you pafé 
For current Plays, we jufily pay you Brafs. lt 
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Well, Gentlemen! Let him to others give 
His wit for Golds I by your silver live. 
Im of your Party and thefé fhifts abhor : 
Poets are Princes but are very poor. 

He may, at laft, endeavour to enjoin 
You, as his Subjects, to take Leather coin. 


The Perfons of the Comedy. 


Pallatine the Elder, Richly Landed and a Wit. 
Pallatine the Younger, A Wit too, but Jives on his exhibition in 
Sir Morglay Thwack, A humerous rich old Knight. (Town. 


Sir Tirant Thrift, Guardian to the Lady ample. 

Meager, A Souldier newly come from Holland. 
Pert, His Comrade. 

Engine, Steward to Sir Tirant Thrift. 

The Lady Ample, AnIoheretrix,and Ward to Sir Tirant Thrift. 
Lucy, Miftrefs to the younger Pallatine. 

Ginet, Woman to the Lady Ample. 

Snore, A Conttable. 

Miftrefs sxore, His Wife. 

Miftrefs Queafe, Her Neighbour. 


Watchmen, &c. 


The Scene LON DON. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Young Pallatine, Meager, Pert. 


Yo. Pall. Elcome o'fhore Afeager / Give me thy hand. 
*Tis a true one; and will no more forfake 

A Bond or Bill than a good Sword 3 a hand 
Which will fhift for the Body, till the Laws 
Provide for both. 

Meag. Old Wine, and new Cloaths, Sir, have made you 
Wanton! D’you not fee Pert, my Comrade ? 

Yo. Pall Ambiguous Pert! haft thou danc'd to the Drum? 
Could a Taff’ca Scarf, a long Eftridge wing, 
A {tiff Iron Doublet, and a Brazeel Pole, 
Tempt thee from Cambrick fheets, from Caudles 
Where the pretious Amber fwims? 

Pert. Sir, we have been to kill we know not whom, 
Nor why; Led on to break a Commandment, 
With the confent of Cuftom and the Laws. 

Meag. Mine was a certain inclination, Sir, 
To do mifchief, there, where I found no Judges 
To fright Juries, nor Juries to fright me. 

To. Pall. 
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Yo. Pall. Nothing but Honour could feduce thee, Pert; 

Honour, which is the Darling of the youthful, 
And the old Souldiers wealth; a jealoufie 
Inthe Noble, and myft’ry to the Wife. 

Pert. It was, Sir, no Geographical fancy, 
CCaufe in our Maps, I lik’d this Region here, 
More than that Country lying there.) made me 
Partial which to fight for. 

To. Pall. True, fage Pert. 

What is’t to thee, whether One Dow Diego, 

A Prince, or Haws van Holv, Fritter-feller 

Of Bombell, do conquer that Parapet, 

Redout or Town, which thou ne’er faw’ ft before? 

Pert. Not aclipt Doyt tome, but Honour, Sir. 

To. Pall. Why right; elfe wherefore fhould{t thou bleed for him 
Whofe Money, Wine, nor Wench, thou n’ere hatt us’d ? 
Or why deftroy fome poor Root-eating Souldier, 
Who never gave thee the lye, deny’d to pledge 
The health of thy poor Miftrefs, nor return’d 
Thy Tooth-pick ragged, which he borrowed whole. 

Pert. Never to my knowledge. 

Meag. Comrade, ’tis ttme— 

Yo. Pall. What to unfhip your Trunks at Billingsgate? 
Fierce Meager, why fuch hafte? Do not I know 
That a Moufe yoak’d to a Pefcod, may draw 
Your Goods? 

Pert. Why we have Linen, Sir. 

To. Pall. As much, Sir, as will fill a Tinder Box. 

I like not, Friends, 

This modeft, quiet pofture, of your fhoulders. 
Why ftir you not, as if you were both fencing 5 
Or do you poorly hide your Cattel, left 

The Skipper make you pay their paflage over 2 

Pert. Know, Palatine, Truth is anaked Lady, 
She will fhew all, Azeager, and I have not—— 

Yo. Pall. The Treafure of Saint Azark, I believe, Sirs 
Though you are as rich as caft Servingmen, 

Or Bawds led thrice into Captivity. 

Pert. Thou haft a heart of the right {tamp, I find, 
It is not comely in thine Eyes, to fee 
Us Sons of War fneak by a Tavern with 
Remorfe, becaufe we can’t unpawn the Oaths 
We left at the Bar for the laft Reckoning. 

Meag. And ab{tain from Flefh, as if Exglih Beef 
Were all referv'd for Sacrifice. 

Pert. Whilft Colon keeps more norfe than Mariners 
At Plays, or Apple-Wives that wrangle for 
A Sieve. 

Meag. Contribute, come contribute, Pallatine. 

Yo. Pall. Stand there, clofe on your lives; for in this Houfe 
Lives a rich old Hen, whofe young Egg (though not 
Of her own laying) I have in the Embers. 

The Niece and I would quickly marry and 


To bed, if th’ Aunt, who has fat up too long, - 
y 
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By threefcore years; would go but to her Grave. 
Pert. No Plots upon generation 5 we two 

Have fa(ted fo long, that we cannot think 

Now of begetting any thing 5 unlefs, 

Like Canibals, we might eat our own I flue. 

To. Pall. | fay clofe; fhrink in your Morions, go! 
Meag. Why hiddenthus? A Souldier may arpear. 
Yo Pull Yes, in a Sutlers Hut onthe pay day. 

But do you Know the filence of this Houfe ? 

The gravity and awe? Here dwells.a Lady, 

Who has not feen a Street, fince old King Harry 

Call’d her to a Masks I never faw her yet, 

And to arrive at my preferment firft 

In your fweet Company, will (I take it) 

Add but little to my hopes. Retire,Go. [They flep afide, he calls 
Pert. We fhall obey, (between the Hangings. 
Yo. Pall What Luce, Luce! my Miltre(s! now isthe old Beldam 

Mifleading her to a Cufhions where fhe 

Mutt figh and fat. Luce, Luce! 

No hope; fhe is undone. She'll number o’re 

As many Orifons, as if fhe had 

A peck of Beads to her Rofary. Luce! 

Luce. Luce! My April Loves dear Miftrefs, peak! = [Enter Luce. 
Luce. Pallatme, for Heavens fake keep in your voice 5 

My cruel Aunt will hear you, and I’m loft. 

Yo. Pall. Wt:at can fhe hear, when her old ears are {tuft 

With asmech warm Wax, as will feal a Leafe. 

What does fhe lift’ning upon Earth ? the fhould 

Goffip under ground, with fuch crawling creatures 

As Heaven provides t’'accempany old people. 

Luce. Still worfe! were not my heart unwilling to 

Confent to that which might disfigure thee, 

I could wifh thy face were blafted. 

Yo. Pal! How now? from whence thistempeft, Luce > 
Luce. Thou doft out-drink 

Danes at their Weddings, and out{wear French Gametters 

When their firft misfortune rages; out-quarrel 

One that rides Poft, and is ftopt by a Cart: 

Thy walking hours are later in the night 

Than thofe which Drawers, Traytors, or Conftables 

Themfelves do keep3 for Watchmen know thee better 

Than their Lanthorn. And here’s your Surgeon’s Bill, 

Your kind thrift (I thank you) has fent it me 

To pay; as if the narrow exhibition 

My Aunt allows for Aprons, would maintain 

You in Sear-clothes. [Pall. farveys the Bill. 
Mesg. Can the Yefrows of Vtrick chide fo prettily 2 
Pert. Meager, { fhall need (if I ftay long here) 

No Elixar of Beef to exalt nature, 

Though [ were Jeaner than a Groat. 

Yo. Pall This Surgeon’s a Rogue, Luce 5 a Fellow, 
That has no more care of a Gentlemans 
Credit, than of the Lint he has twice us’d. 
Luce. Well Sir, but what’s that Inftrument he names? 
To. Palls 
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Yo Pall. He writes down here, for a Tool of injection 
Luce, a {mall water Engine, which I bought 
For my Taylor’s Child, to fquirt at Prentices. 

Luce. 1,1, Sir, he wants wit, as well as virtue, 

Who knows not how t’excufé his wickednefs. 
I thall be old at twenty, Pallatine, 

My grief to fee thy manners and thy mind, 
Has wrought fo much upon my heart. 

Yo. Pall. Fy Luce! I'd rather keep our marriage Supper 
In a Church-yard, and beget our firft Child 
In a Coffin, than hear thee prophecy. 

Luce, thou art drunk, Luce, far gone in Almond milk. 
Give me thy hand.—— 

Pert, Now do I diffolve like Sugar in Sack. 

Meag. He's ploughing the Indies, good Gold appear! 

To. Pull. Vm a new man, Lace. Thou halt find me 
In a Geneva Band, that was reduc’d 
From an Aldermans Cuff, with no more hair 
Than a Puritan wears; this debatht W hinyard, 

I will reclaim to comely Bow and Arrows} 

And fhoot with Haberdafhers at Finsbury 5 

And then be thought the Grandchild of old Cliv. 
And more, my Luce, hang at my Velvet Girdle, 
A Book wrapt up in Sea-green Dimmity, 

And (quire thy untooth’d Aunt to an exercife. 

Luce. Nothing but Law and Age can make you tame. 

To. Pall. What Money haft thou, Luce > 

Luce. I, there’s your bus’nefs ? 

To. Pall. 1t is the bus’nefs of the world; for all 
Great injuries grow but to get more money. 

And does not Juftice fit for the fame end ? 

Men are not wife without it; for it makes 
Wiidom more known 5 but when a Fool 1s poor, 
’Tis next old Aches and bad fame: 

ryce, think onthat, and rob thy Aunt 

E’re (he has time to make an Inventory. 

Pert. A good Pioner, he works to the bottom. 

Luce. Haft thou no tafte of Heaven? wert thou begot 
Ina Prifon, and bred up in a Galley ? 

Yo. Pall. am loth, for thy fake, to mount a Coach 
With two Wheels, whilft the Damfels of the Shop 
Cry out, 2 goodly {trait chin’d Gentleman. 

He dyes for robbing an Attorneys Cloak-Bag 
Of Copper Seals, and foul Night-Caps, together 
With his Wives Bracelet of Mill-Tefters. 

Luce. There, Sir 

Tis Gold, my Pendants, Carkanets, and Rings, 

My Chriftning Cawdle Cup, and all my Spoons, 

Are melted in that lumps Nay, pray take all! 

And with it all my anger. LExi#. 

To. Pall. This Baggage fleeps 
Crofs leg’d; and the Devil has no more power 
O're that charm, than dead men ore their lewd Heirs 
I muft marry her, and fpend my Revenue 


[Flings hive a Purfe. 
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In Cradles, Pins, and Soap. 
Meag. Pallatine, how much? 
Pert. Honourable Pall! 
To. Pall. Gentlemen, you muft accept without. gaging . 
Your corp’ral Oaths torepay in three days. 
Pert. Not we Pall in three Jubilees, fear not. 
To. Pall. Nor fhall you charge we with loud vehemence 
(Thrice before company) to wait you in 
My Chamber fuch a night, for then acertain 
Drover of the South, comesto pay you money. 
Meag. On both our Faiths. 
Pert. On our Allegiance Pall. 
Yo. Pall. There then; go bothand fhift, [ Gives them Gold. 
And brufh your skins. Meet me at the new Play, 
Fair and perfum’d. Strange words are hanging 
On the lips of Rumour! 
Pert. Language of joy, dear Pall 2 
To. Pall, This day is come to Town 
The Minion of the Womb, my Lads, my elder Brother 5 
Witty, as youthful Poets 1n their Wine 5 
Bold asa Centaur at a Feaft; and kind, 
As Virgins that were ne’er beguil’d with love. 
I go to feek him; meet me and rejoice. 
Pert. Pri Pall! 
nies rince Pa [ Exennt Omnes, 
Enter Sir Morglay Thwack, Eld. Pall. zew and richly 
cloath'd but'ning themfelves. 
Eld. pall. Sir Morglay, come 5 the hours have many wings 
The Town does look, methinks, as if it would 
Invite the Country to aFeatt. 
Thw. Atwhich, neither the Serjeants nor their Yeomen 
Mult be the Waters, Pallatine, left (ome 
Of the Guefts pretend bus’nefs. How doft like me? 
Fld. Pall, As one whom ancient Women hall no more 
Forbear, than they can warm Furs or Mu(fcadine. 
Thw. Pallatine, to have a volatile Ache 
Which removes oft’ner than the Tartars Camp 5 
To haveaStitch, that fucks a man awry, 
Till he feems crooked as a Chefnut boughs 
Or ftand in the deformed guard of a Fencer, 
To have thefe hid in Flefh that has liv’d finful 
Fifty long years: yet husband fo much ftrength 
As could convey me hither fourfcore Miles, 
On a defign of wit, and glory, may 
Be regiftred for a {trange northern act. 
Eld. pall. I cannot boaft thofe noble maladies 
As yet; but time, dear Knight, asI have heard, 
May make man’s knowledge bold upon himfelf- 
Thefe Clothes and Jewels are the {nares in which 
Your Lady Wits, and their wife Compeers Male, 
May chance be caught / 
Enter Yo. Pall. 
Yo. Pall. Your welcome, noble Brother, 


Mutt be hereafter {pokes for I have loft 
Much 
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Much of my breath with hatte to find you Nie tae 
Eld. Pall. Your joy becomes you, it has Courtthip in’t. 
Yo. Pall. Sir Morglay Thwack! I did expect to fee 

The Archer Cimbeline, or old King Lud 

Advance his Falchion here again, e’re you, 

*Mongift fo much {moak, difeafes, Law, and noife. 

Thw. What your Town gets by me, let ‘em lay up 

For their Orphans, and record in their Annals. 

I come to borrow where I'll never lend, and buy 

What [ll never pay for. 

Yo. Pall. How? will you pay nothing? 

Thw. No, I'll pay no body. 

Eld. Pall. Nor fhall he Jend money to a fick friend. 

Yo. Pall. This gives me newer wonder than your Clothes. 

Why in fuch fhining trim, like men who come 

From rifled Tents, loaden with Victory > 
Eld, pall. Yes, or like eager Heirs, new dipt in Ink, 

Who feal’d in hafte, left Parchment fhould grow dear. 

We come to be the bus’nefs of all Eyes; to take 

The wall of our Saint George on his Feaft-day. 

Thw. Yes, and then imbark at Dover, and do 

The I:ke to Saint Dezais: all this, young Sir, 

Without charge too; I mean tous: we bring 

A hum’rous odd Philofophy to Town, 

Which fays, pay nothing. 

Yo. Pall. Why, where have []iv’d ? 
Eld. Pall. Brother, be calm, and edifie: But firft 

Receive a principle; never hereafter 

Will I disburfe for you one limber Groat. 

To Pall. Faith give me fomething, though it be no more 

But what may enable me to make you 

A Prefent for this comfortable news. 

Eld. Pall. Brother, though you fhould fend me more Epiftles, 

Than younger Factors write in their firft Voyage, 

To all their fhort-hair’d Friends; or abfent Lovers 

Pen near their marriage week, t’ excufe the flow 

Arrival of the Licenfe, and the Ring: 

Yet not one penny fhould depart my reach. 

Yo. Pall. This Doctrine will not pafs. How thall I live? 
Eld. pall. As we intend to do, by our good Wits. 

To. Pall. How, Brother, how ? 

Eld. Pall. My Friend, Sir Aforglay, and my felf, have leas'd 

Out all our Rents and Lands for pious ufes. 

To. Pall. What, Co-founders; give Legacies e’re death? 

Pallatine the pious, and old Saint Aorglay. 

Your names will found but il] in Kalendars. 

How long, Sir, muft this raging zeal continue ? 

Eld. Pall. Till wenomore fubfift here by our Wits. 

Then well renounce the Town, and patiently 

Return again unto our Mother Earth, 

There fwagger in the Wool which we fhall borrow 

From our own Flocks. 

Thw. But, e’re we go, we'll leave fome Monuments 

Of the vaft treafure, purchas’d by our Wit, 


174. aed The WITS. 


I have a mind, Sir, to re-edifie 

The decays of Fleet-Ditch5 from whence I hear, 
The roaring veftals are but lately fled 

To fhun the fcourge of perfecution. 

Yo. Pall. What an obfcure {mall Star have I, 
Which never yet could light me to to this way ? 
Live by your wits? 

Eld.Pall. So live, that Ufurers 
Shall call their moneys in, remove their Bank 
T’Ordinaries, Spring-Garden, and Hide-Park: 

Whilft their glad fons are left feaven for their chance, 
At hazard, Sir: a hundred, and all made at Sent: 
Three Motley Cocks of Darby ftrain, 

Together with a Foal of Peggibrige. 

Thw. Sir, { will match my Lord Majors Horfe, make Jockeys 
Of his Hench-boys, and run ’em through Cheap/ide. 

Eld pall. What Girles are gracious now, what Beauties, hah! 

Thw. NotSir, that if we woo, we'll be at charge 
For looks, or if we marry, make a Joynture. 

Eld.Pall. | could keep. thee, 

CI mean in fuch a garb as may become 
An honeft Gentleman) with the fole Tithe 
OF Tribute, I fhall now receive from Ladies. 

Thw. Your Brother and my felf have feal’d to Covenants. 
The female youth I yield to him, but all 
From forty to fourfcore are mine; a Widow 
You'll fay, is a wife, folemn, wary Creature3 
But though fhe has clos’d up nine Hufbands eyes, 

And has pofle{t their wealth, yet, in one month, 
I will wafte her, to her firft Wedding-fmock, 

Yo. Pall. Amazement knows no eafe but in demands, 
Pray tell me, Gentlemen, to all this vaft 
Delignment (which fo {trikes my Ear) dedu& 

You nought from your revenue, nought that may, 
Like Fuel, feed the flame of your expence? 

Eld.Pall. No more than ferves to feed a Jew with Bacon. 
Thefe gaudy Clothes and radiant Stones, befpoke 
*Gainft our arival here, together with 
A certain {tock of Crowns in eithers purfe, 

Is all the charge that from our proper own 
Begins or furthers our defign; and of 
Thefe Crowns, not one fhall be ufurp’d by you. 

Thw. No, no relief, but wit, and fome good counfel. 

Eld.pall. The {tock my Father left you, if your care 
Had purpos’d fuch a follid courfe, might well 
Have rais'd you in the Trade, but we {pend light 5 
Our Coach is yet unwheel’d: Sir Asorglay, come 
Let’s fuit thofe Friefland Mares with our own ftrain. 

Yo. Pall. Why, Gentlemen, will the defign keep horfes ? 

Thw. It may be they fhall live by their wits too. 

Yo. Pall. Their Mafters are but bad Tutors elfe. 

Well, how you'll purge our Ladies and weak Gentry of 
Theirtreafure, by your gilded Pills, ahead 
That is not old may comprehend. But, Sirs, 
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The coltive City, ‘tak’t from my experiment, | ae 

Will not be purg’d your way; thatis, not gull’d > 
thw. Not gull’d? they dare not be fo impudent. 

T fay they fhall be gull’d, and truft, and break, 

And pawn their Charter too. 

Yo. Pall. 1s't Jawful, Brother, 

For me to laugh, or fmile, who have no money > 
Fld Pall. Yes, Sir, at your felf. 

Yo. Pall. You both have talted Natures kindnefs, Arts, 
And men, have fhin’d in moveing Camps, have feen 
Courts to their folemn bufinefs, and gay pomp, 

Are fo acquainted with the Town, that in the 

Dark you know the Signs of ev’ry Street: 

And can fuch Sages Jeafe out Lands to feed Cripples, 

Whilft you your felves will live here by your wits? 
Thw. Where we were cheated in our youth, 

We mean to couzen in our Age, 

Eld.Pall. Brother, I came 
To be your wife example in the Arts 
Which lead to thriving glory, and fupream lifes 
Not through the humble ways, wherein dull Lords 
Of Lands, and Sheep do walk: But you are warm 
In anothers wooll, and think your tame eafe 
Vertue, call it content, and quietnefs. 

Thw. Write Letters to your Brother, do; and be 
For{worn in every long Parenthefis, 

For Twenty pounds fent you in Butchers filver, 
Eld.Pall.Counfel is pretious, calt it not away. [Ex. Eld, Pall. and 
Yo. Pall. Sure neither of thefe wondrousWits were born (Thwack. 

To more than to five Senfes, yet they aim 

To do far greater things and newer in the 

World than I. Well, they are {trangely wife, 

And } am but the Lady Fortunes Fool, 

Whom the, perhaps, does for her pride, or fport, 

Keep gaudily fometimes; and then condemns 

Me to her ufual Livery 3 and yet, 

Though but her Fool, if my defign fucceeds, 

Wl turn to folid Gold their airy dream: 

They by their Wits thall live, and I by them. [ Exit. 


ACT If. SCENE I. 
Enter Lady Ample, Ginet, Engine. 


Amp. Y Guardian hors’d? this evening fay’ft thou, Exgine. 
Eng. Tis two how’rs, Madam, fince he left the Town. 
Amp. Saw’t thou his flender leg in the Stirrop? 
His Iv’ry Box, on his {mooth Ebon ftaff, 
New civeted, and hanging to his writt ? 
With his warp’d face, clofe button’d in his Hood, 
That men may take him for a Monk difguis’d, ae 
n 
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And fled Poft from a Purfuivant ? 

Eng. His crafty Age may be reveng’d, and triumph 
Ore your wit. To morrow night 
The utmoft minute of your Wardfhip ends. - 

And I, his old Interpreter, expound [ Knocking ready. 
The meaning of this hafty Journey which 
He took, is to provide a Hufband for you. 

Amp. Such as my judgment and my eyes mutt hate, 
That then he may inlarge my compofition. 

Eng. Madam, [ am conftrain’d to call him Matter, 
But I am fervant to fair Truth and You. 

Amp. V'll make election to delight my felf: 

What compolition ftricteft Laws will give, 
His Guardianfhip may coufen from the Bank 
My Father !eft; and not devour my Land. 

Gin. Your Ladyfhip has liv’d fix years beneath 
His roof, therefore may guefs the semper 
OF his heart; But Exgive, Madam, is 
Your humble Creature. 

Amp. Thou fhalt begin to know my bounty when the 
Next Sun fets, for then my Wardfhip ends. [Kuocking within« 
That {peaks command or hafte, open the dore. LEzter Luce. 
Luce, weeping, alas poor wench ? 

Luce. Madam, undone beyond all hope, but what 
Your pity will vouchfafe to minifter. 

Amp. Haft thou been ftruck by Infamy? or doft thou 
Come a Mourner from fome Lovers Herfe? 

Luce. Yam the Mourner and the Mourned, 

Dead to my felfs 

My cruel Aunt has banifht me her Roof} 
Expos'd me to the night, the winds, and to 
All griefs which follow common Wanderers. 

Amp. But has fhe, Luce, no motive for this anger 5 
No caufe, which you would willingly conceal? 

Luce. Sufpicious of my chaftity, which 
Heaven would difallow as falfe; though fhe 
Accus’d me only for my thoughts. 

Amp. What ground had her fufpicion ? 

Luce. Young Pallatine, whom vertuoufly I love, 

Was faln into fuch want, as generous youth 
Does feldom patiently endure without 
Offending Law. I, to prevent my fear, 
Sold all my Jewels, and my trifling wealth, 
To pay his debts; and fhe believes that fome 
Uncivil confequence attends the Gift. 

Amp. This, Luce, is {uch Apoftacy in Wit, 
As Nature muft degrade her felf in Woman 
To forgive it? fhall love put thee to charge? 

Eng. How the is {tung with this? 

Amp. Thy feature and thy wit are wealth enough 
To keep thee highs but thou invert’ft their ufe, 

Thy Lover like the foolith Adazsant 
The Steel, thou doft allure and draw 
To walte thy vertue, not to get by it. 
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Luce. This Doétrine, Madam, is but new to me. 
Amp. How have I liv'd thinkft thou? E’en by my Wits. 
Ginet. Your Guardian had {tarv'd me, but that the ereen Sickneg 
Took away my Stomach. i 
Amp. Thy Difeafe, Gizet, made thee in love with morter 
And thou eat’it him up a piece of an old wall. ; 
Eng. A priviledge my Matter only gave 
To hers none elfe of all the Houfe durft do it. 
Amp. When I did feel the torment of his thrift, 
Nature, my Steward, [ did callt’accompts 
And took from her Exchequer fo much Wit 
As kept me fince. I made my Bearded-males 
To offer up, and bow, then laugh’d 
At their Idolatry. 
Gin. A Jewel fora fmile, and that but counterfeit. 
Luce. I feel I am inclin’d t’ endeavour in 
A calling, Madam, I'd be glad to live. 
Amp. Know, Luce, this isno Hofpital for Fools. 
My Bedis yours, but on condition, Luce, 
That you redeem the credit of your Sex; 
That you begintotempt, and when the fnare 
Has caught the Fowl, you plume him, till you get 
More Feathers than you loft to Palatine. 
Luce. I fhall not wafte my time in vain, 
While I imitate your Ladifhip. 
Amp. Give to a Suitor! I would fain behold 
That man who durft 
Woo me with fo much impudence, as to 
Expect a tribute from me. 
Eng. Madam, you are 
Not far from the poffeffion of your with. 
There is no language heard, no bus’nefs now 
In Town, but what proclaims th’ arrival here, 
This morning, of the elder Pallatine. 
Luce. Hah! fure he is Brother to my vain Lover. 
Engin. He brings with him a Buskin-Knight, who does 
Outface all objects of Antiquity. 
Amp. What's their defign ? 
Eng. They mean to fhine in Jewels: 
If you demand who pays for’em. Why, Ladies. 
They talk of \ecping publick Banquets, where 
They ever purpo‘e to be cloath’d like Bridegrooms 5 
Ask ’em who pays for ‘em, they an{wer, Ladies. 
They meanto ye with all thofe Ladies too, 
And pay ’em but with iffue male, who fhall 
Inherit nothing but their wit, and dothe like 
To Ladies when they grow to Age. 
Amp. Engine, how fhall we fee’em, Engine? 
Eng. ’Tis, Madam, in the power of time to fhew ‘em. 
Amp. Attempt it, Engine, and be profperous. 
Gin. I'd lofe my wedding to behold thefe Dagonets. 
Amp. My Guardian’s out of Town. I mean toltve 
Like Cefar's Miltrefs till to morrow night. 
I would, like a departing Lamp, before 
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leave you inthe dark, fpread in a blaze. 
Eng. Madam, command the Keys, the Houfe, and me. 
Amp. Come, Luce, let us contrive to tempt ’em hither. 
[Exeunt Amp. Ginet, Engine. 
Young Pall. beckens Luce from behind the Hangings. 
Yo. Pall. Luce, Luce! 
Luce. Deathonmy Eyes! how came you hither? 
Yo. Pall. lama kind of Fly, Luce, 

Which ftill fhifts place to follow the Sun-beams - 

I mutt needs play in the flames of thy beauty. 

Luce. Y’ave us'd me witha Chriftian care, have you not? 
To. Pall. Come, I know all. I’ve been at thy Aunts Houfe, 

And there committed more diforder than 

A ftorm in a Ship, or a Cannon-Bullet 

Shot through a Kitchin, amongft fhelves of Pewter. 

Luce. This madnefs 1s not true, I hope. 
Yo. Pall. Too true; witnefs a fhower of Malmfy Lees, 

Dropt from thy Aunts own Urinal on this 

New Feather. 

Luce. You have feen her then? 
Yo. Pall. Yes, and the looks like the Dame of Babylon. 

I told her fhe muft dye, and her belov’d 

Old Velvet-hood be fold to fome Dutch Brewer 

Of Ratcliff, to make his Yefrow Slippers. 

Luce. Speak low. I am depriv’d, 

By thy rath Wine, of all attonement now 

Unto her after Legacies, or love. 

Yo. Pall. My Luce, be magnify’d, I am all Plot, 

All Stratagem. My elder Brother is in Town; 

The Lady Ample’s fame hath caught him, Girl: 

I'm told he means an inftant vifit hither. 

Luce. What happinefs from this? 
Yo. Pall. As he departs from hence, 
Meager and Pert are laid t’ encounter his 
Long Ears, with Tales lefs true than thofe of Troy. 
Luce. Youaretooloud. Whifper your news within. — [ Exeunf. 
Enter Engine, Eld. Pall. Thwack. 
Eng. You call and govern Gentlemen; but pray 
Take notice where you are. 
Eld. Pall. Sir Tyrant Thrift 

Dwells here, the Lady Ample is his Ward 5 

She is within, and we mutt fee her. 

Thw. Tell her,a devout Knight, who, to prevent 

Temptation in others, made himfelf gray 

By acharm, would fpeak with her. 

Eng. I fhall deliver both your Errands. 

They come as if our very wifh had brought ’em. [ Exit. 
Eld. Pall. Six Morglay you have broke our Covenants. 
Thw. However, do but hear what I can fay. 

Eld. Pall. From forty to fourfcore, the written Law 

Runs fo 3 this Lady’s in her nonage yet, 

And when you prefs into my company, 

Where vifitations are decreed mine own, 

Fe argues heat which my rebukes muft cool. 


Thy, 
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Thm What fhould I do? would’ft have me ke , 
And weigh Gunpowder. Solitude leads me a 
To nothing lefs than Treafon. I had rather 
Dig, till I blow up all, thanthus fit ftill. 

Eid. Pall. Follow your task. You feehow early 
Have found this young Inheritrix; go feek 
The aged out, bones unto bones. And then 
Like Cards ill packt, fhuffle your {elves together, 

Until you both diflike the Game. 

Thy. Well, Sir, a wither’d Midwife, ora Nurfe, are thofe 

I would find here, fo they be rich. 
Ezter Ginet. 
Ginet. My Lady underftands your hafte, and fhe 
Her felf confults now in Affairs of hafte, 
But yet will haftily approach to fee 
You Gentlemen, and then in hafte return. 
Eld Pall. What's this, the fuperfcription of a Packet 2 
Thw. Now does my blood wamble. You, Sucket-eater! 
LOffers to follow her, Pall. flays bin. 

Eld. pall. Thefe Cov’nants, Knight, will never be obferv'd, 

I'll fue the Forfeiture. [Exter Ample, Luce, Ginet. 

[Eid.Pall. and Thwack addrefi to hifi them, and are thruft back, 

Amp. Stay Gentiemen. Good Souls, they have feen, Luce, 

The Country Turtles Bill, and think our ie 

In Town and Court, are worn for the fame ufe. 
Luce. Pray how do the Ladiesthere? poor Villagers, 

They churn ftill, keep their Daries, and lay up 

For embroider’d Mantles, againft th’ Heirs birth. 

Amp. Who 1s begot in Chrif?as Holydays. 

Eld. pall.Y es Lady’s, when Spirit of Mince-Pye reignsin the blood. 

Amp. Thope old Penny-Gleek is there 
In fafhion yet, and the treacherous foot 
Not wanting on the Table-frame, to jog 
The Husband, left he lofe the Noble which 
Should pay the Grocer’s man for Spice, and Fruit ? 

Luce. The good old Butler fharestoo, with his Lady 
In the Box, bating for Candles that were burnt, 

After the Clock {truck ten ? : 
Thw. He does indeed. 
Poor Country Madams, they are fubject ftill 
To thofe dull beafts their Husbands. | 

Luce. And then the Evenings, warrant ye, they {pend 
With Mother Spectacle, the Curate’s Wife 5 
Who does inveigh ’gainft curling, and dy’d Cheeks 5 
Heaves her devout impatient Nofe at Oy! 

Of Jefamins and thinks powder of Paris 

Prophane, as th’ Afhes of a Romifh Martyr. 
amp. And in the days of joy and triumph, Sir, 

Which come as feldom to them as new Gowns, 

Poor humble wretches, they {till frisk and dance, 

In narrow Parlers, to a fingle Fiddle, 

Which fqueaks forth tunes, likea departing Pig. 

Luce. Whilft the courfe Hinds fhake from their feet more duft, 
Than fell from roots of Trees which danc’d to Orpheus. 
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Amp. Do they not pour their Wine too from an Ewer, 
Or fmall gilt Creufe, like Orange-Water kept 
To fprinkle holy-day Beards ? 

Luce. And whena Stranger comes, fend feven Miles Poft, 
By Moon-fhine, for another Pint ? ; 

Eld. Fall. Allthefe, indeed, are doleful truths; but what 
Do you, th’exemplar Madams of the Town? 
Still Play away your youth, as hafty Gamefters 
Stake their light Gold; not with defire to lofe it, 
But ina fond miftake that it will fie 
No other ufe? 

Thw. Acd then preferve your age, 
As fuper{titious finners ill got wealth, 
Part for the Church, and part for Hofpitals. 

Eld. Pall. If you are rich, you begger thoufands by 
The ill example of your coftly vanities. 

Thm. If you are poor, 

Like wanton Monkeys, chain’d from fruit, 
You feed upon the itch of your own Tails. 

Luce. Rofe-Vinegar to wath that Ruffians mouth ! 

Amp. They come to live by their Wits; Jet them ufe’em. 

Luce. They have fo few, and thofe they {pend fo faft, 
That they will fcarce leave any to maintain them. 

Eld. Pall. You fhall maintain usthen. ‘Tis a defiga 
The fubtle have decreed of late. You hall 
Endow us with your perfons, and your goods 
Without your matrimontal Manacles, 

Which would oblige affection again{t Nature. 

Amp. Mott excellent refolyes ! 

Eld. Pall, But if you'll s<eds marry 5 do not expe& 
A fingle Turf fer a Jointuse. 

Thw. I would no more coubt to poffels you two 
CWere't not for certain Cov’nants lately fign'd) 

Than [ would fear ufary in a {mall Poet. 

Amp. You would not? 

Thy. But look to yeur old Widows: 

My titlethere is gnod: fee they be richs 
For fear I leave thei¢ Twins uponthe Parith 5 
Towhomthe City will deny Blew-Coats, 
Becaufe a Country wit begot ’em. 

Amp. Why all for Widows, Sir ? can nothing that 
Is young invite your mouldy appetite ? 

Th. No, in footh; Damfels at your years make Jove 
Too lowd3 your paffions fill the Town with fo much talk 5 
A man may with lefs noife lie witha Drum. 

Amp. Think you fo, Sir? 

Thy. Give methe filenceof arev'rend Widow. [Amp. takes Pall. 

Amp. Pray, Sir, allow me but your Ear afide. (afide. 
Though this old Archer of the North does boaft 
OF more than all his ftrength can jultifie: 

Yet you have nobler breeding, than to think 
All Ladies relith of an appetite, 
Bad as the we:dt your evil chance has found. 


Eld, Pall. All are alike; or elfe if any are 
More 
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More virtuous than others, ‘tis not my faule. 

Amp. I would to Heav’n you'ld mend your Tah ae 

I have the confidence to with you well. re enn: 
Eld. Pall. And I’ve the confidence to with you ill, 

As your opinion judges of mens withes. 

But, Lady, ’tis partly for my own fake. 

Amp. Are you thus free to other Ladies too ? 
Eld. Pall. Troth, Madam, I ambut aman; but yet 
Would be an honeft man, and do you all, 
As far as I am able, equal juftice. 
Amp. Yoffend me, Sirs yet I'll not thew it by 

Offending you with ftaying in your fight. 

Sir, thofe who are unkind need not be cruel. [ Exit. 
Thw. She’s caught, Pallatine wilt thou leave her thus > , 
Eld. Pall. 1 {prinkle water on her paffions Fire: 

Difdain allays love’s flame to raife it higher. 

Luce. Ist not good, Sir, to make a Lady angry > 
Eld. pall. *Tis Womanhood to be but feldom pleas'd. 
Luce. Ginet, does this become the Gentleman >? 
Gin. As age and half a Smock would become me. [Eter Engine. 
Luce. Engine, fhew them their way. 
Eng. It lies through this door, Gentlemen. 
Eld. Pall. Sir, we hall need no Guide. But, do you hear > 
We'll receive no Letters. 
Thw. Nor no meflage from th’ old Widow, your Mother, 

If you have any, no, though fhe fend for me 

When fheis dying, and does lie half drown’d 

In Rheum. (Exeunt Engine, Eld. Pall. Thwack. 
Luce. Alas good old Knight! we fhall fee him fhortly 

In as many Night-Caps as would make 

Sick Mahomet a Turband for the Winter. LExter Ample. 
Amp. Are they gone Luce ? 

Luce. Yes, but will both returne’relong. Madam, 

You feign pretty well the firft qualms of love: 

But the next fit you muft diffemble more. 

Amp. How rude thefe Village Gentlemen are grown? 
Luce. Sure if they did not hunt all day, and fleep 

All night, their Wives would e’en grow weary 

Of their company. 

Amp. Come, Luce, I have athoufand bufie thoughts 

More than a Hood of Sarfnet can keep in. 

If { make not thefe Univerfal Lovers 

Curfe the vain caufe that brought ’em now to London, 

I'll my felf go a milking in the Country. [Exeunt. 

Enter Snore, Mrs Snore, Mrs. Queafy. 
Queaf: Matter Szore, pray hear me; you are Conftable. 
snore. Lord, Neighbour Quea/y, what need this? D’ you think 

I do not know my own Office ? 

Queaf. Who you? [ warrant you, 

As well as the proudeft of ‘em, and no man 

Is more hearty to the poor; for no man 

Gives em more good Counfel, to forbear coming 

Near the Parith, for the good of us all. 

Snore. Well, well, be briefs 
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I proteft ['m fo full of weighty matters, 
That my head grows e’en too big for my Hat. 
You muft be brief, Neighbour Qveafe, I fay, 
In fhort, you mult be brief: 
Mrs.Snore. My Hufband has but too much of the Kings bufineG. 
Queaf. Alas, I know’t! but you being as F faid, 
In your Office. 
‘Snore. Again? will you {till go a Mile about 
To my Office, before you come next dore 
To the matter? where is the Warrant ? 
Come, give me the Warrant. 
Queaf. Pray (tay 5 ’tis wrapt up 
In aclean Handkerchief, and [’ll be fworn 
Tis of the beft fort of Warrants; the Juftices 
Own hand is to't. I {corn but t’ have the beft, 
And from the beft. I am fure it coft me 
A round fhilling. 
Szore. Let me fee, let me fee. Well—— twill ferve turn. 
Mrs. Queaf. My Rent has been long due, and you matt get 
{nto the houfe to fearch for Harlotry people—— 
Nay but Gollip, hear me a little. 
Snore. O wretched Authority! muft thou ever 
‘Have thy Ears open, and thy Eyes ne’er fhut? 
Still all noife and no fleep? no reft in Office? 
Mrs. Snore. Bodikins! can’t you hear a Neighbour {peak > 
Queaf. You may fay to the old Houfwife; why, Mittrefs, 
(For you mutt give good words) my neighbour Queafie 
Has forborn you day after day 5 fhe has 5 
Children and you havenone. The Baggages 
About you are able to earn their own living; 
And, to fay truth amongft our felves, 
Too eafily; the more’s the fhame. 
Snore. What’s all this to the matter > 
Mrs.Snore. Goflip Queale, had | my Hutbands Office, 
1 would not for the verfal world endure you. 
Truly, truly you have too many words. 
Hufband, you only need to fay, Miftrefs, 
(For the truth is, fhe goes like any Lady) 
You know that my Neighbour Queafie has {till 
Forborn and forborn, and has had good words 
After good words; but where is the money to make 
The Pot boy] >? her Hufband is a weak 
And fickly Man with getting many Children: 
And you are able to work for your living 5 
Nay, they {ay your Maids work day and night 5 
And for my part————— 
Snore. Your part is too long. 
Mrs.Snore. How? what a murrain ails you trow ? may not 
One make ufe of ones own tongue for a Neighbour ? 
{ knew what’s what before you were my Hufband. 
Snore. O Parrifh, Parrifh! how art thou miftaken> 
Thou buildft Schools to breed poor Children to Latin, 
The Pope’s language; but I fay, and fay’t again, 
Come, fall to works; and build me Schools to breed 
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Old women to {peak no language. 

Queaf. Tru'y, Goffip, your Hufband’s in the right 

There’s no care taken of women in years. 
Mrs.Snore. Faith they thall never breed me to be old 

Whilft I live, nor to be dumb till I’m dead. 
snore. Wife, Wife, be patient, Wife! D’you think 

I am to ferve no more Warrants but this? I have 

Four more for fearches, impoffible fearches: 

I am to fearch for fonr of the moft dangerous 

And the moft nvifible Knaves that ever 

Carry’d a dark Lanthorn. 

Mrs.Snore..Nay, thou haft a hard tafk, that's the truth oft / 
Snore. One of em (fomewhat deaf, as [ am told, 

For (have {pies) has lodg’d above twelve months 

In a Belfry. The fecond has corrupted 

A Tankerd-bearer, and lies in a Conduit. 

The th rd to change his complexion, is turn’ 

Chimney fweeper, and fkulks all days in Chimneys, 

And at night trains Horfe and Foot under ground. 

The fourth (if (pies may be believ’d) does lye 

At Anchor in aSculler on the Thames: 

I thail know where; and will prove to his face 

(To fpraht of sathan) that he lies not there 

To bob for Griggs, but to bob for the People. 

Mrs.snore. Nay, fot thofe under ground, or on the water, 

I know not what to thinks but if there be 

Any Knaves above ground, thou'lt find ’em out 

T'fachs that Pl fay for thee. 

Queif Uf any man in Town can do’t, he'll do’t; 

And bring ’em face to face, alive of dead, 

To make their anfwer to the Law. 

Mrs.Suyore. Well Goflip; If the Harlot paysno Rent, 

Shall my Hufband carry her to Prifon? 

Greif In truth I know not what to fay. I would 

Be luth to be too cruels for the woman 

(Bating her overcourteoufnefs in bringing 

Youth together) does feem an honeft woman, 

And keeps a very orderly houfe. 

Mrs.snore, Berlady, and that’s a good thing. 
Queaf. No flefh comes there o'Sundays 3; powder'd or 

Not powder’d: no I warrant ye, though n’er 

So brave; nor Apprentices but on Holy-days, 

When their hands are rid of their Matters bufine(s. 
Mrs.snore. Aud none can live without fome recreation. 
Snore. Sire Mhall have recreation too in Bridewell. 

Bureaf. Nay, pray Mafter Swore, let her labour on 

In ber Calling, els fhe can’t pay her Rent. 

Mrs.Snore. Hutband, that’s very true; Rent mult be pay’d. 
snore. Well, Neighbour Quezfe, go home with my wife, 

And when ’tis Jate and dark I'll ferve the Warrant. (Ex. féveral 

Enter Yo. Pall. Meager, Pert. ‘The two laf (ways. 
being newly cloathed. 
Yo.Pall. Mounfieur Adeager, and Mounfieur Pert5 


You had not embroider’d {kins in your Mothers womb 5 
Surely 
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Surely Nature’s Wardrobe is not thus lac’d ? 
Pert. We flourifh when thy favour fhines, and are 
A little exalted with our new Plot. 
Meag. The Chamber’s bravely hung. 
Pert. To thy own wifh. The Bed has an Alcove. 
Our ftock is all Jaid out : If it mifcarry, 
Meager and I, poor Snakes, muft be content 
With our old skins again. 
Meag. If I have more left to maintain a large 
Stomach, than one comely fhilling, 
I am the Son of a Carman. 
To. Pall. Do you fufpect my invention ? 
Pert. Pall, no fufpicions, Pall; but we, who imbark 
Our whole {tock in one Pinnace, would be glad 
To have all Pyrates afhore. 
Meag. When fhall we, tame Town-Fools, encounter this 
Country Hector, who would live by his Wits? 
Yo. Pall. I left both at the Lady amples Houle 5 
They needs mutt pafs this Street, if they reach home. 
Pert. May we not yet contrive ’gainft the old Knight? 
Can we not fhare him too? 
Yo. Pall. That Wheel muft move 
Alone, Sir Morglay Thwack’s too rugged yet 5 
And would obftruct our other motion now; 
But time may file him finoother for our {Crue. 
Pert. Shrink off Pall; I fee’em. 
Enter Thwack. Eld. Pall. 
Eld. Pall. You want the patient leifure to proceed 
By wife defign. My temp’rate abf{tinence 
Will make her paffions grow more violent. 
Thw. But Pallatine, I do not findI have 
The cruelty, or grace, toufeaLady fo. [Pert.tekes Eld. Pall.affde. 
Yo. Pall. Now, now, my pretious Pert! 
Pert. Sir, I have bus’nefs which may much concern you. 
E/d. Pall. From whom? 
Meag. From a young Lady, Sir. 
The fecret needs your care in hearing it, 
And mine in the delivery. You may 
Be pleas’d, Sir, to difmifs that Gentleman. 
Eld. Pall. A young Lady ? good! 
Cur Coach attends us, Knight, i’th’ bottom of 
The hither Street, you may go home alone. 
Thy. I'll fooner kill a Serjeant, ahd chufe my Jury 
In the City. 
Eld. Pall. Wilt thou deftroy all that our Fortune builds? 
Thw. Come, what are thefe > I heard’em name a Lady. 
Eld. Pall, You heard them fay then fhe was young, and what 
Our Covenants are remember. 
Thw. Young? how young? 
Eld, Pall. Sir Morglay, our Cov’nant is all I ask. 
Thw. For ought I know fhe has a mind to me. 
Eld. Pall. Our Covenants ftill I cry. 
Thy. I will away to morrow tothe North. 
Eld. Pall. Why {0? 
Thy. 
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Thw. Thefe filly Covenants, you know, 
I feal’dto in my drink 5 and [ perceive the 
Game will all be yours. 
Eld, Pall. But what fuccefs can{t thou expe, fince we 
Have fcarce enjoy’d the City a full day > 
Thw. [fay let me have woman, be fhe young 
Or old, Grandam, or Girl, Imuft have woman. 
Eld. pall. Carry but thy patience like a Gentleman, 
Let me but fingly manage this adventure, 
And [ll to morrow cancel our old Deeds, 
And leave thee to fub{cribe tothat which thy 
Free pleafure fhall direc. 
Thw. We'll equally enjoy 
Virgin, Wife, and Widow. 
Eld. Pall. What I have faid, if I had Jeifure now 
Id ratifie with Oaths of thy own chafing. 
Thw. Well, go, and fill the Shops with thy notch’d Iffue; 
That when our money’s fpent, we may be trufted, 
Break, and cozen in our own Tribe. se goes forward and turns 
Eld.Pall. Leave me to Fortune. back again fuddenly. 
Thw. D’ you hear, Pallatine ! perhaps this young Lady 
Has a Mother. 
Eld. Pall. No more. Good night. (Exit Thwack. 
I have obey’d you, Gentlemen, no Ears 
Are near us but our own. What's your affair > 
Meag. We |! lead you to the Lady’s Manfion, Sir 5 
°Tis hard by. 
Eld. Pall. Hard by? 
Pert. Yes, Sir. 
That is the Houfe. 
Eld. Pall. Thefe appear Gentlemen, 
And of fome rank. [ will in. [Exeunt Eld. Pall. Meag. Pere. 
Yo. Pall. So, fo, the Hook has caught him, and the Line 
Will hold, though’s wits were ftronger than his Purfe- Strings. 
Sir Morglay Thwack’s gone home, his Lodging I 
Have learn’d, and there are Gins prepar’d for him. 
My Brother’s enter’d, and e’re this amaz’d 
To fee the f{trange complexion of the Houfe 5 
But ‘twas the beft our treafure could procure. L Exit. 
Enter Eld. Pall. Meag. Pert. with 2 Light. 
Eld. Pall, Lead me no farther, for this feems {o much 
Unlike the Manfion of a Lady, that 
I think poor wither’d witches better lodg’d. 
Pert. Sir, you fhall fee the inner Room 1s hung. 
Eld. Pall. You mean with {pacious Cobwebs, where, perhaps, 
There’s a race of old Norman 
Spiders that came in with the Conqueror. 
Meag. This Chamber will refrefh your eyes, when you 
Are more prepar’d to enter it. [ Leads hia to the Hangings. 
Eld. Pall. & fudden change indeed. 
I fee {ome fhew of entertainment there. 
There Lovers may have place for their warm wilhes, 
And not takecold. But, Gentlemen, why are 
Thefe other Rooms fo naked and-deform’d ? 
Pert, 
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Pert. What you have feen fit for your wonder, does 
Declare the hafty fhifts to which fhe is 
Expos'd, who now purfues your love. She has 
Honour and wealth, but would not cheapen either, 
By making her dull Servants witnefles 
Of her defires with you. Therefore, t’ avoid 
Sufpicion, fhe has hither fent this part 
Of her neglected Wardrobe. 
Meag. And will, e’re time grows older by an hour, 
Guild all this homely Furniture at charge 
Of her ownEyes; her beams can doit, Sir. 
Eld. Fall. My manners will not fuffer me doubt it. 
Pert. We hope fo too: befides, though every one, 
Who has a heart of’s own, may think his pleafure 5 
We would be loth your thoughts fhould throw miftakes 
On us, the very humble Minifters 
Of your kind Stars. 
Meag. Sir, you may fuppofe us Squires of the Kerchief. 
Eld. Pall. Excufe my want of courage, Gentlemen: 
¥ am not bold enough to think you fo. 
Pert. Nor will, [ hope, be wrought to that miftake. 
Eld. Pall. Not all the art of your fubmiffion can 
E’re render you to my belief worfe than 
My felf: Good Gentlemen, do not invite 
My thoughts to any abject apprehenfion. 
Pert. Excufe us, Sirs it is not our intent. 
Eld. Pall. T would not be provok’d to do you wrong. 
Pert. Well, Sir, enough. You fhall know all. 
This Lady hasanoble mind, but fo 
O’re mafter’d by her blood, that we believe 
Nothing but death, or you, can be her remedy. 
Eld. Pall. And the is young? 
Meag. Sir, as the April Bud. 
Eld. Pall. ’Twere pity then fhe fhould be caft away. 
Pert. You havea juft compaffion, Sir; and, to 
Prevent fo fad a period ofher beauty, 
We have affembl’d in a trice, our felves, 
The habit of this Room, the Bed within, 
And your moft fortunate perfon. 
Eld. Pall. In my opinion more could not be done 
Were fhe Inheritrix of the whole City. 
Pert. But, Sir, allow us to requeft, that if 
You can reclaim her appetite with chafte 
And wholfom Homilies, fuch counfel as 
Befits your own morality, you'll pleafe 
To fave her Jife, and not undo her honour ? 
Meag. We hope you will afford her comfort by 
Your grave and loving Lectures, rather than 
By any other exercife. 
Eld. Pall. Brothers and Friends! a ftilemore diftant now 
Cannot be giv’n; I muft embrace you both. 
Y’ have hit the very Center unto which 
The toyls and comforts of my Studies tend. 
Pert. Alas, we drew our Arrows but by aim. 
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Eld. Pall. Know, Gentlemen, I have converted more 
Than ever Aretine mifled. 
Pert. And can you mollifie the Mother, Sir, 
Ina {trong fit? 
Eld. Pall. Sure, Gentlemen, I cans 
If Books, penn’d with a clean and wholfom mind, 
Have power toedifie. Would they were here. 
Steag. What Sir ? 
Eld. Pall. A {mall Library, 
Which 1s Companion to my idle hours. 
Pert. Your Books have Titles, Sir > 
Eld. Pall. A Pill to purge the pride of Pagan Patches, 
A Lozenge for the luft of loytring love, 
And Balfoms for the bites of Babel’s Beat: 
With many more, which though not writ by men 
Reclufe and fhav’d for Cloyfters, yet were penn’d 
By feparated Wights, who wear fhort hair, 
Long Cloaks, and little or no Cuffs. 
Pert. But, Sir, if this cha{t means cannot reftore 
Her toher healthful temper, then I hope, . 
You will vouchfafe your lodging in that Bed. [Points to the Bed. 
Eld. Pall. Much would be done to fave a Lady’s longing. 
Afeag.’ Tis late,Sir, I pray uncafe. [They help to uncloath hiv. 
Pert. Your Shoo—Good Sir——'tis fit for my exercife. 
Eid. Pall. Well, ’tis your turn to labour now, and mine 
Anon, for your fakes, Gentlemen, I profefs—— 
Pert. My friend fhall wait upon you to year Sheets, 
Whilft depart tolead the Lady hither : 
Whom if your dodtrine cannot well reclaim, 
Pray hazard not her lifes; you have compaffion. . 
Eld. Pall. Ob, think me notcruel ! [Ex.Meag. Eld, Pall. 
Enter Young Pallatine. 
Pert. Pall, Come in Pall! 
Yo. Pall. Ishein Bed? 
Pert. Not yet. . 
But he does {trip himfelf with more delight 
Than an old Snake that longs for a new skin. 
To. Pall. If we could laugh 
In our Coffins, Pert, this would be a jeft 
Long after death: he is fo eager in 
His witty hopes, that he fufpects nothing. 
Pert. O, all he {wallows now is melting Conferve! . 
To. Pall. Meager ? what news? [Enter Meager. 
Meag, Laid, gently laid? he is all Virgin, Sir, 
From the Crown of his head to his very Navel. 
Yo. Pall. Where are his Breeches? {peak ! his Hatband toa? 
It is of price, the Stones are Rofial and 
Of the white Rock. . 
Meag. | hung ‘em purpofely afide, 
Th’ are all within my reach. Shall I ftep in? 
"Yo. Pall. Softly, Meager 5 foftly, Rogue, 
As if you were to tread on gouty Toes.—— . 
[Meag. takes out his Hat and Breeches, the Pockets and Hathand 
being rifled. 
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Meag. Avid Pall! th’ Exchequer 1s thine own! we will 
Divide when then art gracious and well pleas’d5 
It glitters like the ftalls of Lombard-fireet. 
Pert. Th‘s was the product of his Heards and Flocks. 
To. Pall. HisFlocks were many3 but fee what they come to: 
A little room contains ’em al at Jatt. 
So, fe, convey the Garments in again! 
Becaufe he is my Mothers Mayden-head, 
And a great Country Wit, he fhall not be 
Expos’c to naked thighs, and a bare head. [A noife without. 
What noife is that? Pert, look out! 
Pert. Make hatte! old sxzore 
The Conttabie, his Wife, a Regiment of Halberds, 
And Miltrefs Queale too, the Landlady 
Of this dark houfe, are ot the door. 
Meag. Selike then they have heard that our dear friend, 
The Bawd, fled hence lat night; and now they come 
To feize upou her moveables for Rent. 
Yo.Pull. The Bed within, and hangings, which we hir’d 
To furnifh our defign, are all condemn’d, 
My Brother too; they'll ufe him with lefs pity 
Than a Court Gamelter does a City-heir. 
Pert. No matter, our adventure is well pay’d! 
Follow! Pil lead you a back way, where you 
Shall climb o’re Tiles, like Cats when they make love. 
To.Pall. Some patiently get wealth by tedious thrift 5 
Others inherit Lands but my poor Stock 
Grow greater when my Prother’s Flocks increafe: 
He fheers the Sheep, I get the Golden Fleece. [ Exeunt. 


AG Pills CENESE 
Enter Sucre, Afrs.Snore, Quealie, Watchmen. 


Msr.Snore. ¥ Avs o'me breath, I have not feen the like; 
i What would you have my Hufband do? 
‘Tis paft one by Rew. and the Bell-man has gone twice. 
Queaf? Good Maficr Snore, you being the Conftable, 
May do't as they fay, be it right or wrong. 
*Tis four years rent, come Childermas Eve next. 
Snore. You fee, Neighbour Qyveafie, the doors are open, 
And all are fled; I would fain fee the Bawd. 
Mrs.Snore. 1, or the Whores; my Hufband’s in Authority, 
And ftill takes care to hunt the wicked out. 
If one fhews him but a Whore at this time 
Of night (good man) you bring him to bed. 
Queuf’ Lpray Miltrefs sore let him fearch the Parith, 
They are not gone far; I muft have my rent 5 
I hope there are fome Whores and Bawds in the Parifh. 
Mrs.Snore. Search now? ‘tis too late, a woman had 
As good marry a Cowl-ftaff as a Conftable; 
If he muft nothing but fearch, and fearch, follow 
His 
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His Wenches all the day, and never comfort 
His Wife at night. I prethee, Lamb, let us to bed. 
Snore. It mutt be late; for Goffip Nock the Nailman 
Had catechis’d his Maids ’ere we fet forth. 
Queaf: Good Miftrefs szore, forbear your Hufband but 
To nights; and let the fearch go on. 
Mrs.Snore.1 will not forbear 5 you might ha’ let your houfe 
To honeft Women, not to Trulls! fie upon you! 
Queaf, Fie upon me! ’tis well known I'm the mother 
Of Children! {curvy Fleak/ ’tis not for nought 
You boyl Eggs in yourGruel, and your man Samp/on 
Ows my Son-in-Law, the Chirurgeon, ten Groats 
For Turpentine, which you promis’d to pay 
Out of his Chrifimas- Box. 
Mrs.Snore. | defie thee! 
Remember thy firft calling; thou fett’{t up 
With a Peck of Damfens, and a new Sieve; 
When thou brok’ft at Domgate corner, ’caufe the 
Boys flung down thy Ware. 
Snore. Keep the Peace, Wife! Keep the Peace! 
Mrs.Snore. I will not peace; fhe took my filver 
Thimble to pawn when I was a Mayd3 I paid her 
A penny a month ufe. 
Queaf- AMayd? yes fure; 
By that token, Goody Tongue the Midwife, 
Had a douzen of Napkins of your Mothers beft 
Diaper, to keep filence ; when fhe faid 
She left you at Bartholomew Fair, where 
You long’d for Pig. 
Snore. Neighbour Queafie, this was not 
In my time: what my Wife has done, fince 
I was Conftable, and the Kings Officer, 
I'll anfwer: therefore I fay keep the Peace. 
We'll {earch the two back Rooms, and thento bed. 
Mrs. Snore. Well, Ul make thee know that none 
But a Sow would have thought of that Pig. 
Sore. Bunting, in very deed, 
You are too blame, fhe’s an honeft mans wife; 
*Twas ever faid Chriftopber Queafie was 
An honeft man. He takes pains to get Children 
For the good of the Common-wealth. 
Mrs. Snore. Marry come up! 
There be others take pains as well as he. 
Snore. Prethee be quiet Wife! I do confefs 
Thou art a great pains-taker. 
Mrs.Snore. Take pains, quoth he? 
Snore. I fay, go to/ no more words! go to, I fay. 
Mrs.Snore. I will not go to! bid me goto? 
Snore. How now Houfewife? do you flight Authority ? 
Behold this Staff? in very truth, I fhall 
Swadle you with the Kings Wand of Office. 
Mrs.Snore. Strike a marry’d Woman? I defie thee! 
For though thou art my Hufband, thou fhalt know 
That I'm a marry’d Woman. 
Snore. 
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Snore. What quarrel with the Kings Watch, Goody-Heétor > 
Rueaf Woe to us when Conftables break the peace! [Goes to firike 
Snore. I'l] make her Know authority. (her. 
Queaf. Neighbour gxore, pray hear reafon 5 would you have 
Authority over your own Wife > [He makes at his Wife again. 
ltrs Sxo. Do, do, kill the Child I meanto go withal] ! 
Queaf Hold, hold, Neighbour sore ! 
Mrs $no. Thou a Husband? bear witnefs, Goflip Queafy, 
Thar he (trikes a marry’d Woman. 
Queaf Niy, L hope, he has murder’d you. If there 
Be Lawinthe Land I'l] follow’t againit him 
When you are dead therefore take comfort. 
Mrs. 8no. Nay, I've my death’s wound. 
Queafe Out alas! where is it? 
Mrs. &no. Truly, Goflip, I think —_in my Crupper. 
Queaf, Youa Conftable? y’are aCuckoldly Cut-throat! 
How do you Goffip> Th’art a murderer ! 
T ever faid, that if cruel Cain were 
A Conftable, he look’d like thee. 
Snore. Will youturn Traytor too againft Arthority ? 
Queaf Do, Tyrant. do! kill thy whole Parsth! 
Snore. In truth, { fhall aifo find out your Crupper, 
Queaf? Mine? do thy worft for all thy power! my Crupper ? 
Sxore. I hall find it. if you provoke me more, 
Queaf Out Tyrant! (trike thy Wife? The comfort is 
That thy Reign lafts but a year. 
Snore. Thou She Saran! wilt thou tempt Authority 2 
Qeaf Do, kill metoo! that a Fudus Face, my Husband 
Compar’d tothee, looks like any Jultsce. 
Mrs sno. Your Husband, Goody Tripe, compar’dto mine 2 
Queaf How now, Miftre's? 1 faith I cry you mercy ! 
Are you fo quickly come to life again ? 
Mrs. Sno. Yes, {eeing how ili yeu would ufe me, 
After my death. My Husband look like a Conftable, 
And yours likea Juftice? I will try, Houfwife, 
How your Face will look, when I’ve flead off 
Your tawny mask, my Nails are whetted for’t. 
Quesf Are they fo harp? 
’Tis well I'm provided for a good occafion. 
You'll find mine have not been par’d 
This Twelve month. [They fight at arvs length. 
Mrs. Snore. Why Husband ! art not afham'd not to part us? 
Sore. During my reign, I'll fometimes be for the peace, 
And fometimes for the liberty of 
The Subje&. They thall be mad if they pleafe, [Exit Snore. 
Mrs. Sno. Hold, Goflip Queufj, hold / By my confent 
Let’s not be mad, becaufe he'd have us fo. 
Queaf. Belhrew your heart for putting me out of breath. 
But I'll follow him as faft asI can, 
That he may help me to my Rent. 
Enter Elder Pall. cloathing himfelf. 
Fld. pall. °Tis timeto flye! not Thunder, Women, Wolves, 
And Drums, make more confufion in one noife, 
They cry’d ont Bawds! The {weet young Lady is, 


[ Exeunt. 
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Perhaps furpris’d by her officious Kindred, 
And both thofe friends to Lovers, whom fhe fent 
To me, are foundly cudjell’d. Well, if I 
Am tane, I'll fay and {wear, I purpos’d her 
Converfion. 
Enter Snore, Mrs. Snore, Queafie, Watchmen. 
Sxore. Here’s a Room hung, and a fair Bed within; 
And I believe that is the Harlots Husband. 
Queaf: Seize on the lewd thing ! Seize on the Goods too. 
Mrs. Sno. Who would not be aBawd! t’ have proper meni 
To their Husbands5 how well fhe maintains him > 
Eld. Pall. What are you ? 
Snore. 1 am the Conftable. 
Eld. Pall. The Conftable> 
I begin to fcratch my long ears, and find 
I am an Afs. Good Matter Conftable, 
Your Gown-Militia here feem courteous Gentlemen, 
And well bred, but they embrace me too hard. 
Snore. You owe Mittrefs Qveaffe Rent for four years. 
Queaf. Yes, and for three Bed Teeks and a Brafs Pot, 
Which your Wife promift me to pay this Term, 
For now, the faid, {h’ expects her Country Cuftomers! 
Eld. Pall. My Wife? what, have I taken woman by 
The pretty Thumb, and givenhera Ring with 
A Pofie, and my felf, for better and 
For worfe? Pray, who do you think I am ? 
Snore. The Bawd’s Husband. 
Eld. Pall. You may ‘as foon 
Take me for a Whale, which is fomething rare, 
You know, o’ this fide the Bridge! 
Mrs. Snore. Tt is indeed 5 yet our Paul was inthe belly 
Of one i’th’ Lord Mayors Show; and then, Husband, 
He becken’d you out of the Fifhes mouth, 
When the poor Soul had like t’have choakt for thirft. 
Eld. Pall. Miftrefs, I faw’t 3 and cool’d him witha Pippin. 
Mrs. Snore. Indeed? why, I was but atiny Girl then! 
I pray how long have you beena Bawd? 
Eld. Pall. Again! how am I chang’d fince my own Glafs 
Render’d meaGentleman? Mafter Conftable, 
Though ev’ry Stall is made your wooden Throne, 
Yet here y’are humble and on foot; therefore, 
I will put on my hat! pray reach it me! [Miffes his Hatband of 
How? my Hatband! a row of Diamonds (Diamonds. 
Worth two thoufand Marks. Nay it is time then 
To doubt, and tremble too. My Gold! my Gold !---- [searches his 
Mrs. Snore. Good man, he is diftracted for his Wife. (Pockets. 
Eld. Pall, A Curfe upon my courteous mid-night Leaders. 
If Aforglay hear this, [ {hall be no Wit. 
Is there no expedient ?----O, I have it.——- [Takes off his Ring. 
Snore. Come along! ‘tis late. 
Fld, pall. Whither mult I go? 
Queaf: To the Compter, Sir, unlefs my Rent be paid. 
sxore. And for being a Harloteer. 
Eld. Pall. Well Matter Conftable, do you behold this Ring ? 
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It is worth all the Bells in your Church Steeple, 

Though your Sexton and Side-men hung there too, 

To better the peal. [Snore fhews the Ring to his Wife and 
snore. Well, what’s your requeft > : (Mrs. Queafy. 
Eld. Pall. That you will let me go to fetch the Bawd, 

The very man who owes this Rent. When I 

Have brought him here, you fhall reftore my Ring; 

And think me then an arrant Gentleman; 

Who, for his Arms gives Horns and Hounds, and for 

Supporters, two tall Eaters in Blew Coats. 

Queaf- Let him go, Matter szore5 we'll keep the Goods. 
Mrs.Snore. Do, Husband, for I'd fain fee a Harloteer, 
Snore. Come, Neighbours, light him out. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Young Pall. Ample, Pert, Luce, Ginet, 
Engine, with Lights. . 
Amp. Thy Lover, Luce, deferves a Garland for 

His Victory. He had in this defign 

Enough of Wit to bring a Ship of Fools 

To Shore again, and make them all good Pilots. 

Yo. Pall. Madam, this Gentleman may juftly fhare 

In your kind praife; he wasa merry Agent 

In the whole plot, and, Madam, does deferve 

A high reward, whichis to kifs your hand. 

Amp. Sir, you are friend to Pallatine, which gives 

You an undoubted title to much worth. 

Pert. The Title, Madam, will grow better when 

I am become a Servant to your Beauty. 

Luce. Your friend Pertis courtly 3 but did you leave 

Your wife Brother furfeiting on lewd hopes ? 

Yo. Pall. He lay prepar’d a while in perfum’d fheets, 

Stretcht like a wanton Snake in Camomile. 

But {traight he was fo us’d, that he could fhew 

No other certain figns of living by 

His Wits, but his full hopes and empty Pockets, 

Pert. Well, | admire how any man of honour 

Can bear the thought of living by his Wits. 

Yo. Pall. Upon my confcience thou ne’er liv’ft by thine. 

Meuger, what news? Madam, allow the favour 

Of your fair hand t’another man of War; 

One that has fafted in the very face 

Of Spinola. 

Ampl. Sir, Men of valour can doany thing. 
Meag. Your Ladifhip will excufe his new plenty 5 

It has made him pleafant. 

Yo. Pall. Meager, what hopes? how do our Spies fucceed ? 
Meag. I’ve trac’d your Brother 3 you fhall hear rare news. 
Ginet. Madam, your new defign will call you early. 
Luce. Good, Madam, haften to your reft. 

Amp. Tis late indeed. The filence of the night 

And {leep be with you Gentlemen. 
To. Pall. The {plendour of your Beauty, Madam, does 

Require a fhade, and night fhould cover it. (Ex. Amp. Gin. 
Luce. I pray difmifs your Friends, 

I'd {peak with you. 
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Yo.Pall. Men of the puiflant Pikes fallow your Leader. [ Points to 
LExeunt Eng. Meag. Pert. azother way. (Eng. 
Luce. Pall, you are rarely natur’d to me, Pall. 
Yo.Pall. Why fo, my Lady Luce? » 
Luce. In this free booty, got by lawful War, 
You have bright Gold, with brighter Jewels too; 
And mutt poor I, have no part of the Plunder? 
Yo.pall. What need have you of money, Luce ? 
The Maid of Gaunt fed on the fcent of Rofes, 
And as for Gowns, in my opinion, Luce, 
Beauty like truth, thews bet when it is naked. 
Luce. If thou, had{t fo much fence of fhame, as to 
Believe poor nakednefs a punifhment, 
I then could wih the world might fee thee naked. 
Yo Pall. How? naked, Luce? 
Luce. Well, all I had 1s gone but my Aunts anger 5 
That’s like to laft. My grief will make me old.—— [Weeps. 
Yo.Pall. Come, take comfort, Luce for I will give thee-—— 
Luce. Pray unhand me! what is’t you can give? 
Yo.Pall. Ar{nick my Girl to {trengthen thy Aunts Broth. 
This AuntI mutt fee cold; and grinning Luce, 
Her eyes feal’d up with her laft wink, t’avoid 
The fight of Feathers and gilt Coaches. 
Luce. How many Angels of your Family 
Are there in Heaven? but few I fear. 
Yo.Pall. Why, is there ne’re a Pue there, Lace, 
But for your coughing Aunt and you? 
Luce. If thou hadft eyes as Jarge as flaming Beacons, 
A Tail fome two yards long, and thy feet cloven, 
Thou couldft not be more Devil than thou art now. 
To.Pall. You lie, Luce, you lie. [Flings ber a Purfe. 
There’s Golds the Faérzes are thy Mint-men, Girl. 
Luce. Good night, Sir; I will lay it up though but: 
T’encounter your next Chirurgeons Bill; yet know 
Our Wits ar plowing too, and in aGround 
Which yields as fair a Grain as this. 
To.Pall. Farewel, and let me hear thy Aunt is {tuck 
With Rofemary and Bay-leavs, like a dry’d 
Weftphalia Gammon. [Exeunt feveral ways. 
Enter Eld. Pall. and Thw. dreffing him/felf. 
Eld.Pall. Quick, difpatch Knight! thou art as tedious in 
Thy dreffing, as Court Brides. Can one fo full 
Of hope and wife defign be caught afleep? 
Thou keepft earlter hours than rooft Hens in Winter. 
Thw.’ Troth the defign became all Dream, Magick, 
And Alchymy to me; I gave it loft. 
Eld.Pall. The houfe is near; difpatch that we may go. 
Thw. Thou thinkft I have lain round like a Spaniel 5 
And that one yawn, a ftretch, and a {cratch 
Under my left ear makes me ready for all day. 
O for the Bi/cain Sleeve and Bulloign Hole 
[ wore, when I was Shrieve, in Eighty Eight! _ 
Eld.pall. Knight, thou art comly, and the Ladies know it. 


Thw. Well, I complement, I will wear my Limbs , 
n 
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In the fame {kin which J have had from Nature: 
If fhe, to whom you lead me, does not like 
The grain of it, I will not flea my felf. 

Eld pall. { thought to have prevail’d by having youth, 
But when I came to meet her beauties with the eyes of Love, 
She defpis'd me, and cry’d the meant the more 
Authentick Gentleman; the reverend Mounfieur! 

Thw. The reverend Mounfieur ? 

Why, does fhe take me for a French Dean ¢ 

Eld.Pall. Her Confeffor at leaft, her fecrets are 
Thine own; but by what charms I know not. 

Thw. Charms! yes Sir, if thisbe a charm--- orthis- [Leaps and 
Or here again to ‘hew a poor activity. (frisks. 

Eld.pall. No Ape, Sir Morglay after a whole years 
Obedience tothe Whip, is better qualify’d. 

Thw. Limber and found! befides, I fing Atuferove 5 
And for the Chevy-chafé, no Lark comes near me. 

Eld,Pall. Come Sir, let us make hafte. [Exennt. 

Enter Snore and two Watchmen. 

Snore. Pray get the edges of your Halberts chalk’d 
To make them look fharp, forI fear a Refcue: 
Thefe lewd Houfes have friends amongft the Hectors. [Exit 

Enter Eld. Pall. avd Thwack at the other dore. 

Eld pall. This is the houfe. 

Thw. This feems but a blind Palace, I hope, Sir, 
The Lady is not half fo blind that ows it. 

Eld.Pall. This Manfionis not hers, but a conceal’d 
Retirement which fhe chofe to hide her Love. 

Thw. Give me a Baggage that has brains. 

But did not [ at firft perfwade thee, that thofe 
Two Gentlemen, her Ushers, were miftaken5 
And that their meflage was defign’d to me? 

Eld.Pall. Thou didft! and thou haft gotten, Knight, 
I think, the Asoguls Neece; fhe cannot be of 
Lefs difcent, her portly {tate feems foreign. 

Thw. What fhould the A¢oguls Neece do here ? 

Eld.Pall. Alas! thy ears are bury’d ina Woolfack : 
Thou hear’ft no news: ’tis all the voice at Court, 

That the Afogul, a hum’rous Prince, did fend 
A Niece difguis’d, a year fince into Europe 
To learn to play onthe Gitarrh; 

And ’tis thought this is that Niece 5 

But ‘tis not quite confirm’d. 

Thw. Thou faid’{t thou found’ft her on a Perfian Quilt. 

Eld Pall, Yes, thredding a Carkanet, of round Pear), 
As big as Pidgeons Egs. 

Thw. Thofe [ will fell! 

Eld.Pall. Her Maids with little rods of Rofemary 
And ftaulks of Lavander were brufhing Ermines fkins. 

Thw. Furs for the Winter, I will line my Breeches 
With them. This muft needs be the Afoguls Niece. 

Eld.Pall. | found her Waiters on their knees drinking 
Her health in cool Cerbet, the Tarks own Julip. 

Tay. Knock, Rogue! I cannot hold! I little thought 
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The Thwacks of the North {hould inoculate 
With the Azgoguls of the South. [Pallatine knocks. 
Enter Snore. 
Eld. Pall. Mafter Conftable, I have brought the Merchant 
Of (mall ware, that trades in Women. 
Snore. My Watch are playing above at Trea-trip, 
For fome suffolk Cheefe, and a few Black Puddings, 
They'll ha’ done ftraight. Stay, Sir, I'll call ’em down. [ Exit. 
Thw. Pallatine, What’s he? 
Eld. Pall. The Lady’s Steward, Sir: 
A grave Philofopher, and her chief Pandar. 
Thw. Half of the treafure which I get is yours. 
Eld. Pall. My friend, when you are once poffeft 
Of all, ‘tis as your confctence will vouchfafe. 
Tim. Doft thou fufpect? Ill ftay here till thou fetch 
A Book anda Cufhion, and will fwear kneeling. [ Exter Snore. 
Eld. Pall. My faith fhall rather cozenme. Walk in 
With this Phtlofopher : No words; for he’s 
An Indian Pythagorean, and profeffes 
Silence. My Ring, Mafter Conftable. (Snore gives hin his Ring, and 
Snore. Take it 5 Pll take the man of modefty. (then Ex.with Thw. 
Fld, Pall. My credit yet is fafe, Should he have heard 
Of my mifchance, and not accompany’d 
With this defeat upon himfelf,; he would 
Have kill’d me with the tyranny of mirth. 
Now forthe Lady Ample, fhe, I think, 
Looks on me with propitious Eyes: fhe’s rich 
And could I work her into profit, *twould 
Procure my wit immortal memory 5 
But to be gull’d, by men fo humble, that 
They hardly e’re drunk Wine, but on fome day 
When Conduits pifs it at the City’s charge. 
Well, one fhort {top cannot my {peed difgrace, 
It may provide me breath to win the Race. [Exit. 
Enter Conftable, and eight Watchmen. 
Snore. Here has been goodly care taken to night 
Of the Kings bus’nefs. Eight of our Watch are mifling. 
Call *em over. 
§. Francis Fumble? 
2. Here. 
1. Barnaby Belch ? 
2. Here. 
1. Simon Slecp? 
All. Not here. ; 
Snore. Put down simon Sleep. There have been complaints 
Again{t that Simon Sleep; Neighbours he is 
To blame ia his own houfe. He {norts fo lewd 
That he wakes half the Parifh. f 
t. Indeed his Wife has often told him of it, 
With tearsin her Eyes, but, alas, 
*T would not do. ; 
snore. V've excus'd him becaufe he is my Kinfman $ 
Yet, under the Rofe, the kindred comes only 
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. Bryan Bumum ? 

- Here. 

. Anthony Ale? 

- Here. 

. Timothy Toft? 
Here. 

. Leonard Lazy ¢ 
. Here. 

. Gregory Grumble ? 
« Hete. 

. Nathanael Nod ¢ 

All. Not here. 

Snore. Nathanael Nod’s too ancient to look after 
State-matters in Winter nights. He mufte’en 
Give up his Lanthorn. 

1. He has been a good Watchman: 

The Parifh fhould maintain him now he’s old. 

Snore. The Common-wealth fhould do’t 5 for fam fure 
That the la{t Coronation day he drunk 
Out an Eye heartily in the Kings fervice. 

1. Old Nat. Ned is a very hearty man3 
And will be loth to give over a lofer: 

He may perhaps drink out another Winter. 

Snore. No, no, he’s gone, he’s gone; and Neighbours, 
We mult all go; for when we have drunk 
Our full meafure (as they fay) we muft e’en 
Lye down and {leep with our Forefathers. 

1. He has yet an Eye left. 

snore. Anillone, poor man. He fleeps as he walks. 
‘Tis not long fince he lighted his young Wife, 

And led her fo much out of the right way, 
That fhe came not home above a week after. 

1. But truly, Sir, he often askt her pardon. 

Snore. Youalways excufe Nod: The Common-wealth 
Muft be better ferv’ds he fhall watch no more. 

1. Then farewell a true Subject! Old, as hets, 

He will ring all night, once every year, for 
Queen El zabeth’s Birth-day 5 and he had like 
To have been hang’d for’e. 

Snore. Come, come, ‘twas his own fault: he worehis Beard 
Too long, and the Bell-Rope caught hold of it. { &ster Eld.Pall. 
Who goes there ? 

Eld. pall. Mafter Conftable you'll excufe my care 
W hich wakes me for the Common-wealth; I could 
Not chufe but come back and enquire a little 
After your Pris‘ner3; whol hope 1s fafe > 

Suore. I've chofen for his Guard four men of blood, 
The leaneft of our Watch, and youngeft too, 

Whole wrath ne’er let’s’em {leep but at a Sermon. 

Eld pall. My man fhall be at your Houfe in the morning 
With a Med’cine of money left youfhould 
Be fick with watching. 

Snore. &’en what you pleafe, as a means of prevention 5 
If your man pafs that way, or fo5 bur, Sir, I would 
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Be Joth to trouble him... [I think I’m well. 
I’ve known the time when my poor Watch and I 
Danc’d a Round with our Rug-Gowns, in the Snow 
Til we lookt like aclufter of white Bears. ; 
Eld.Pall. You and your Watch were the Dutch Painter Sketch 
Who drew the Berwood and his dancing Bears ; 
For I remember all chofe Beafts were white. 
Snore. What arethefe> — [Evter Fidlers with Inftruments noder 
Eld.Pall. By the long {preading of their Cloaks (their Cloaks. 
I take ’em for men of Melody, leaden with Mufick. 
snore. Stand! ftand ! 
Eld.Pall. What are you? 
Snore. Peace Sir, a whole age 
OF experience is fhort enough t’examine 
Some kind of fhrewd fellows. Sir they be 
Moft dang’rous Thieves. 
Eld Pall. How Sir, Thieves > 
Snore. Yes, for ought [ know. 
Eld.Pall. If thefe are Thieves, ’tis but in {tealing 
Tunes from the Theatres which they fpoil in Taverns. 
Snore. What are you? whence come you? whither go you? 
Anfwer all this together, and at once: 
For I fhall quickly trap you if you faulter 
In long {peeches. 
Fidler. We have been playing at a Wedding. 
Snore. The bold knave avoids my queftions 5 
And tells me what he has been doing, as if we men 
Of Jultice, ever tir'd with bufinefs, would be troubled 
With what he has been doing. 
Eld.Pall Sir, thefe are the firkers of the City Fiddles. 
Snore. Say you fo, Sir? well boys, I hope to fee 
Old Exgland merry again. Look, look, my wife 
And my neighbour Queafte! [Ffxter Mrs Snore, Queafie. 
Eld.Pall., They come to chide you and your rambling 
Watch for keeping late hours. 
Mrs.snore. Truly, my Mowfe, I cannot fleep without thee. 
’Tis better to be wife to three Juftices, 
Than to one Conftable. 
Queaf. 1, 1, Conttables fit in the cold ftreets 
To do juftice to Wanderers; but Juftices 
Do it to their Wives in warm beds. 
Mrs.Snore. Alack-a-day! here are Fidlers! poor Souls! 
They put me in mind of my wedding night. 
Snore. And me of a dance. I'll dance prefently. 
Eld.Pall Well {poken, though but feldom done, by men 
Of your long ftaff- 
Eld.pall. Y ave a hopeful old hufband, he deferves 
A fingular Patent for all the profits _ 
Belonging to the myft'ry of the Morrice. 
After this dance you need no other charm: 
Make hatte, take him to bed whilft he 1s warm. 
[ Exeunt Eld. Pall. one way, they the other way. 


ACT: 


ACT IV. Scene I. 
Enter Yo. Pall. Eng. Meag. Pert. Pall. richly clouth’d. 


Eng. GIR, I expect him ftraight- the Letter which 
S I fent to tempt him hither, wrought above 
What we expetted. He believes my Lady 
Is very fick and languifhing for him. 
To.Pall. Though you have both gaod faces, Gentlenien, 
Yet you muft hide them now; my Brother's coming, 
Whom you have us’d not overtenderly. 
Meag. He does but feldom drink, and fober men 
Have dangerous memories. 
Pert. Whither fhall we march ? 
Yo.Pall. To Snore the Conftable. Morglay is ftill 
A Prifner in his houfe; go and take care 
For his Releafe, as I before appointed: 
But let him not be freed till I am prefent. 
Pert, But will that bloody Nero of the night 
Obey thy Orders, Pallatine ? 
Yo.Pall. His wife’s his Conftable, andI am hers. 
Pert. Enough, we shall attend thee there. [Exeunt Yo.Pall. one 
(way, and Engine and the reft another way. 
Enter Eld. Pallatine. 
Eld.Pall. Her houfe is near, and Fortune is my Guide. 
‘Tis not the firft fair Lady who has long’d5 
Her Servants Letter does atteft her Love. 
The modefty of Maids 1s but their pride, 
A meer difdain of being feento yield 
When overcome. Their bluthes never rife 
From their own actions, but from others eyes. [Enter Yo.Pall. 
What Vifion’s this? A Frexch Ghott, ala Mode ? 
Sure he has got the Divel for his Tailor. 
Yo.Pall. Good morrow, Brother! 
Eld.Pall. You are in glory, Sir, I like this galantry. 
Lillies may flourifh and be gay a month; 
But you, I hope, will Jaft out a whole year. 
1p.Pall. What flourifhing? be like you mean my cloaths > 
Meer rags; yet they will ferve at Winter, Sir, 
When I ride Poft in suffex ways. 
Eld.Pall. Have thofe fair Sprigs, thofe Branches 
In your Hat, any root in your Pocket? if they have, 
Pray be a Lender; [am far from home. 
To.Pall. No, V'll lend nothing but Wit and good Counfel. 
Eld.pall. You have no Factors, Sir, in Amfterdan, 
Leghorn, Aleppo, or the Southern Ifles, 
That can {upport, by traffick, your expence. 
All you.can get by Law, 1s Execution 
After Arreft5 and all you gain at Court 
Is but new debts to vex you with more Law 
To.Pall. Men of defign are chary of their minutes. 
Pray, Brother, what does this infer ? 
Eld.pall. That you have profper’d by my documents; 
Which taught the art of living by your Wits. To. Pall. 
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Yo. Pall. If you had hada Syd:lto your Nurfe, 
You could not, Sir, have aim’d nearer the truth. 
J faw your Ears and Bags were fhut to all 
Intents of bounty, therefore was infore’d 
To what, at firft, a little checkt my confcience. 
Eld. pall. Pray, Mafter younger-Brother, why > 
Yo. Pall. { find in no Record, that Magna Charta 
Allows a Subject to live by his wits. 
Eld. pall. Your common Lawyer was no Antiquary. 
Yo. Pall. And then, credit me, Sir, the Canons of 
The Church authorife no fuch thing. 
Eld. Pall. You have met witha dull Civilian too. 
Yo. Pall. Well, f fhall pafs through thefe impediments. 
Eld. Pall. And you believe the Annals of young Heirs, 
Who feal in terrour, may be writ by you ? 
Yo. Pall. Cefar could belt write his own Commentarics. 
Eld. Pall. And you fuppofe your wit has pow’r to tempt, 
eam bus’nefs on the Bench, old Aldermen 
‘Fe, where you pleafe, for Running Nags ? 
j . {can fuppofe itin a trice. 
ita. é4s, Giveme thy hand. This day [’ll cut off the [atail 
Of all mv Lands, and difinherit thee. 
Yo. Cail. Wi'l you fo, Sir? I thank you, 
Eld. pall. The refolution ts above reproof. 
What need you Land, who have a portion in 
Your Brain beyond the extent of Heritage? 
Yo. Pall. O, I conceive you. 
Eld. pak. Here you may live, in the Metropolis, 
Without your Ploughmans or your Reapers toils 5 
Making this Ifle your Farm, and every man, 
Lefs witty than your felf, Tenant for life. 
Yo. Pall. He bears his late defeat fo handfomly 
That he deferves to be undone again. 
Brother, welofe ourtime : I guefs that fome 
Affair draws you abroad 5 
Pray whither do you go? 
Eld. pall. That’s good i’ faith! you may as well enquire 
Of Ships lying at Hull, without their Sails, 
Whither they are {teering ? “Tis you are rige’d 
For an appointed Voyage. 
Yo. Pall. Brother, a-wary Lover deferves fecrets. 
Eld, Pall. You {peak your own defervings. 
Fare you well. [ Exeunt feveral ways. 
Enter Ample, Luce, Engine, Ginet. 
Amp. Quick, Ginet; bring the Pillow and the Chair. 
I mutt be very fick. [ They [peak to Amp. whilji fhe is fitted in 
Luce. Of a furfeit of love. (the Chair. 
Your ficknefs muft be very dangerous, 
A relapfe of love, which 1s incurable. 
Amp. You mutt be very forry, and mourn heartily. 
Luce. O,I! as if you had no Legacies 
To leave us, but a Bundle of forfworn [ Enter Eng. 
Love-Letters. Is he coming Engine ? 
Eng. Already enter’d. Shall I lead him in? 


Luce. 
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Luce. Do, do! ana play the Crocodile. Madam, LExit Eng. 
Conceive now that y have loft fome pretious Lover 
And therefore pray figh, like a lofing Gamefter 


After his firft {leep. (Exter Engine, Eld. Pall. 
Eng. You'll fee, Sir, but a fick and faded Beauty. 
V’ll leave him, and f{tand Sentinel below. [ Ex. Eng. 


Luce. Nay, Sir, you well may wonder at your work; 
But if you know to cure as quickly as 
To kill, you are a rare Phyfician. 
Gin. You may comenearer, Sir. . 
Luce. He feems a very Mandrake, not a man; 
And ftands as if his feet had taken root. 
Why {peak younot? D’ you bring no comfort, Sir ? 
Eld. Pall. If her difeafe becomes fo violent, 
Then I muft feem to fuffer too, or elfe 
My hopes will grow as fick as fhe. 
Luce. Draw nearer, {peak to her! ah you men! 
Eld. Pall. Alas, how comes it that thofe blooming beauties 
Which yelterday did feem toteach the Spring 
To flourifh, are fo much difcolour’d now ? 
Amp. Sir, ‘tis in vain t’enquire the reafon of 
That grief whofe remedy is paft. Had you 
But felt remorfe enough to make you jutft 
You had not beena Mourner now: For, Sir, 
I may have fome compaffion from you, though 
I’m certain to have no relief. 
Eld. pall. Am I the caufe of this? Forbid it Heaven! 
Luce. She liftens to you, Sir. 
Eld. Pall. If 1am guilty of neglect, 
Give me a task of duty, and enjoin 
All the fubmiffions, that a heart can make. 
Amp. Ah,’tis too late, Sir, now !— 
Luce. Befhrew your life 
For coming here to play the Murderer ! 
You might have f{tay’d at home; the Country could 
Have found you Womens hearts tough as your own, 
Which would have blunted all your fharpeft fcorns. 
Gin. 1,1, your Country Hides are tann’d and tough; 
Poor London, thou haft all the tender bofoms ! 
Amp. Peace, Ginet, peace! ‘tis partly our own fault : 
Confeffion may become me now at dying. 
Luce. Nay if (he come to confeflion, there is 
No hope! I faid at firft fhe could not live. 
Gin. If there be heart-f{trings in the world, I heard 
One crack juft now, when her tears fell; e’en like 
A Lute-{tring when it rains. 
Eld. Pall. Her Womens griefs feem foolifh, but they are 
Natural. A ftrange change! But love is ftranger ! 
Luce. Do youbeginto mourn? you may Well melt 
Hearing how fhe excufes you, and lays 
The fault upon her felf. But, to torment 
You more, know fhe will leave you all fhe has. 
Eld. Pall. O infupportable ! 
Amp. Luce, Luce, defire the Gentleman to fit. 
Luce, 
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Luce. Sit near her, Sir, you find her voice grows vy 

Amp. Your former fcorns could not Ree 
To anger, nor will now to a revenge. 

Gin. O blefled temper! the was too good for you. 

Amp. The fhort remainder of my breath I'll {pend—— 
In giving Legacies, and Sir--- to you 
You fhall have all--- that Law will let me give. 

Eld.pall. Who, I> {weet Saint! take heed of your laft deeds 

Luce. Nay Sir, you mutt have all: the world fhallknow 
How much fhe lov’d you, though you lov’d not her. 

Eld.Pall. She's rich! what, all to me? you make me wonder. 

Gin. All, Sir, 1s yours! your friends fhall not report 
She dy’d beholding to you. 

Luce, We, Sir, muft be your faithful witneffes, 

That dying for your fake, fhe gives you all [ Tzkes Pall. afide. 
Her Jewels, a {mall parcel which amount, z 
Perhaps, to fome Eight Thoufand pounds, I hope 
You'll give to us3 that will not leffen much 
Your great Eftate, when joyn’d to what the leaves you. 
Eld.pall. Hum! that will require new thoughts: 
Gentle Miftrefs, you have oblig’d me much; but now 
My grief will not allow me to confider what 
Is given tome, or what I ought to give. 
But I am wholly yours. 

Luce. GoodGentleman! ‘tis pity that her death 
Deprives ye from enjoying one another, 

For you had been a happy pair. 

Gin. Goto her, Sir, fhe'll fpeak with you again. 

Amp. Sir, if mine eyes, in all their health, and in 
Some glory too---- could never warm your love, 

What canI hope when they grow dim and cold? 

Eld.pall. How, not love you? Alas, what fhall 
I {wear to keep you from a jealoufie fo cruel > 

Amp. Some teftimony, Sir, [ fain would have, 

If but taflure the world that at my death, 
My bounty and my love were not defpis’d. 

Eld.pall. What is it, Madam, that I would not do, 
To make your love more confident of mine ? 

Aap. That trial of your love which I would have--- 
Is fuch--- as ts not common, Sir. 

Eld Pall. Bleft Lady! do but name it. 

Amp. ’Tis only this5 for fear {ome other fhould 
Poffefs your love when I am gone, 

I would advife you, Sir, to--- dye with me. 

gld.Pill. How? dye with you? fhe’smad! ftark mad! (He takes 
The Jewels which you mention’d are your own. (Luce afide. 
But it were fit, you haften’d her to write 
Down al! the can beftow in form of Law: 

For [ believe her fences are fo loft, 
That fhe’ll ne'r find them to her ufe again. 

Luce. J pray, Sir, why? 

Eld pall, Did you not hear what a fantaftick fute 
She mace? fhe fain would have me dye with her. _ 

Luce. Does this requeft feem ftrange2 you will do little 
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For a Lady, when you deny to bring her 
Onward in her laft journey. 
Fld. pall. Her little head is tafnted too. Grief has 
Diftracted the whole Houfe. ; 
Eld. Pall. And I have made my firft wooing in Bedlam. 
Amp. {s he-——not willing, Luce >. 
Eld. Pall. My deareft Lady ! 
Do not fufpec my kindnefs 5 but I have 
Some bus‘nefs upon Earth will hold me here 
A {core or two of years; when that is finifhe I 
Will follow you. Sweet Lady take my promife. 
Avp. 1 this perfwafion cannot fuddenly 
Prevail—~yet, as a token of your love, 
Methinks you might a little languith for me. 
Luce. Can you do lefs than languifh for her death? 
Sit down here, and begin true forrow, Sir: 
if you have any in your brealt, ’twill quickly 
Bring you low enough. 
Eld Pall. Alas, dear Lady ! 
You think my forrow does but now begin. 
Heaven knows how I have pin’d fince firft 
Your Leiter gave me knowledge of this caufe. 
Luce. It is not feen, Sir, in your face. 
Eld. Pall. My face isa falfe Glafs5 I bate inwardly. 
Gin, Alas, good Gentleman! 
Eng. What fhall we do? Sir Tyrant Thrift is come. 
Eld. Pall. Sir Tyrant Thrift? 
Luce. My Lady’s Guardian, Sir. 
Amp. He meets th’ expected hour, juft tomy with. 
Luce. What, has he brought a Husband for my Lady*? 
Eng. He does expect a one legg’d Gentleman 
Whofe better half of Limbs is wood. 
Luce. Is he fo much wood? 
Fug. So much, that ifmy Lady were in hea!th, 
And married to him (as her Guardian does 
Propcfe) we then might have a progeny 
Of Bedftaves. 
Luce. When does he come? 
Eng. Tonight, if his flow Litter can convey him3 
For hemovestenderly. Sir Pallatine, 
i with you could efcape my Mafters fight. 
El. Pall. Is he coming hither ? 
Erg. He’s at the door. My Lady’s ficknefs was 
No fooner told him, but he ftraight devis’d 
To proffer her a Will of his own making. 
He means, Sir, to be Heir of all. If he 
Does fee you here, he'll blame my loyalty, 
And think you introduc’d by me 
To interrupt his covetous defign. 
Eld. Pall. Well, Pll be gone. 
Eng. Then he muft meet you in your paflage down. 
Befides, ‘twill leflen you and quite deftroy 
Your hopes, with my dependancy on both, 
If you are abfent when my Lady dies; 
know you mutt have all. My greateft fear 


’ =. 
The WI Tas: eo 20 
Is likewife left your prefence fhould beget a SN 
Some ugly blemifh on her reputation. 
Sir, I could with that we might hideyyou here. 
There is a Cheft within. Pll draw it out. 
But, now, I think on’t; Sir, pray Heavenit ma in a 
Prove big enough to hold you. O, ’twill ee aaa ees 
Eld. Pall. How, \aid up like an Aldermans brufht Gown; < 
As if I fear’d to be eaten with moths? 
You (hall excufe me. 
Luce. O Str, be careful of the honour of 
Your Miftrefs fame! What will her Guardian think 
If he fhould find a Gentleman of fuch 
A wanton vifage in a Lady’s Chamber 5 
And in a time when he’s {uppos’d from home ? 
Eld. Pall. 1 do, maft exceedingly, hate inclofure. 
Luce. ’Tis but retirement, Sir, and you'll come forth 
More wife and virtuous after contemplation. 
Amp. Sir Palatine ! 
Gin. Your Miftrefs calls; go to her and be kind. 
Amp. Will you permit the laft of all my hours 
To pafs with blats of infamy >? you fhew’d 
No kiadnefs to my perfon when I had 
Fair hope of life; nor will have mercy on 
My fame, when I am dead. Ah cruel. man! 
What will my Guardian guefs, finding you here? 
Eld. Pall. Her fear has made her fober 3 fhe talks fenfe. 
Madnefs does feem no more than reafon frighted 5 
For madnefs frighted does return to Reafon. 
Thrift. within. Engine! where art thou, Engine? 
Amp. Fy-—_—have you no compaflion, nor no fhame ? 
Eld. Pall. Madam, {1 will in—— LHe enters the Cheft Haftily. 
Amp. Lock him up, Luce! Enter sir Tyrant Thrift. 
Thrift. Engine, where’s my Charge, Engine, my dear Charge? 
Eng. Sick, as I told you, Sir, and loft ro all 
The help that earthly Med’cine can procure. 
Her wife Phy ficians took their Fees, but fhook 
Their Heads, as if alas, thofe Fees had now 
Been Legacies. 
Thrift. Alas, poor Charge! Come, let me fee her Exgine. 
Ezg. At diftance, Sir, I pray, for I have heard 
Your breath is fomewhat fowr, with over-fatting. 
Thrift. Ha! what’s that Damfel, Engine ? 
Eng. One whom your Ward defir’d, 
For love and kindred fake, t’attend her at 
Her death; fhe will out-watch a long Ruth-Candle, 
And reads toher all night, the Pofie made 
Of fpiritual Flowers. ; 
‘Thrift. Does fhe not gape for Legacies ? 
Eng. Fye, no. There’s a Cornelian Ring, perhaps, 
She aims at, worthten Groats; ora fine Smock 
My Lady wrought again{ft her Wedding, Sir 5 
Trifles which make maids weep, whenthey tell Tales 
Over a Funeral Poffit. 
Thrift. Thou faid’(t below, that fhe made meher Heir. 
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Eng. Of all, even to her Slippers and her Pins. » 
Amp. Luce, methought, Luce, I heard my Guardian's voice? 
Eng. It feems her fences are grown warm again; 
Your pretence will recover her. 
Thrift. Will it recover her, then I'll be gone: 
Eng. No, Sir, fhe'll {treight grow cold again. 
You may proceed: pray {peak to her: 
Thrift. Alas, poor charge! I little thought to fee 
This doleful day ! 
Amp. We are all Mortal, Sir. 
Thrift. ve taken care and labour to provide 
A Hufband for thee; he’s in’s Litter now, 
Hatt’ning to Town; a fine young Gentleman; 
Only a little rumpl’d in the Womb, 
With falls his Mother took after his making. 
Amp. Death is my Hufband: but I thank you, Sir, 
For all your tendernefs 3 and with your care 
May now proceed in fome few Legacies, 
When [am pat the pow’r to fee it, Sirs 
But all my Land ts yours. 
Thrift. This will occafton more Church-building, 
And railing of new Hofpitals; there were 
Enow before; but charge, you'll have it fo. 
Amp. Vll make but one requeft, it 1s not great. 
Thrift. O dear charge! any thing. Your Coufin here 
3ha!! witne(s the confent and att. 
Amp. Becaufel would not have my vanities 
Remain, as fond examples to entice 
An imitation in thofe Ladies who 
Succeed me in the Town 3 I have inclos'd 
Within a Cheft, my Plumes, fantaftick Flowrs, 
My rich Embraideries3 and Jewels too. 
‘Luce. There, Sir, there the Cheft ftands. 
Amp. AudI defire it may be bury’d with me. 
Thrift. Engine, take care, Engine, to fee it done. 
Amp: NowIbefeech you leave me, for it will 
But make my death more forrowful; if I 
Continue my converfe with one I love 
So much, and muft forfake at laft. 
Thrift. Alack, alack! Bury her to night, Engine. 
Eng. Not, Sir, unlefs fhe dies: her Anceftors 
Have many years dwelt in St. Rartholomew’s, 
Whofe Parifh Church contains a Vault which is 
Peculiar to her Family; the muft 
Be bury’d there. 
Thrift. [, Engine, 1; the Church 
Thou knowft joins to my houfe; it will prevent 
A tedious walk, and fave the charge of ‘Torches. 
Fng. Who are your Fun’ral-Guefts? the Neighbours, Sir, 
Wul all expect to be envited. 
ghrift, Tl have no more than will fuffice to 
Carry downthe Corps5 and thou know’tt, Engine, 
That fhe is no great weight. 
Feg. What will you have to entertain em, Sir? 


Thrift. 
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Thrift. Some Rofemary, which thou rifing beti 

Maytt {teal and bring ved from the See cena 
Eng. Some Comfits Sir. A mourning Citizen 

Will never weep without fome Sugar-plums. 

Thrift, They fhall have none, Exgize, nor no burnt Wine 

T like not drinking healths to the memory iy 

Of the dead; ’tis profane. 

Eng. You are obey'd. But give me leave 

Moft humbly to propofe that you would truft 

To my difcretion all your bufinefs here, 

And get you inftantly to horfe again. 

Thrift. Hah! why Exgine ? 
Ezg. You know the Writings of your Wards Eftate 

Ly at her Lawyers, fifteen Miles from hence. 

Your credit, he not knowing fhe is fick, 

Will quickly get them in your own poffeffion 5 

And then y’are free from all Litigious Suits. 

Thrift. 1 like your counfel, Exgize. I am gone. 
Eng. Sir, if you meet the crooked Lover in 

His Litter, as he travails through your Road ; 

Perfwade him now to graft his wooden OfF-{pring 

On anew Stock, for all is wither’d here. 

Thrift. ’Tis well thought on, Engine, farewel, Engine, 

Be faithful and be rich_——— __ [Thrift js going out and returns 
Eng. My duty teaches me t’expect your bounty. (baftily. 
Thrift. Dear Engine I could wifh fhe would be fure 

To dye to night. 

Eng. Alas good Soul! I'll undertake 

She will do any thing to pleafe you, Sir. 25 LExit Thrift. 
Amp. O Exgine! thou haft wrought above the power 

Of Art or Accident. 

Eng. Madam, you fee how well I have prevented 

The tedious vifits of the Love-fick Monfter 5 

And have difpatcht my greedy Matter hence, 

Upon a Journey to preferve this houfe 

Empty; and free to execute the reft 

Of our defigns. 

Luce. This is thy day of triumph, Engine! [Luce kaocks at the 

What hoa! Sir Palatine, are you within? (Chef. 
Eld.Pall. Is Sir Tyrant Thrift gone? open, Lady, open. 

Luce. The Cafement, Sir, [ will, a littleto encreafe 

Your Wit-fhips allowance of air: Opens the Wicket at the end of 

But as for Liberty, you may as foon (the Cheft. 

Get it in a Gally after a Murder. 

Eld.Pall. How, Lady of the Lawn? 
Luce. Sir Launcellot, 

You may believ’t if your difcretion pleafe 5 

This Tenement is cheap; here you fhall dwell, 

And be no wicked Wanderer. 

Eld.Pall. I \ike not this. 

Eng. Do you know that Lady, Sir ? 

Eld.Pall. TheLady Ample! 
Her Night-drefs off too, and in the fhape of 
Health and merriment! Now, like a poor Snail, 
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I may ¢é’en fhrink my horns into my fhell. 
Amp. Could you blieve I did grow fick and pine 
For the cold love of a dull Northern Wit ? [ Enter Yo. Pall, 
Luce. Pall, itis done! the Man whofe Land was fpacious, 
Lies here contracted now to his own length. 
Amp. Your Brother’s come to fee you, Sir. 
Eld.Pall. Brother! thefe are mad Girles! in troth 
I love’em! look Iam coffin’d like a Salmon Pye, 
Sent up from Devonfhire for a Token. 
Come prethee break open the Cheft. 
To.Pall. Stay, Brother, {tay ! let us confider firft; 
It may beFelony. Whofe Chet is it? 
Eld.Pall. You'll afk more queftions than a young Conftable. 
Prethee difpatch. 
Yo.Pall. Ist lawful, Exgine, to break open Chefts > 
Eng. ‘Tis for your fafety, Sir, to afk advife. 
Yo.Pall. My Lawyer’s out of Town; but he'll return 
Next Term. Brother, y’ad beft {tay in till then. 
Eld.pall. O for Dame Patience, though fhe’s the Fools Miftrefs ! 
Yo.Pall. Brother, you have pray’d well; heaven fend her you. 
You did forfake your fair Inheritance, 
To live here by your Wits. 
Lace. And in your dream 
Enjoy’d huge Giant-Ladies, three yards high ; 
With trains behind them ten yards long. 
Amp. Cloth’d all in Purple, and embroider’d 
With fuch Imag’ry as ancient Poets drew. 
Ginet. And this you would maintain, Sir, by your Wits. 
Yo.Pall. Nothing could pleafe your Palat, but 
The Amskatelli and Frantiniack Grape! 
Your Turiz Pheafants, and your Tu/cax Veal, 
With red legg’d Partridge from the Gezoa Hills. 
Thenthe broad Livers of Venetian Geele, 
Fatned by Jews; and Carps of the Gezeva Lake. 
Amp. 
foe All this maintain’d, Sir, by your Wits. 
. Gin. 
o.Pa!l. You talk’d too of fat Snails, in fhining fhells, 
Brought from the Marble Quarries of Ferrara, 
And fous’d in Luca Oy]3 then long’d for Cream 
Of switzer-land, and Genoa Palte. 
Eng. Is this fit diet for a Northern Wit? 
Yo. Pall. Your Angelots of Brze. 
Your Marfolini, Parmazan of Lody, 
Your Malamuchka Mellons, and Cicilian Dates. 
And then, to clofe up your voluptuous Maw, 
Marmaled made by cleanly Nuns of Lishone. 
Amp. 
is And ftill you were thus feafted by your Wits. 
Gin. 
Eld.Pall. Deafnefs poffefs me! will this never end > 
Amp. ’Twillend in ending you; you fhall be layd 
In a Church-Vault, and there keep company 
With fuch dull Anceftors as never knew 
The art of living by their Wits. Eld.Pall. 
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Eld. Pull. How, bury’d? and alive? 
Yo. Pall. Brother your hand 

Farewell! I’m for the North: T mean to take 

Poffeflion, Sir, and patiently converte 

With all thofe Hinds; thofe Heards, and Flocks, 

Which you difdain’d in fulnefs of your wit. 

Luce. Help Pall to carry him; he takes it heavily. DF 
Eld.Pall.V\l not epee Murder! Fire! renee 
Amp. Alas, you are not heard 5 ; 
The Houfe contains none but our felves. LEx. carrying out the Chef? 
Enter Thw. Pert. Meag. : 
Pert. We bring you, Sir, commends from Pallatine. 
Thw. You might as well have brought it from the Devil. 
Afeag. We mean the younger Pallatine 5 one, Sir, 
Who loves your perfon, and laments your ufage. 
Pert. By his command we have compounded with 

The Conftable whofe Houfe is now your Prifon. 

But you will find your Gold reftorative 

To liberty more, than it is to health. 

Thw. It feems then that {mall Officers will take 

An un¢tion in the Palm as lovingly 

As any Grandee who ts better bred > 
Pert. Even fothe moderns render it. 

Thw. Youaska undred pounds; ’tis all I’ve left. 
Pert. Sir, think what an obnoxious blemith it 

Will prove both to your wit, and fame, to be 

Betray’d by one lefs witty than your felf, 

And lye ia Prifon for 
Thw. Sir, name itnot. There is the fum. 
Meag. V'\| in, Sir, and difcharge you. 
Thw. If I had had no land I fhould have been 

Exempt from means of paying this bafe Tribute. 

May [ask if you, and your Friend, have Land? 

Pert. No more than we can fhare within the Map. 
Thw. Lo you there now, Thefe live by their wits. 

Why fhould not I take the next Key I meet 

And open this great Head; to try, if my brains 

Arenotturn’d into Plum-broth? I have been 

Gull’d in my youth, and cozen’d in my Age. 

Judge, Sir, if [ have caufe to lovethis Town ? 

Pert. Thefe are fad Tales. 
Thw. 1’\| write down to the Country, to dehort 

The Gentry from coming hither, the Letters 

You fhall difperfe, Sir. 

Pert. Moft faithfully. 
Thw. Vill write that our French Wines are foill mixt, 

With Brimftone by the Hollander, that they 

Will hardly ferve to cure the Itch in Children: 

And that the Town affords not Sack enough 

To mull for a Parfons cold. 

Pert. This will be dreadful news. 
Thw. That our Theatres are raz’'d down; and where 

They ftood, hoarfe Lectures now are preacht by Wives 

Of Comb-Makers, and Midwives of Tower-Wharf. 


[Exit Meager: 
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Pert. The Ladies will {carce come fo near as Branford. 
Thw. And that a new Plantation, Sir, mark me, 
Is made in Covent-Garden, from Sutleries 
Of German Camps, and the Suburbs of Paris, 
Where fuch a falt difeafe does reign, as makes 
Safaphras dearer than Unicorns Horn. 
Enter Yo. Pall. Meag. Snore. Queaf. Adrs. Snore. 
Pert. Retire! he’s treating for your liberty. 
To. Pall. Th’ Alcove, Hangings, and the Bed, 
Are far above the value of your Rent3 
Befides, the Gentleman has been betray'd5 
He’s none of thofe who live by wickednefs. 
Snore. Truly a very. civil Gentleman, 
Alas he only roar’d, and {wore, and curs’d 
For being kept a Pris’ner 5 but he us’d 
No kind of wickednefs, I affure you. 
Mrs. Snore. Why,Neighbour, what a good year would you have? 
Queaf 1 am content if you and [ were friends, 
Yo. Pall. Come, come, agree! 
Mrs. Szore. Sweet Matter Pallative, hear me but fpeak, 
Have I not often faid, why Goflip Queafie, 
Come to my Houfe; befides, your Daughter Azall, 
You know, la{t Pompeon-time, din’d with me thrice 
When my Childs beft yellow Stockings were miffing, 
And a new Pewter Porrenger markt with P. L. 
Snore. 1, for Elizabeth Snore. 
Mrs. Snore. The Pewterer that markt it was my Uncle, 
Queaf. Speak, did my Daughter {teal your Goods ? 
Mrs. Snore. You hear me fay nothing; but there is 
As bad as this (f warrant ye) learnt at 
The Bake-lioufe 5 I'Jl have an Oven of mine own. 
Queaf- Will you prove this before the Widow Bras, 
Our Bakers Mother? 
Mrs. Snore. 1 prove? what fhould I prove? Lord what a fending 
And proving there is in your company ! 
Snore. Your Tongue cuts out more bad work ina minute, 
Than thefe hands of Authority can make 
Up in a month. 
durs. Snore. Why, what have I faid> 
Queaf: You faid my Girl, Avary Queafie by name, 
Did find your Uncles yellow Stockings in 
A Porrenger3 nay, and you faid the {tole them; 
And by the fame good token that your Uncle 
Wasa Pewterer: And of this I'll take 
My Book-Oath: and I’ve a Clark tomy Coufin, 
And mihaps can have Law without money. 
Snore. What fay you? hah! Can you have Law without money ? 
Do yourob young Clarks of their Matters Fees ? 
That's fine, 1'faith. You have Law without money ? 
Come now before my Staff; and {wear to that. 
Queaf. What fhall I {wear > I (corn to fwear untruths. 
And I'd have you know I’m of the Laws fide. 
Snore. You! who you? when you fpeak flightingly of it, 
Asif twere a poor thing which may be had without money ¢ 


Queaf: 


Queaf Did I fay fo ? y’are in authority | 
And may {peak what you pleafe for a year, bur, 
If you dye out of Office you will dearly . 
Anfwer this in th’ other world. 
Mrs. Snore. 1, you wilh my poor Husband in Heaveh. 
Queaf: Know, I {corn to be fo uncharitable. 
Yo. pall. Come, Goflips muft.agree! the very mention 
Of Law and money does ever breed quarrels, 
Snore. Sir, we who fit in Office 
All night, muft never hear of money, left 
We (hould be tempted in the dark. 
Queaf; Who thould tempt you inthe dark? d’youmeanme? 
Tam an honeft woman, and tempt no body. 
To. Pall. Make peace, Miftrefs sore, be you the Conftable. 
Mrs. Snore. Neighbour Queafie!. pray hear me. 
‘Troth thou art asfroward with fitting up late 
As any Child. I faid your Daughter came 
Too much to thé Bake-houfe, whereby there was 
Something mifliog, whereby, nay prethee mark, 
I faid your Daughter was to blame to keep 
Evil company, for I love Afary, [ 
Care not who knows it, not I: and I’d fain 
Give her good Counfel. 
Snore. My Wifetells you the very words fhe fpoke. 
Mrs. Snore. Come, prethee fend Afar tome. 
Queaf. Why truly.[ am fomewhat thick of hearing 5 
But if that which you faid were all, my Daughter 
Can take good counfel!afwell as another. 
To, Pall. Come, no more words! there’s to reconcile you—— 
In burnt Wine and Cakes. Go, get you all in. [ £.Sno.dérs.Sno.Queaf. 
Meag. Here isahundred pounds, ’twas all his {tore 5 
Pert. We'll fhare’t anon What need you bluth, Sir azorg/ay, 
Like a maid newly undone in a dark 
Entry 2 Thereare difafters to be found, 
Asbad as yours inthe City Annals. 
Thw. Your Brother is a man of a {weet temper. 
His verylood is Holy Water, and lefs falt 
Than Almond milk. 
To. Pall. My filly reprehenfions were defpis’d 5 
You, Sir, would follow him, and ina path 
Unknown to his own feet: yet I have fince 
Walk’t in it, and have profper’d as you fee. 
Thy. Well, I find ’tis poflible to live by 
Our wits; no chance fhall drive me from that faith. 
To. Pall. What will you give me, Knight, if I 
(Befides concealing of your prefent fhame) 
Shall help you to atchieve fuch {tore of wealth, 
As will in giory keep you a whole year, 
Without fupply from your Eftate? This was, 
I think, fome few days fince, your main defign. 
Thw. This was, Sir, inthe hours 
Of haughtinefs and hope 5 but——— alas, now—— 
To. Pall. I'll do’t, Sir, whilft my Brother, in his declin’d 
Condition, fhall both fee, and envy it. 
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Thw. Shall I live high, obferv’d, and wonder'd at? 
Yo. Pall. As the very Montter of plenty. 
Thw. Then [ will make thee Heir of my eftate. 
Come, Sir, take my right hand, and your two friends 
For Witneffes. ; 
To. Pall. Enough 3 hear me with hatte. 
The Lady Ample’s dead----- Nay, there are things 
Have chance’d, fince your concealment, far more fit 
For wonder, Sir, thanthis: She (to prevent 
That pride and wickednefs which follow wealth) 
Has fimply buryed with her, ina Chelt, 
Her Jewels, and her Cloaths; befides (as I’m 
Inform’d by my Intelligencer Luce) 
Five thoufand pounds 1n Golds; a Legacy, 
Left by her Aunt, more than her Guardian knew. 
Thw. Well, what of this? 
Yo. Pall. Your felf, and [, join’d, Sir, ina moft firm 
And loyal League, may rob this Cheft. 
Thw. Marry, and will. 
Yo. Pall. Then, when your promife is confirm’d by deed, 
Take all the treafure for your own expence. 
Thw. Come, let us go; my Fingers burn till they 
Are telling it. The night will grow upon us. 
Your friends mutt jog off: I'll not truft new Faces. 
Yo. Pall. \fhall difmifs them, Sir, in the next Street. 
Thw. This feems, at leaft, a wanton girn of Fortune, 
And it may chance to end in a kind fmile. 
Since the living robb’d me, I'll rob the dead! 
Yo. Pall. Methinks blind Fortune ufhers me too faft 5 
But if fhe finds the way to bring me rich 
From thence where this imagin’d treafure lies, 
The Poets fhall confefs that fhe has Etes. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. SCENE. I. 


Enter Yo. Pall. Ample, Luce, Engine, with a Torch. 


Yo.Pall, {—~ Ngine, draw out the Cheft, and ope the Wicket. 
—, Let us not hinder him the Air, fince ’tis 
Become his food, 
Eld. Pall. Who’s there? what are you? {peak > 
Amp. Two mourning Virgins, Sir; who (had you dy’d 
For love.) and in your wits, would now have brought 
Rofes and Lillies, with the Buds of Briar, 
And Summer Pinks to {trew upon your Herfe. 
Eld. Pall. Then you refolve [ fhall be dead. 
Luce. ’T were good that you would fo refolve your felf. 
Yo. Pall, She counfels you to wife and pious thoughts: 
But you are no more mortify’d, than men 
Who are about to dance the Aforrice. 
Eld. pall. Ladies, and Brother too (whom begin 
To worfhip now for tendernefs of heart) 
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Can you conceive I am fo {tupid grown, 
And fo much Fifh, as I can think you dare 
Thus murder me, in bravery of mirth ? 


You have gone far; part of my fuffrance I 
Confefs a juftice to me. 
Amp. O, do you fo? 
Has your heart and brain met upon the bus’ne(s, 
And render’d you filly to your own thoughts? — 
Eld. Pall. 1 was, perhaps, fomewhat miftaken 
In my journey hither. 
Yo. Pall. You think that there does need to the fupport 
Of younger Brothers, fomething befides wit ? 
Fld. Pall. ’Tis fo conceiv'd. 
Amp. And that we Ladies, of the Town, or Court, 
Fiave not fuch waxen hearts, that every beam 
From Lovers Eyes can melt them through our Breatts > 
Fld. Pall. That is imagin’d too. 
Luce. And though fome few, Sir, of our Sex have been, 
Through weak belief, perverted and did yield 
Too much to unlawful love, yet men are not 
So {canty, that we need to buy our Lovers? 
Fld Pall. You teach me mufick ; I am all confent 
And concordance. 
Fg. And that the nimble packing hand, the {wift 
Diforder'd fhuffle, or the flur, or his 
More bafe employment, who makes love for bread3 
Doall belong to men that may be thought 
To live, Sir, by their Sins, not by their Wits > 
Eld. Pall. Sir, whom I love not, nor defire to love; 
I am of your mind too. 
Yo. Pall. Madam, a fair converfion. If you pleafe 
Let me befeech you for his liberty. 
Amp. He has fo gain’d by his retirement, that 
I think, he will not willingly come forth. 
Eld. pall. Sweet Lady doubt it not; open the Cheft. 
Amp. A little patience, Sir. [ Enter Ginet. 
Gin. Madam, we are undone, your Guardian is 
At door, knocking fo loud, asif he meant 
To wake all his dead Neighbours in the Church. 
Amp. So foon returo’d: It is not midnight yet. 
Eng. I know the bait which tempts him back with 
So much hatte, and have, according to your will, 
Provided, Madam, to betray his hopes. 
Amp. Excellent Exgine ! 
Eng. This Key conveys you through the Chancel to 
Your Gallery. My way lies here; I'll let 
Him in, and try how our defiga will relifh. LEX. Eng. 
Amp. Come, Sir, itis decreed in our wife Council, 
That you mutt lie fome diftance from this place. 
Eld. Pall. Pray fave your labour, Madam, I'll come forth. 
Amp. No, Sir, not yet. 
Eld. Pall. Brother, a caft of your voice. 
Yo. Pall. She hath the Key, Brother. ’Tis but one hours 
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Eld. pall. But hear me {peak. 
Amp. Nay,no Orations mow 5 for Eloquence 
¥s a known Enemy to all difpatch. 
Ye. Pail. Brother, no Gen’ral in a Siege has more defigns 
Whanwe. Patience is all your portionnow. LEx. carrying out the Chef. 
Enter Thrift, Engine. 
tag. None of the Writings, Sir, and yet perplex 
Your felf with fo much {peed in your return? 
Thrift. Engine, the Lawyer was from home 3 but { 
Had thought te have prevented by my hatte, 
The burial of the Cheft, though not of her. 
Evg. All, Sir, that Law allow’d her to beftow 
Ts vours, unlefs the Cheft 5 but confcience made 
He bury thats there ts the Key, Sir, theugh 
Fis of no ufet’ ye now. 
Toreft. Hah, Engine! give it me.—_. 
Exe. And, Sir (which grieves me more) know there 
‘s hidden in that Cheft a plenteous heap 
Cf Golds together with a Rope of Pearl, 
Left by her late dead Aunt by Will, and kept 
From your difcovery. 
Tarifi. Isthis true, Exgine ? 
Eng. That precife Lzce, her Coufin-Puritan, 
Saw it interr’d, and did conceal it till 
The Fun’ral forms were paft; and then fhe {aid 
It was a pious means, forfooth, by which 
She would prevent temptation in the rich. 
Thrift. Thefe Fun’ral Tales, Exgine, are fad indeed! 
Eng. I mourn within, Sir. 
Thrift. Give me the Key which leads me from my Houfe 
Unto the Chancel door. 
Eng. ‘Tis very late, Sir. Whither will you go? 
Thrift. Never too late to pray, my heart is heavy. 
Eng. But where hall I attend you, Sir? 
Thrift. At my low Gall’ry door I fhall {tay long. 
Eng. 1am no more your Steward, but your {pye. | Exeunt. 
Enter Yo. Pall. Pert, Meag, Snore, and Watchaen. 
Yo. Pall. There, there is money for your Watch, I fear 
They drunk not Wine enough, they do not chirp. 
Sxore. Wine mates them, Sir; they underftand it not; 
But they have very good capacity in Ale; 
Yo. Pall. Well, let them have Ale then. 
Szore. Twill make’em fing, like Silk-Knitters of Cocklane. 
Yo. Pall. Afeager, go youto Sir Tyrant Thrifts Houle, 
Euce, and the Lady are alone; they will 
Have caufe to ufe your diligence, make hafte. 
Mteag. Pall,{ am gone; your Dog ty’d toa Bottle 
Shall not out-run me. [ Exit. 
Yo. Pall. Pert, {tay you here till I return. 
Pert. Where is Sir Aforglay Thwack ? 
Yo. Pall. T am to meet him ftraight in the Church-yard. 
He fculks and hovers there like a tame Filcher. 
Snore. We will expect your coming in this corner. 
Ye. Pall. No ftirring, ‘till I either come or fend. 
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Snore. Mutt we ftay long ? 
Yo. Pall. You fhall expect me, ora Meffenger. [ Exit 
Szore. Come, Neighbour Ruzlet, fighing pays no Rent 
Though the Land-lady beinlove. Sing out. 


The Conftable and Watch fing a Catch. 


With Lanthorn on Stalls at Trea-trip we play 
For Ale, Cheefé, and Pudding till it be day: 


And for our Break-faft (after long fitting ) 
We fteal forect Pigs, of the Conftables cen 


Enter Younger Pallatine. 
Yo. Pall. Chirping my Birds of night ? who could expect 
So {weet a confort of old Nightingales > 
You fing as if you pearcht in Tavern Bufhes. 
Snore. Sir, wecan fing, and fing without a Fiddle 5 
And we can cough in tune too. F have feen 
Mad Boys in my days, and have fung all night 
Withthem, when Bowwzce the Bell-man has kept time. [ Ez.Mufician. 
Snore. Who goes there? {tand! ftand ftill, and come before me. 
Muf- Your pleafure, Sir? { He advances. 
Snore. Did not I bid you ftand ftill? 
Muf: Yes, Sir. 
Snore. Why did you ftir then > 
Muf- Becaufe, Sir, you bid me come before you. 
Snore. 1 did bid you ftand {till and come before me. 
Muf; You did, Sir, 
Sore. And could you do both together ? 
Muf- No, Sir. 
__ Snore. How dare you then prefume to make your choice, 
Which to do firft, before my pleafure’s known ? 
Muf: Why truly, Sir-— 
Snore. O, are you caught? There's one of my new tricks 
To make you know the wit of a Conftable. 
Pert. And a fhrewd one. 
Snore. From whence come you? 
Muf- Who, I Sir? 
Snore. You, Sir? whoelfe Sir ? what, 1s there another 
Knave behind you ? or is the Devil your 
Companion? I fear, Matter Pallatine, 
We bhall find more of the Pack. Weil, I ask 
Again, whence come you? 
Muf. I come, Sir 
Snore. Quick, quick! are you confid’ring what to fay ? 
Speak, and {peak quickly, e’re y’have time to think. 
Muf Sir, if you pleafe to have patience— 
Snore. Patience? pray note him, Matter Pallatine, 
He tells me of patience, who have been held 
The very Lamb of Ludgate. Sirrah! Sirrah! 
But that I’m loth to break my Staff of Office 
E’re my year’s out, I'd make your Coxcomb know 
That I have patience. Come, where have you been? 
Muf: Where have I been, Sir? why where have I been? 
I'm fure I ha’nt been far, 
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Snore. D’you mark him, Sir? 

Here’s an an{wer which might {tagger a Horfe! 
I do proteft that I grow weary of 

Authority, becaufe night after night, 

I meet fuch intricate and cunning Knaves. 

Pert. Shall his reply {cape thus ? 

Snore. In truthI had forgot. O, the Knave anfwer'’d 
Where have I been? which does repeat my queftion. 
Then, why where haveI been; which is his queftion 
To my demands; and then he faid, I’m fure 
I ha’n’t been far. O moft intricate Varlet ! 

Yo.Pall. For my part, [think it half charm, half Ridle. 

Snore. Obferve how he ends like a fubtle Divel. 

I’m fure I ha’n’t been far; as who fhould fay, 
That I muft take his bare aflurance for fome 
Place which he malitioufly conceals. 

But come Sirrah, 

You'll not confefs where you have been? 

Maf. An’t pleafe your Worfhip.——. 

Snore. Worfhip! that foftens the Cake into Cuftard. 

Mus. have been at a Wedding. 

Snore. Thou Knave, why did’ft not tell me fo before > 

Muf- Your Worthip would not let me. 

Suore. How, would notI let thee go to a Wedding? 

Yo.pall. Of what Profeffion are you? 

Muf- A poor Mufitian, Sir. 

Snore. Still where there are Weddings there will be Mufick. 

Yo.Pall. Alas, the marry’d {tand in need of comfort. 

Szore. Stay, ftay! can you fing the Conftables Catch? 

Muf- 1 can fing my part, Sir. 

Snore. Matter Pallatine, 1 profefs by yea 
And nay we'll have that Catch: twas made of me. 

To.Pall. The Songfter Sore will never be forgotten. 


The fecond Catch isfung,and acted by them in Recitative Burlefque. 


es 
1. Stand, who goes there! fiand who goes there ? 
Come over the Kennel, now come near. 
Hey ho! I hear a great noife 
Like that of the angry Boys. 
3. There's one you may think hin as well 
A Heéfor of Hell 
By the brawling and roaring he wakes, 
Stand, ftand! now flay till the Conflable wakes. 
2 


A Coach ho, aCoach ! it is gone by; 

The Coachman drives till the Horfes fly! 

Huafh, hufh, and lye frill! lye till! beark, heark! 
Newgate's Black Dog 
Has worry d a Hog 5 

Z hear bis Brother of Dowgate bark! 


Another 
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Another Coach it drives from the Strand! 
Ther have at the Harnace; fland ho, ftand! 
Ha, ha, young Gallant, bring forth your Wench, 
And now conte before the Bill-Mens Bench. 
His Hat is fion off; and his Miftrefs quakes, 
But fiay, Sir, flay, till the Conftable wakes. 


Yo. Pall. Weil {ung old Boys! he who likes fighing better 
Is much more the Sexton’s friend than his own. ; 
Engine, your coming haftens me away. [exter Engine, 
Difpatchs give your directions to my Friend, Exit. 
Eng. Sir, draw down your Watch into the Church, 
And let ‘em ly hid, by the Veftry door. 
Pert. What is he there already? he made hafte. 
Eng. Fat Carriers make not more hafte to ly down, 
Nor lean Philofophers to rife; Ihave 
Prepar’d the means to heighten his miftake. 
Pert, Clofe by the Veltry door. 
Eng. That is the place. 
I'll to my Lady and expect th’event. 
Pert. Follow, Mafter Conftable, one, and one, 
All in a File. [Exeunt. 
Enter Sir Tyrant Thrift with a Candle? 
Thrift. Icannot find where they have laid her Coffin. 
But here’s the Cheft which keeps the bury’d Gald! 
Gold the World’s foul! and wifely fo efteem'd, 
Becaufe it is the All in ev'ry part: 
And fhall this Soul ly bury’d with the Dead ? 
Life of Commerce, and by whofe fecret power 
Courts to their Triumph, Camps to conqueft move. 
Let me redeem thee from the {hades of Death. [Opens the Cheft and 
A Halter! who affronts me with this Emblem? — finds a Halters 
Devil! is this the Rope of Orient Pearl ? 
Enter Pert, Snore, Watchmen. 
Pert. Now I have told you, Mafter Conftable, 
Th'intire defign; obferve how like that Cheft 
Is to the other, , where the female Wits, 
Do fora ftray, impound Sir Palatine 5 
Engine contriv’d them both. 
Thrift. Hah! what are thefe? the Conftable and Watch ? 
Pert. Ceize on him for no lefs than Sacriledge. 
Thrift. Why, Neighbours? Gentlemen! 
Pert. Away with him. 
snore. We thall know now, who ftole the gilded Chalice, 
The Velvet Cufhin, and the Vicar’s Surplice. 
Pert. Alas, grave Sir, are you become a forfeiture 
To Law for Sacriledge. 
Thrift. Hear me but {peak. 
Snore. No, Sir, not ina caufe againft the King. 
pert. Come, !ead him to his houfe; he fhall be made 
Our Prifoner there, and be Jockt up as fafe 
As his old Gold. 


Thrift. 1am undone for ever. [ Exeunt. 
Enter 
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Enter Tlrwack, Yo. Pall. with a dark Lanthorn, and an Iron Crow. 
Thw. Tis ftrange the Lady Ample fhould out-do 
The folly of Brafile: for there, at death, 
The poor. wild Ladies ufe t’inter their Beads, 
To make them fine in th’other world; but fhe, 
To {top the pride and vanity of this, 
Has bury’d all her Gold and Jewels. 
To.Pall. Come, Sir, lay down your Inftrument. 
Thw. Why, Sir? 
Yo.Pall. ?'m fo much taken with the freedom of 
Your nature, that I cannot now proceed 
One ftep t’abufe you further. All is falfe 
Which I have told you, to miflead you hither. 
Thw. How, no treafure, Sir? 
To.Pali. Sir, not fo much as will defr:; th’exrence 
Of this {mall light, we walte to find it out. 
Thw. None, none at all>? I thank ysu, Sir. (Flings down the Crow 
o.Pall. You {hall have caufe to thank me (ef Iron fuddealy. 
When you hear, that I have brought you hither to 
Perceive, how little wit (under your favour, Knight) 
Your head contains, which could be wrought to fuch 
Vain hopes, as you receiv’d for currant coyn, 
From that lefs witty Gentleman my Brother. 
Thw. Tis well, Sir; but your brother, 
Whofe name (let me firft tell you.) does found worfe 
To both my ears, than the voice of a Sergeant 
To a Gallant arrefted in his Coach, 
Near the Court Gate, with’s Miftre(s by him > 
Yo.Pall. You are believ’d: but witl you, Sir, confirm 
Me in your grace and favour, If I make 
It {traight appear, that in revenge of what 
Y ou fuffer’d, [ have made him fuffer more? 
Thw. The Legend, Talmud, nor the Alcoran, 
Have not fuch doubtful Tales as thefe; but make 
It {trait appear; I would have evidence. 
Yo.Pall. Then take’t on my Religion, Sir, he was 
Laid up in durance for a Bawd, before 
He did betray you, tothe fame preferment. 
Thw. Shall this be juftify’d, when my difgrace 
Comes to be known, wilt thou then witnef it ? 
Yo.Pall. In publick, Sir; and to invite you more 
To favour me (who ever kindly mourn’d 
For all your fuffrings ) know you inftantly 
Shall fee him lockt in a blind Cheft; where he 
Lies bath’d, and in a greater {weat than e’re 
Cornelius had in his own Tub. 
Thw. Here, amongft Sepulchres ! 
Let me but fee’t that I may dye for joy, 
And then thou wilt be inftantly my heir. 
To.Pall. Sir, you thall fee’t and e’re the Sun does rife, 
Find him intangled in a new diftrefs. 
Thw. Doft thou want money? come call for a Scriv’ner 5 
Bring me to Parchment ftraight, and I will feal 
A pound of Wax 
To.P a.’ 
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Yo.Pall.Ho,Sir,are you afleep ? Yo. Pall. knocks at the Chef. 
Eld. Pall. O Brother, art ga come ? on let a ot pa 
Yo. Pall. Here is a certain loving friend of yours, 

Who kindly comes to fee you, Sir. [opens the Wicket. 

Eld. Pall. Sir Morglay Thwack |— 
Thw. What like abathful Badger, do you draw 

Your head into your hole again. Come, Sir, 

Out with that fapient Noddle, which has wrought 

So warily for me, and your dear (elf. 

Eld. pall. Here take my Eye-lids, Knight, and fow ‘em up, 

I dare not fee thy face. 

Thw. But what think you 

Of a new journey from the North, to live 

In glory by our Wits; or midnight vifits 

To the Mogul’s Niece > 
Eld. Pall. | have offended, Knight. 

Come, fcourge me with Whip-Cord headed with Rowels 

Of Rippox Spurs. I'll endure any thing 

Rather than thee. 

Yo. Pall. Now give me leaveto let him forth. 
Thw. If thou lov’ft me, 

Let him be confin’d thus, but one Month; 

I'll fend him down to Country Fairs for a 

New motion made by German Engineers. 

To. Pall. Sir Morglay, leave your Lanthorn here; and {tay 

My coming at yon Doors Ill let him out 

But for the new diftrefs [ promis’d you, 

Take't on my manhood, he fhall feel it {traight. 

Thw. Finely enfnar'd again, and inftantly 2 

Yo. Pall. Have a good faith and go. ( Exit Thwack. 
Eld. Pall. Dear Brother, wilt thou give me liberty ? 

Yo. Pall. Upon condition that you kifs this Hilt, 

And (wear you will not follow me, but here 

Remain, until the Lady Avple {hall 

Beftow that freedom, which I can but lend. (He kiffes the Hilts 
Eld. Pall. ’Tis done, a vow inviolate. — 

(He opens the Chef? and lets hime out. 
Yo. Pall, Now filence, Brother, not one curfe, northanks. [Exi. 
Eld. Pall. kate anda happy Star condutt me hence. 
Was ever two lege’d Gentleman thus us’d >—— 
Enter Snore, Pert, Watchmen. 
Pert. Pall and his friend are gone, I mutt not {tay 

To be feen, but after you have feiz’d on him, 

Lead hima Pris’ner tothe Lady too 
Snore. Vl do’t, though he were Gog or Heildebrand. (Exit Pert. 
Eld. Pall. What mean you, Sirs ? 
snore. Yield tothe Conttable. [ They lay hold on him. 
Eld. Pall. ’Tis yielded that you are a Conftable3 

But where have I offended ? 

Snore. Here, Sir, you have committed facriledge, 

And rob’d an Aldermans Tomb, of himfelf, 

And of both his Children, kneeling in Brafs. 
Eld. Pall. How, Flea Monuments of their brazen skins? 
snore, Nay, I believe, if we fhould fearch the Tomb 
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Wi ithin, we fhou! 'd find fomewhat elle mifling. 
Eld. Pall Way, did the good Alderman bury money, 
To buy Aims-Cuftards, for Pofterity ? 
snore. No, Sir, but one of his dead Daughters 
Had a fine head of Hair, andI am fure 
Yours is none of vour own. 
Eld. Pail. I {ee you are {candaliz’d at Perewigs 3 
But che Sexton, being a diligent man, . 
Was before meat that work. 
Snore. O did youcome too Jate? bear witnefs that 
The Gentleman confeffes, he was there 
Wich a felonious intent. 
Fld. Pall. Mafter Conftable, 
When you walk in the night, youneed no Lanthorns 3 
Y’are guick-fighted, and can find truth without ‘em. 
S#ore. Look, adark Lanthorn, and an!ron Crow 5 
Fine evidence for a Jury. 
Eld. Pall. And all thts preparation inthe Church 
Was to dig for departed Perewigs 
Suore. Say you fo, Sir? what {hifts young Gallants ufe 
To get Hair from others, and yet they take 
More pains to lofe their own. 
Fld.Pall. Ulike this trick. The Lady Ample, and 
My cereren havetrivmphant Wits; I grow 
In love with both. Well, whither muft I go? 
Snore. Away with him! Examine 
The Krogs Conftable, away with himn—— [ Exeunt. 
inter Yo. Pall. Thw. Amp. Luce, Meager. 
Meag. Lam your Guardians JayJor.. He is now 
Lockt in the Parlour, where he does out-howle 
A Dog that fees a Witch flying in Moon-fhine. 
Thw. I long to hear, how my wife Tutor thrives, 
In this new Plot. 
4Ax:p. Tis well you are converted. 
Young Pallative 'eferves your double thanks. 
Thy. Let me, a your fair band, feal my converfion. 
Yo. Pall. Luce, you muft make the propofition good, 
Which I fhail give my Brother from this Lady. 
Tuce. Madam, you'll pleafe {till to confirm, what I 
Did lately mention ¢ 
Amp. Vil keep my promife. (_Fxter Pert. 
Pert. Your Brothers come. This Room mutt be his Prifon. 
To. Pall. Away, Luce, away 3 {tand inthe Clofet, 
That y su may hear us both, and reach my call 5 
And, Mad im, you may likewife pleafe toleaveus. [£x.Amp.Luce. 
Thy. Vil bay aad fee him. 
Yo. Pall. No, Knight, you are decreed Sir Tyrant’s Judze: 
Go that way, Sir, and force him to compound. 
Thw. 11) fine h'm, till his Purfe 
Shrink like a Bladder inthe Fire. LExit another way. 
Enter Snore, Eld. Pallatine. 
Snore. Here, Sir, this is your Jayl; too good for fuch 
A great offender. 


ld. Pall, Sacriledge? very well, 
Now 
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Now al] the Pulpit Cufhions, all the Hearfe-cloaths, 
And Winding theets, that have been {toln about 
The Town this year, will »e laid to my charge. 
ae Pall. Pray leave us, Matter Conftable, and look 
ofg to your other Bondman in the Parler. Ex.Snore a Z 
Eld. Pall. This is the wittieft off-{pring that ae name Re 
B’re had. My Father never was a Poet, 
I wonder how he got him?- 
Yo. Pall. 1 know you curfe me now. 
Eld. Pal!. Brother, you miftake me. 
To. Pall. Indeed you do. No Conjurer in a Circle, 
Who has rais'd up a wrong fpirit, does curfe 
So much, nor yet fo inwardly. 
Fld. Pall. | love thee without meafure. 
Yo. Pall. You do not fure. 
Fd. Pall. Molt certainly I do. 
To. Pall, And can you think, all the afflictions you 
Endar'd were merited firft for mifleading 
Morglay, your old friend; and then for your 
Neglect of me. 
Eld. Pall. Brother, I murmur not. The Traps which you 
Didlay, were fo ingentoully contriv’d, 
That f could with to fall in ’em again. 
Yo Fall. The Lady Ample was the great Contriver, 
I only wrought by her dire¢tion. 
Fld.pall, Ah! that [ had that {weet, that charming 
Lady, Brother! 
Yo.Pall. Suppofe this Lady would become your Wife 2 
How highly fhould you be exalted; when, 
Befides potTeffion of her heritage, 
You might declare, that you had vanquifht her, 
Who has fo often conquer’d you. 
Eld Pall. Brother, no new Plots. 
Yo. Pall. Six thoufand pounds, Sir, is your yearly Rent, 
Which ts no ill temptation to a Maid, 
Who is difcreet, and knows the ufe of wealth. 
I have from Luce fufficient hope; befides, 
T heard her fay, fhe ne’er fhould meet a man, 
Whom fhe fo much could govern with her wit. 
Fld. Pall. That T would venture. 
Yo. Pall. Well, my firft gift thall be your freedom, Sir: 
The Conftable obeys no Law but mine. 
And now, Madam, appear ! [Enter Ample, Luce, 
Amp. You are welcome amongft the living, Sir. 
Eld. Pall. Lady, no words; if you have mercy or 
Affection for me. 
Amp. You are grown arrogant again :----Do you 
Believe that you have vanquitht my affection ? 
Eld. Pall. [havea heart fo loving to my felf, 
Asit does wifh I could. Ah, we fhould live—— 
Amp. Not by our Wits. 
Eld. Pall. No,no3 but with perpetual harmony, 
Andnomore noife, thanth’upper motionsmake. 
Amp. Luce, he'll talk fenfe in time, there is no medicine, 
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For a wild Brain, like darknefs in a Cheft. 
Yo. Pall. O Madam, you arecruel. 
Awp. Well, yare my Convert, and at leaft, thal] know 
That f have made a vow, tomarry on 
Thae very day, my wardfhip did expire 5 
And two hours fince that liberty began. 
Luce. Nay hearher out. Your wifhes are {0 forward. 
Ap. My Anceftors were of the halty Frezch, 
From whom I have the humour of difpatch. 
Eld. Pall. Ahmake me morethan happy, Madam! 
Amp. if, Sir, your nature be fo full of faith, 
As your kind Brother has confirm’d to Luce, 
And me, follow, and I'll prefent you ftraight 
With certain Bonds, which you thall, hoodwinkt, feal 5 
Entirely ignorant of what they are 5 
This isthe fwifteft and the eafieft teft, 
That I can make of your bold love; do this, 
And F, perhaps, may fairly treat. 
The Writings are within. 
Eld, Pall. Lead me totryal. 
Amp. But, Sir, if [fhould marry you, ’tis through 
Belief chat [’ve the wit to govern you. 
Eld. pall. 1 {hould be much unhappy elfe. 
Yo. Pall. In Luce, our hopes grow {trong. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Thrift, Snore, A/rs. Snore, Queafy, Ginet. 
Ginet. Tohim Miftrefs sore, ‘tis he who kept 
Your Husband from his Bed fo long, to watch 
Him for Church-robbery. 
Mrs. Snore. Ah! thou old Jew. I thought what thou’d{t come to. 
Remember the Warrant thou fent’{t for me 
Into Duck-lane; when I was fain t’ invite 
Thy Clark toa Fee-Pye, which was given me 
By a Temple-Cook, my Sifter’s Sweet-heart. 
Queaf-- Nay, and remember who was brought to Bed 
Under thy Coach-houfe wall; when thou deny’dft 
A wad of ftraw, and wouldft not join thy half-penny, 
To fend for milk for the poor Chrifome. 
Snore. Now you may fweeten me with Sugar-loaves 
At New-years-tide, as I have you, Sir. 
Mrs.Snore. And now, Sir, we may tell you, how youimprifon’d 
The rich Bawd, for offering to corrupt Juftice 
With half her old Gold, and Mill-money, left 
Under your Desks and younever releas’d her 
Till fhe fent you the other half. 
Queaf. And you examin’d her 
Thrice over too, that you might hear enough 
Young wickednefs: then your worfhip feem’d angry, 
And call’d out for more ftark naked truth. 
Snore. Two of-your Clarks lye bury’d in this Church---- 
Who held a long Siege out, of feven years famine 
In your Worfhip’s Houfe 5 and, at laft, dy’d bravely 
Of a furfeit of Chippins. 
Mrs.Snore.1, 1, French Chippins ! His Clarks were turn’ d Gallants, 
For they would eat in the mode, as they call it, 
And 
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And skins of filver Eels. bes 
Queaf: Ah, thefe French! Many an ho ? ; 

Has been poyfon’d by their Rens See ace 
Mrs. Snore. Well fare old I/lizgton for whol inties ! 

Who ever heard of Poyfon at Prunes ? Hees 

Enter Thwack, Pert, Meag, Engine. 
Thw. We'll teach you to rob Churches, Sir; we, of 

The Pious, fhall be ftill afraid, to go 

T’ a long exercife, for fear our Pockets fhould 

Be pickt. Come, Sir, you {ee already how 

The Neighbours throng to find you; will you yield > 

’Tis but a thoufand pounds a piece to thefé 

Two Gentlemen 3 and five hundred more’ Engine 

Your crime is then conceal’d, and perfon free. : 

Afeig. No, he may chufe, he'll truft the courteous Law. 
Pert. Let him, for though Juftice does feem blind 

She'll grope the way out to find his money. ; 
Thrift. There is my Clofet Key 5 do what you pleafe. 
Eng. Come, Gentlemen, I'll lead you to his Treafure. 
Thw. D’ you ule to find fuch fums as thefe, beneath 

An Oak, after along march? 

Pert, Yes, when we dream well, after a full Supper. 
Thw, Y’ had better trail a Bodkin, Gentlemen, 
Under the Lady 4mple, than a Pike 
Under a German General. 
Pert. We'll fetch the money, Sir, 
And talk anon. Lex. Eng. Pert. Meag. 
Enter Eld. Pall. Yo. Pall. Ample, Luce. 
To. Pall. Sir Tyrant Thrift, here is your Ward come from 
The dead, t’ indite you for a Robbery. 
Thrift. Ha! is the alive too? 
Luce. Yes, and her Wardthip out before you proffer’d 
Her a Husband, fo the beft benefit 
Of all.your Guardianfhip is Joft. 
Amp. You could not, Sir, in {even long years, 

Provide a man deform’d enough to offer me. 
Thrift.Cozen'd of treafure and of fame! Dog Engine. (Ex. Thrift. 
Thw. We mult have you enclos’d again: y’are very 

Familiar with the Lady. 

Eld. Pall. I fhall be, Sir. 

This Prieft ftays very long. 

Thw. How’s this? then I'll forgive thee heartily. 
Amp. Sir, I fhall take him for the exercife 

Of my weak wit, to chide for recreation. 

*Twill keep me in breath now I am paft growing. 
Eld. pall. Heark, Knight! I chufe 

None of your Country Madams, who mutt fpend 

Their time in ftudy of Receipts, to make 

March-pane. 

Thw. New wonders yet. 
Eld. pall. What was that, Madam, which I feal’d to hoodwinkt ? 

A fimple tryal of my confidence and love. 


Amp. Your Brother has it, ‘tis a gift to him Ae 
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Of one fair Mannor ’mong(t thofe many you 
Pofle(s; and in this Bond, y’are witnets to 
Three thoufand Pounds, which I have given to Luce. 
Yo. Pall. Yes, Sir, for Luce and I muft marry too. 
Luce. The danger isfonear, thatI begin — 
To with it paft. 
Eld. Pall. Thou could’ft not have betray’d metoa bounty 
Which I more love. Brother, I wifhthee joy. 
[ Thwack takes Young Pallatine fide. 
Thw. Youare the caufe of all thefe Miracles. 
I therefore muft defire you, Sir, to be 
My Heir. I know it is a hard requett, 
But for convenience you may yield. Sir, though 
I love your wit, you fhall not live by it. 
Yo. Pall. Sir, humble thankfulnefs is inthe poor 
The greateft gratitude. 
Mrs.Snore. Heaven give you joy, {weet Matter Pallatine, 
And to you, Sir, a whole Parifh of Children. 
Queaf. And {end you both many more fuch rich Wives. 
Enter Pert, Meag. Eng. with woney-bags. 
Pert. Loaden withcompofition, Pai/. 
Meag. ’Tis for your fake we groan beneath thefe burdens, —— 
Yo. Pall. The offal of Sir Tyrant’s Trunks. Pray, Brother, 
Be pleas’d to know thefe Gentlemen, they owe 
You morethan they intend to pay you now. 
Eld.pall. 1 know ’em both. But, Cavaliers, no words 
And you are fafe. Where fhall we dine to day ? 
Yo. Pall. At Luce’s Aunts, we'll make her fhake her Purfe, 
When fhe beholds a Jointure, and fair hopes. 
Eld. Pall. Now Lady, let us haften to the Church, 
Your pleafant arts uponme, may become 
A good Example, and a Moral too 5 
To fhew that their defign but feldom hits, 
Who aimtolive in {plendour by their Wits. [Exeunt omnes. 


Epilogue, fpoken at Black-Fryars. 


HE office of an Epilogue, is now 
To fizooth and ftroak the wrinckles from each brow, 

To guide feverer judgments (if we could 
Be wife enough) until they thought all good, 
Which they perhaps diflike; Aud fire this were 
An over-boldnefs, rais'd fron too much fear. 
Tou have a freedom, which we hope you'll ufe, 
T’ advance our youthful Poet, and his Mufeé 
With a kind dooms and he'll tread boldly then 
In's beft news Comick Sacks, this Stage agen. 
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Epilogue {poken at the Duke’s Theatre. 


Am fo conftant to you, Gentlemen, 

That, in pure kindnefi, I am come again. 
Fll tell you now my judgment of the Play, 
And not ask yours for yours the Poets fay 
(If Poets can fpeak truth) is very firall: 
Lord! how I've heard em {wear y’ve none at all?2 
All Prologues cry, the Criticks are undone! 
Nay, I my felf was offer'd to be one; 
But, fince fo many write, I did efchew 
Thuncivil pow'r of judging fome of you. 
"Tis firange that you are thus turn'd back again 
To Infant-ftature from Gigantick-men. 
The time has been you threw great Poets down, 
But now are by fxzall Poets overthrown. 
Ours boafted that he felt your ftrength decline 
Since he wade Wars but this he frid in Wine: 
I mean in fumes of fuch a frantick fit 
As Poets have, when Poems do not hit. 
I think, like Women, they grow cholerick, 
And feold becanfé they hurt not whom they ftrike. 
Long hive tne Poets made rebellious War 
Again? the Senates, who their Princes are. 
Ana though the Poets have ftill lofers been, 
Tet after lofs, Referves are fiill brought in. 
Such is our Plays conltsting of a few 
Old rally’d Forces, with as many new.’ 
He’s weary of this War and being near 
The danger of his Climacterick year, 
Does parley, and would urge, fince he mu? treat, 
How little you will gain by his defeat. 
He will not of his weaknefs more declare 
To thofe, with whom he held fo long a War: 
The Conquer’d who too much themfelves debafe, 
Do rudely then the Vidors pow'r diferace. 
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Love and Honour. 


PROLOGUE. 


UT that the Tyrant cuflom bears fuch fway, 
We would prefent no Prologue to our Play: 

Since we have learn’d in Proligues all the fcope 
Is with weak words to firengthen weaker hope, 
When with fad folemn phrafe we court each ear 
Not to obferve, but pardon what you hear : 
Or if there were but one fo firangely wife, 
Wisofe judgment ftrives to pleafe, and truf? his eyes, 
Hive at an ealie charge we could provoke 
To akind doom with this grave long old Cloak. 
Now for the over-fubtle few, who raife 
Themfelves a trivial fame by a difpraife, 
Our bold opinion is, they may defcry 
Some eafie wit, but much more cruelty. 


Dramatis Perfone. 


The old Duke of savoy. 

His Brother, ace : 
The Duke of Millain, \ Difguifed like Ambafladors. 
Alvaro, Prince of Savoy. 

Leonel, Prince of Parma. 

Profpero, a young Count. 

Caladine, and old Counfellor. 
Vaféo, a Colonel. 

Altefto, 

Frivolo, boffces and Souldiers. 
Triftan, 

Evandra, Heir of Millain. 

Melora, Sifter to Leonel. 

An oid Widow. 

Lelia, her Maid. 

Boy. 

Mufitians. 

Souldiers. 

Servants. 


The SCENE Savoy. 
Ca: 
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A Retreat being founded as from fur, 
Enter Vatco, Altefto, Frivolo. 


Vafe. H's: Boys! they found usa retreat! this skirmifh 
i Was not a paftime tocontinue at; 
‘Tis {afer wraftling ina Beds give me 
Henceforth your whitefac’d Foe, a fair Enemy, 
That wears her Head-piece lac’d 3 I’m for a Cambrick Helmet. 
Alt, All that thefe mighty men of A/illain got 
By th’ {port ts only that they'll need hereafter 
Lefs cloath to their Doublets, and no Stockings 5 
For fome of them fhall wear a fingle Arm 
And wooden Legs, limping their days out in 
An Hofpital. 
Friv. How ? an Hofpital > 
Vaf- A rode, a rode the High-way is now prefcrib'd 
By State-Phyficians to decrepid Souldiers; 
Where they may feed on wholfom air. 
Heip:tals and Penfions are referv’d 
For your maim’d Mercer, and lazy Sons of the Shop, 
That have been often crack’d, not on their Crowns, 
Like us, but to their credit. 
Friv. And confumptive Ufhers, that are decay’d 
In their Ladies fervice. A {core of Duckets 
Shall purchale them a place, where they may fleep 
Before the Hofpital Gate, till Boys feek 
Birds-nefts in their Beards. 
Alt. Well, the furprife o'th’ Citadel, wherein 
The Duke had plac’d his Daughter, with the Ladies 
Of her Train, and treafure too, was rare fervice. 
Vafc. Jatt when they fally’d out 
Tocut our Rear in pieces, then to fteal in 
By ambuth, and make them al) our prize. 
Friv. They fay his Daughter fcap’d, and fled, with Leonel, 
Whom our Count Profpero purfu'd. [Enter Triftan. 
Vafc. Triftan? welcome; is all our pillage waggon’d>? 
Shall it to night reach Tarin ¢ 
Trif. All’s fafe my lufty Leader, our Horfe too 
Have founded a Retreat; and the Foe fneaks, 
They walk with their hands in their pockets, like Skippers 
Ina Froft. 
Vvafc. Well, let me reckon my Eftate 5 
Firft, a Widow Prifoner. 
Alt. Mine’s a Maid Prifoner, young my Va/co, 
She’s yet in her firft biuth, 
And I’ve difpatcht her into Turiz, to 
My Mothers Houfe, thy Prifoner in her company, 
They are acquainted. 7 
Vafc. You have the luck; thefe bald chins are as familiar 
With their good Stars, as with Spur Rowels; they 
Play with them, and turnthem which way they pleafe 5 
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i fought as well as he: yet he has got 

A. prifoner fair and young 5 mine is 

So old, that fhe has Grand-children with gray Beards. 
Tn one month fhe'll coft me as much in Cawdles 

And {weet Candy, as her ranfom comes to. 

Friv. But you have other pillage, Captain? 

Vaf. Let me fee, three Barbary Horfes with rich 
Caparifons, two Chefts of the Generals Cloaths. 

Alt. Andi a Chelt of the Generals Plate. 

Friv. Inthat I fhare Abtefto. 

Vafe. How? Plate? {hall we encounter our fouc’d Fifh 
And broil’d Pullen in Silver fervice5 
Like furr’d magnificos? 

Friv. We (hall Captain; but you may dip your morfel 
in wooden Trays. 

Alt. All your Plate, Vafco, is the Silver handle 
OF your old Prifoners Fan. 

Enter Profpero wounded, and Evandra (her arves in 
a Scarf, piniond. ) 

Trif. Here comes Profpero the valiant Count. 

vafc. And with him the fair prize. 

Prof. Evardra, do not mourn, [ who have made 
You Captive thus3.think you as worthy of 
My care, as of my valour in the Fight 5 
Can I efteem you lefs by being mine? 

Evan. What have I done (unknown unto my heart) 
That hath provokt your valour to this cruelty ? 

Or are my crimes obferv'd more than my Prayers, 
That Heaven hath made me thus the {corn of Victory ? 

Prof. {tis the fad preheminence of your 
Tranfcendent birth, and beauty, to confer 
Honour on him that is your Conquerour. 

Evan. Honour? is that the word that hath fo long 
Betray d the emulous world, and fool’d the noblelt race 
Of men, into a vex’d and angry death > 
ft would not, were it virtue, thus diftrefS 
The innocent. 

Prof. Jam the Wars Difciple, and fince firft 
I had the growth to wear a Sword, have found 
The ftrexe+h of reafon lefs prevailing 
Than the force of Arms. <Alte/to! 

Alt. My Lord. 

Prof. Vake here this Lady to your charge, conduct 
Her f{traight to Turzz, and there guard her in 
My Houle till my return. 

Alt. I (hall, my Lord. 

Prof. Let her be {afe Alte/?o in thy care 
On forfeiture of life, fhe is my Prifoner, 

And much the nobleft in the Field. 

The Heir of atillaiz , had not my niggard Stars 
Intended me but half a courtefie, 

The Duke her Father had lamented now 

Under the fame fate. 

Vaf- I could with your Lordfhip would believe me 
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A fitter man, to take charge of the Lady. eS te. 
Prof. Why Captain? 
vaf: You could not commit her to an Eunuch 
With more fafety. 
Prof’ Succefs hath made you wanton Captain. 
Vaf; Befides, my Lord, I’ve ta’ne an old lay-Abefs 
Prifoner; ’tis fuch a Governefs for a 
Young Maid, fhe’ll read to her rare Homilies. 
Prof: Well you fhall tafte my bounty too, clofe by 
The Valley that does join to the next Grove 
Lies, conquer'd by my Sword, a Adillain Anight 5 
His wounds were dre(tand {topt by the beft art 
Thad, but by much lofs of blood he is 
Not able yet to move. His ranfom [’l! beftow 
On you. 
Vay, { thank your Lordfhip. 
Prof. But ufe him nobly, vafco, for he hath 
A courage, that well merited his caufe: 
And bravely fought to free this Lady from 
My Bonds. 
Vaf. He fhall be kindly us’d: follow Triftan. 
Prof. Make halte, fee him convey’d with care and eafe, 
And call my Surgeon to attend his cure. (Ex. Vaf. Trift. 
Evan. Sir, can you find no pity yet within 
Your breaft ? you have already fhew’n enough 
Of your ftern Fathers Spirits but is there not 
In all your heart, fo much of foftnefs as 
Declares you hada Mothertoo? mutt I 
Be Captive led, and in a cruel Land 
Lament your Victory ? 
Prof. Altesto, beay her from my fight ? make haftes 
I am not fafe when I converfe with tears. Lex. Alt. Evan. 
I would ambition were not brave in War ¢ 
Or that the rage of Princes had not made 
It lawful ro fubdue whom they diflike 5 
Or that it wereas much igaoble to opprefs 
As to endure oppreffion from our Foes. 
Frivolo! where did{t thou leave the Prince > 
Friv. In purfuit of the Duke; who fince, we hear, 
Recover’d Millain; which made him foundus [ Draws beat a march 
A retreat heark, Sir, his march leads hither 5 afar off.) 
It is his way to Turiz. [Enter Calladine. 
Cull. The Prince, the Prince! Lord Profpero 
You have been fought. The valtant Prince, 
For this day’s action has advanc’d you to 
The publick Ear, and all your friends falute 
Your fame. 
Prof, \ did but as his bold example taught. 
I faw him conquer, kill, and lead in Bonds 
Men with fad Faces, whom I never faw 
Before, and I believ’d twas good; I with 
High Heaven may think fo too. Ine’er conversd 
With Books, but I have heard that Enemies 
(Though thefene’er injur'd me) muft be thus usd. 
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Enter Alvaro, Souldiers firipping off his Corflet. 
Aly. Unbuckle, Calladine! the day ts hor, 
And our great bufinefs cools, like to their hearts 
Who fled to humbled adllain, and have Jeft 
Their fainting honour hovering o’re our Crefts. 
Lead on my Horfe in triumph, I will march on foot, 
He hath perform’d his work, as he 
Had equall’d me in fence of what he did. 
Call. Sir, Profpero the Court, whom your [ Prof. kveels, hiffes 
Kind fears did {eek in our retreat. (his hands. 
Alv. Rafe noble youth, and let me hold thee near 
My heart; joyn thy {tout breft to mine, 
That we may grow awhile together in our love: 
Yet when divided, be the fame in thought 
And act. This day thou haft begot much Hiftory, 
And given our Savoy Chroniclers a Theam, 
To teach them how to boaft, and be believ’d. 
Prof Alvaro, my lov’d Prince! why fhould you loofe 
Your praife on me, who did but imitate 
The fainte(t of your vigour and your {kill ? 
You bred me from my chi!cheod to do things 
W tich men call glorious; though (dull and unlearn’d} 
I cansot reach the caufe of whatI do, i 
More than your great example and command. 
Aly. Since thou had{t {trength to wear a Sword, 
Thou haft been mine, and it was ever drawn to do 
My will. andthough (f know not why) thou waft 
Averfeto Arts, and written labours of tne Wife 5 
Yet diicipline of War thou {till haft lov’d, 
Anc well obferv'd. 
Prof. Your love will breed me envy, Sir; fomething 
I’'vedone (lince you are pleas’d to vallue fo 
My weaker toyls) which may perhaps deferve 
Your Fathers thanks, and yours, and is as yet 
Unknown to both. Evandra heir of Allain, 
I have fought for, and ta’ne prifoner 5; and have 
To Turin fent. 
Alv. Hah! the fair Evavdra made a Prifoner 5 
And Profpero by thee! 
Prof: Why fhould you think that he, whom you have 
Prais’d fo much, can be unfit for fuch a Victory ? 
Aly. The World’s belov’d chief beauty thou haft fent 
In bonds, t’appeafe my cruel Father’s wrath. 
Call. My Lord, I know he is a fervant to the fame 
Both of her Vertue and her Beauty. 
Prof. Mount ftraight my Courfer Frivolo, and try 
If by the happy quicknefs of his {peed 
Thou canft recover her; and ufe 
Her with fuch fair refpective homage, 
As may expiate my violent furprife. [Exit Friv. 
Alv. Fly, fly! would thou wert {wift enough 
To overtake the fhafts of Love. 
Prof. What have I done that I fhould thus miftake 
An at of valiant glory, for a deed 
That 
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That argues an aultere, ignoble rage. 
Alv. Fatr Evandra, the delight of Italy! 
Tn whom the graces meet to rectifie 
Themfelves. Her {weetnefs is imprifen’d now, 
Like weeping Rofes in a Still, and is 
Like them ordain’d to Jaft’by diffolution. 
Prof. Is not fuch excellence more fit 
For Turin than for Millan, Sir? I faw 
You take prifoners, and in my fury had 
Difcretion to atchieve the beft. 
Aly. O thou halt loft my heart: from hence proceeds 
This cruel act, that to thy favage courage, 
I could never joyn Philofophy. 
Had{t thou been learned, 
And read the gentle deeds, of nobler minds, 
Reafon had checkt thy rage, thy valour would 
Have been more pitiful, than to have led 
So foft a Virgin, into harth captivity. 
Prof’ I thought I had done well. 
Alu. How? well? make hafte to draw that falfhood back, 
Or thon fhalt meet a danger worfe than death; 
For thou fhalt dye, e’re thou 
Hatt leifure to be penitent. Offers to draw his Sword, Call. ftays 
Unhand me Calladine, already I have met (hin. 
With wifer thoughts. Why fhould I wafte 
My anger on a thing, wild as the Woods, 
Where he fhould graze with Heards, who though 
They want difcourfe, have more humanity than he. 
Prof. She was the daughter of our greateft Enemy: 
And fo I us’d her, Sir. 
Alv. A Savage Bear mult needs 
Have usd her with more foft remorfe. Had I 
Encounter’d her in the mad heat of Chace, 
In all the fury of the Fight, I would 
Have taught my angry Steed, the eafie and 
The peaceful motion of a Lamb. 
Prof. Would you had taught me fome Philofophy, 
Before I learn’d to fight. Enter Frivolo. 
Friv. All hope is paft, fhe was convey’d in one 
OF your fwift Chariots which Al/tefie drove. 
She will (e’re[can tell you more) be thut 
Within our Tarzz Walls. 
Prof. Such news becomes 
The fatal Bird of Night: fo Ravens croke, 
When they fly o’re the Manfions of the fick, 
And bode their deaths. 
Alv. Profpero, fee me no more! 
Thou art a ficknefs to mine eyes: 
Fly to fome luftful Land, where none but Goats 
And Satyrs live; and where a Virgins name 
Will feem as {trange as is thy cruelty. 
call. Look, Sir, he grieves! can you be pleas’d to fee 
Him mourn, whom heretofore you rais’d 
To a continual joy, by giving him in 
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A {tation in the toremott rank of love. 
Are you not mov’d, Sir, with his tears ? 
Alv. No more, than to behold 
The puddled Chanel overflow: he faw 
Her weep and could endure’t. 
Prof. Sir, have [inone halty moment fo 
Far merited your anger, that no means 
Is left, to win me to your former grace ? 
Alv. No means is left, unlefs thou could{t reftore 
Fvandra’s liberty: She is, e’re this, 
Within my Father’s power 3 whofe nature is 
Severe, and mortal to her Father’s blood 3 
An ancient Vow he took, will make her deftiny 
So fad, I fear to think on it. 
Prof: I fent her in good condué to my Houfe, 
Where is a Cave foartfully conceal’d, 
Beneath my Garden Mount, that not the Sun’s 
Moft prying Beams, nor humane fearch, 
Cane’re difcoverit. Ill hide her there, 
°Till time, and apt convenience, can convey 
Her home to Millain. 
Alv. Flye then! lofe not the little hope we have 
By flow purfuit of it. You careful Powers 
Above, preferve her from my Father. 
Prof. V'll groan away my weary life. [Exit Prof. 
LTrumpets afar off: 
Friv. Heark, Sir, the Duke your Father now 
Does ride in triumph through the Town to meet 
And celebrate your Victory. 
Alv. Give order that our Troops march {lowly on: 
Our Drums fhould now in fable Cafes beat 3 
Our Colours folded be, our Muskets all 
Reverft, whilft our dejected Pikes we trail, 
But that I fear twould breed inquiry in 
My Father, of acaufe he muft not know. 
O Calladine! Evandra isin Bonds. [ Exit. 
Enter Vatco, Triftan, Leonel wounded and led. 
Vafc. Prepare the Waggon, Triflan 3 {pread a Mat in’t, 
And, doft hear, bid my Ancient tear off’s Colours 
For a Coven : “tis thin, Sir, all our fhift. 
Trif. All’s ready, Sir, 1th’ bottom of the Hill. 
He fhall lye like my Mother when fhe lay in. 
Vaf- Softly, Trifian, he moves but tenderly : 
He hath made your skin, Sir, only 
Fit to be worn in Summer. This Profpero 
Is a Turk when’s Whinyard’s drawn, and fhines in’s Eyes. 
£eon. Heusd me nobly, Sir, when] hadbled 
Away that {trength which did conteft with his. 
I could not hope to find {uch mercy in an Enemy, 
Unlefs my better fate hac made me fall 
Beneath the force of your Aluaro, Prince 
OF Piewont. 
Vaf- [there’saman. ’Tis true Lord Pro/pero is valiant, 


I think he dares meet the Devil in duel, 
And 
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And give him two flathes of Lightning odds: but 
He wants that they call Learning, Sir; Prince Alvaro 
Is as they fay, a Philofopey man ; 
He talks of Rabins and {trange Hebrew roots; 
Things which we dull Souldiers know no ufe of, 
But to boyl and eat for Winter Salads. 
Trif’ He can tell you, Sir, how many fhowrs fell 
Since Nozh’s flood. 
Vas. 1,and how many Cloaks thofe fhowrs have wet. 
Leo Have youno news (Sir) of the Lady that 
Was fore’d from my protection by young Profpero 2 
Vaf- How, Sir? was there ever creature 
Cf Heavens making, like Paltry man? 
Now has he a mind (defpite of his wounds) 
Toa fair Lady. She, Sir, 1s fafe 
In Turin, whither we mean to lead you too. 
Leo. Some comfort yet, it is decreed I hall 
Indure my bondage where fhe fuffers hers. 
How nigardly, Evavzdra, was thy fate, 
When it allow’d no more protection for 
Thy beauty, than my fingle arm? 
vis. Come, move on, ‘Sir! it will be late 
E’re we fhall reach the Town. 
Leo. What other fortune had the Battel > 
Vaf. We cudgel’d your Duke home, Sir. 
Leo. How varions are th’effects of War! 
What fury rules 
O’re humane fence, that we fhould ftruggle to 
Deftroy in mangled wounds our life, which 
Heaven decreed fo fhort ? It 1s a Myftery, 
Too fad to be remembred by the wile, 
That half mankind confume their noble blood 
In caufes not belov’d; or underftood. [ Exeunt. 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 


Enter Va{co, Frivolo, Triftan. 


Friv. OU have heard the proclaim’d Law, Vva/co. 
Vas. I would there were no Laws, or that no man 
Were learn’d enough to read ’em, of that we had 
Courage enough not to obey them. 

Trif: Frivolo, what Law is that ? 

Friv. It is prociaim’d all Female Prifoners 
After a year, fhall have free liberty 
To return to Millain, and ranfomle: 
Only a year is given to us the Conquerors, 
That thofe we took, ‘of birth and dowry, may 
(If we can wooe them to confent) marry us. 
But we have no power to ufe conftraint, nor to 
Inforce a Maidenhead, on pain of death. 
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Vaf. My Beldam has ta’ne order with her Maidenhead 

Ten years e’reI was born. 

Friv. In the mean time, Tri/faz, 
As a requital for our hopes, we muft 
Maintain them at our own charge. : 

Trif?. Mult not the men we took pay ranfom? 

Vas. Yes, yes, they pay, [ have a Knight given me 
By young Count Profpero fhall fell his Spurs,’ 

F’re he {cape free; [will pawn him till he 
Be worn to the title of a Squire. 

Friv. Thou art too eruel, Va/co. 

Vaf. Hang him, bold Catazav/ he indites finely, 
And will live as well by fending fhort Epiftles, 

Or by the fad whifper at your Gametters elbow, 
When the great By is drawn, as any diftreit 
Gallant of ’em all. 

Trif- But what's the caufe our Duke is fo fevere 
To this fair hetr of Agillain5 who, as ’tis faid, 
Shall fuffer inftant death; and yet is kind 
To others of her Sex ? 

Friv. She dies to {atisfie 
A vow he made when thofe of Atillain 
Took his Brother prifoner, 2nd would not be 
Appeas’d without the forfeit of his head. 

Trif- [am not yet inftructed, Frivolo; 

Why fhou!d not then the reft we took dye too> 

Friv. Evandra is a facrifice for all 
His mercy {hewn to others muft excufe 
The cruelty he fhows to her. [Exter Altefto. 

Vaf. From whence, Altefto, comes your loftinefs > 

Alt. Why, from the Duke! I had laid me 
For breakfaft a fine comfortable Gin. 

Vaf- What was’t, a Wench? 

Alt. A Rack, Vafco, a Rack. 

A certain fuftrument that wi!l extend and draw 
Our Sinews into treble ftrings. 

Vuf. Didft thou commit Treafon? ’tis well thou haft 
A brain for any thing; the Age requires parts 5 
We cannot eat elfe. But quick, the caufe > 

Alt. “Twas to difcover where I left Evandra, 

Whom Profpero delivered to my charge 

I anfwer’d a full truth that I reftor’d 

Her to his hands, at his return to his houfe3 
And this, as fortune would vouchfafe, the 
Duke believ’d without applying, Gentlemen, 
The Recreation of the Rack. 

Friv. But fhe is not yet found. 

Alt. No, and the Duke believes her ftill in Town: 
Therefore a Guard is plac’d at all the Gates 
To hinder her efcape. 

Vaf- 1 do not like 
This cutting off young Wenches heads; ’tis thought 
They cannot kifs handfomly without them. 

Trif; But how does Profpero excufe her flight 2 

Alt. 
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Alt. Be fays the’s {teln away 5 but {hews no manner how: 
And th’ angry Duke, thongh Profpero be in high ; 
Efteem, threatens him much. — 

Vafc. Some Angel ftole her from him: and, Gentlemen 
If have any skill in Magick, you ‘ i 
Shall fee her three days hence, pirking in a Cloud, 
Southward of yonder Star, look up3 juft there, 

With her Ivory Lute hanging at her back, 
And working mea Scarf of sky-colour’d Sattin, 

Alt. A Halter Vafco, to fave the beggerly State 
Th’ expence of a penny ! 

Vafc. What's become of Atlora, your fair Prifoner > 
You hear the Proclamation > 

Alt. Yes, and am well pleas’d, I'll woo and marry her. 
She has, as my intelligencer, rumour, fays, 

Twelve thoufand Crowns. 

vas. If fhe confent: but I am of belief 
Such Suckers are but feldom {wallowed by 
Us wealthy Aldermen o'th’ Camp; a Jointure 
Is the word, Altefto, and then you'll fhew her 
A young back, with a Sword hanging over it, 

Which fhe efteems no more than a Handfaw. 

Alt. Jatt now I left her at my Mothers Houfe. 

And Girrah, Va/co, fhe looks 
A Elanders peak, 1th’ middle of her brow----- 
Which ftraight I fpy, and thake, and melt, then {peak 
Fine Language to her, and am dutious with 

My Bonnet at her inftep thus 

Vaf- Thou haft found the way. 

Alt. Then, Vafco; {he moves back, difcovering but 
The very ends of both her picked toes 5 
But 1n lac’d fhoos 5 and then I’m taken, that 
I ftand like one of the Turks chidden Mutes. 

A Girl in a Bongrace, thus high, may ravifh me. 

Friv. Alas, poor Gentleman ! 

Alt. But, Vafco, her Fingers----- 

I think they are fmaller than thy point-tags5 

And fhe behaves them on the Virginals 

So prettily------I'd with no more of Heaven, 

Than to hear her play, John come kift me now.----- 

Vaf. That new Tune my old Widow Prifoner fings 
With more divifion, than a Water-work, 

When the main Pipe ts half {topt. 

Friv. Youhavea year allow’d to wooher, Vafco. 

Trif’ She’s rich: I knew her Husband; he thriv’d much 
By a Monopoly he had of dead Womens Hair: 

All aéillain talkt of it: (he kept another Shop 
Under Saint Afaudlin’s Wall, and quilted 
Gentlemen-Ufhers Calves. 

Vaf. Well, let’s wafte no time, IJ] to 
My Barbers ftraight 5 purge. fhave, and wafh; for know, 
If cleannefs and good looks will do'’t, ll teach 
Her Grandamfhip to mump, and marry too. 

Frivolo, you and Trifian follow me5 
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f fhall employ you both. 
Alt. 1 mutt to Profpero 5 he fent to {peak with me. | Pxeunt. 
Enter Alvaro, Profpero, with a Key and Lights. 
Prof: Sir, you have made me know my cruelty 5 
It was fuch wretched courage, as { blufh 
Toname. And could I fink, low as 
The Center, whilft I kneel, {till I would thus 
Implore your pardon. [ Kxeels. 
Alv. Arife! I am fo apt 
To let my pity rule my anger, when 
Thou art concern’d, that I would fain forget 
The caufe which makes me mourn. But O! 
This difmal place brings it again to thought. 
This looks, methinks, much likethe dark 
And hidden dwelling of the Winds, 
Where ftorms ingender, which with fudden blafts 
Make Nature tremble, and lay flat 
The ftiffeft piles of Art. 
Prof. Neceffity hath caus’d this choice, ti!l the 
Severe enquiry of your Father be 
Appeas’d, and we can fhape her fome difgurfe, 
In which we may convey her from the Town. 
Alv. With foft and gentle fummons, call. 
Prof. Evandra! {peak! afcend tous! Lam 
Your penitential Enemy, who come 
To weep away my trefpals at your feet. 
Alu. Evandra! rife! break from this thick 
And fifent darknefs, like the fir{t fair light. 
[The Stage opens, Profpero lifts Evandra up. 
Evan. Sure ’tis the Prince, whom Profpero brings 
To give me courage in this folitude. 
Alv. Wluftrious Maid, what expiation can 
Make fit this crue] Souldier for 
Society of men, who did eclipfe 
the glory of triumphant War, when he 
Conttrain’d your beauty to endure this fhade ? 
Or what faint virtue can you think in me, 
Who bred himmy Difciple in the Camp, 
Yet could his courage no compaffion teach 5 
But he hath lately mourn’d for it 5 
And now may all compaffion learn of you 5 
Whofe pity does fo long reftrain 
An anger that might juftly kill us both. 
Evan. Sir, 1 am nobly recompenc’d in that 
You will vouchfafe me worthy of your grief. 
And though I dye forgotten here, loft like 
A bloffom which the wandring wind 
Blows from the bofom of the Spring, to mix 
With Summer’s duft, yet fo much courtefie 
Deferves to be remembred even in Heaven. 
Alv. Was this a fubject fit to bear the pride 
And furious infolence of favage War ? 
Evandra, I muft love you much. 
Why doyou ftart? as if fome jealous thought 


Did 
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Did whifper that my love defign’d your prifon, 
That [ might keep you {till within my power. 

Evan. I cannot think youare focruel to 
Your felf, taftlict the thing which you efteem. 

Alv. No, beauteous Maid, had I beheld your flight, 
Evenin our fterneft exercife of wrath, 

T would have made the Field a Garden, like 
The painted profpects of delightful peace. 

Stull yourecoils like the chafte Indian Plant, 
Which fhrinks and curls his bafhful leaves at the 
Appreach of man. 

Evan. I know not wherefore F fhould courage want 
To entertain your kindnefs asf ought. 

Alu. Can you participate in any part of that 
Unhappy eamity which has fo long 
Diforder’d both our Fathers breafts? if you, 

Whom Heaven did purpofely: ordain for love, 
Should hatred from your Parents learn, you would, 
Obeying their example, ftraight convert 

Your duty into fin. 

Evan. The gentle Treaties, Sir, of love are fit 
For hours more happy and more calm than thofe 
Which Captives can enjoy. 

Alv. Thefe words do not enough 
Aflure my quiet, and my former fleeps. 

Prof. Let madnefs, care, and watchful jealoufie, 
Ambition, and defpair, for ever keep 
The weary world awake, fince I nomore 
Shall relith the delights of Victory. 

Alv. Evandra,\ive! be yet fome happinefs 
To your fair felf, and with that patience, which 
Is native toa Matd, {trive to relteve 
Your heart with hope of liberty : 

Inforcing a content within this dark 
And folitary Cave, ‘till I have power 
With fit difguife to haften your efcape. 

Evan. You area Prince renown’d and pretious for 
Your faith and courtefie. 

Alv. Think not [ll ufe advantage or conftraint. 

A Virgins heart, [ know, is fooner {troakt, 
Than checkt to a furrender of her breaft. 

Evan. May all the bleflings that the Heavens provide 
For truth and clemency fall on you frill. 

Alv. If you fufpect my virtue cannot rule 
My love, command that I fhall fee you here 
Nomore; and my obedience f{traight fhall be 
Confirm’d with facred Vows: 

For I would have your thoughts as pleafant to 
Your felf, as are your beauties to the world. 

Evan. It were a crime, greater, I hope than I 
Shall e’re commit, to doubt your princely goodnefs. 

Aly. Then you will give me leave to make free ufe 
Of every happy opportunity 
That may invite me to attend you here? 


Evaz. 
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Evan. When Angels would converte, they could not meet 
Wich lefe intent of fin, and more of joy- 
Alv. | matt behold you often, that mine Eyes, 
Obferving much the worth of what they love, 
May searn all other ovjetts to defpile 5 ; 
And know they Jove themlelves when they remove. 
Why have I been too long in anger wak’d, 
With harfh and clam’rous inftruments of War > 
Whom wifer Jove more gently did ordain 
To hear harmonious whifpers of your Lute. 
Why foould [within vain, that yefterday 
Had never been, or thatthe Vidtury 
Had not been mine? fince { inten’ to make 
My viGts here fo often, that you fhail 
Confefs the Victor is by you .wbdu’d. 
Evan. My fears difwade you, left the watchful Duke, 
Your Father, fhouid obferve to this obfcure 
Unufuadl place your ftoln aoproachs for then 
My forrows would be doubled in your danger. 
Aly, Danger’: a found, which gives a falfe alarm 
Only to foch as thofe 
Who feld.. n ‘ee their Foes, 
And want the luck co feel a little harm. 
The Warriour feeks great dangers for proud {tory 5 
Where he records each Vay when he prevails: 
The Lover welks ttrough greater with lefs glory 5 
And of his perils makes but Winter Tales. 
Evavz. What noses that ? { Knocking within. 
Aly. ’Vis Culladize. I did 
Appoint him to be here. Stay Profpero 
Let him not enter yet. O envious fate, 
Mult we depart fo foon. [ They put Evandra down into the Cave. 
Defcend like the bright Officer of day 5 
Whilft, darkned, we your beauteous abfence mourn; 
And every Flower thall weep till your return. 
[ Opens the Door, and lets in Ca}ladine. 
Prof., His looks declare fome hazard, and much hatte. 
Aly, What wouldft thou {peak ? 
Call. The Duke your Father, Sir, is much perplext : 
He calls for Profperc, and, itis fear’d, 
Will torture him to find Evandra’s flight. 
Aly. He fhall not ,et appear; I will endure 
His anger’s edge, with venture of my felf. 
Stay oll I fend. [ Exit, 
cal! My Lord, I grieve to fee your bofom feel 
So great a weight, as makes you groan within. 
This long and filent fixing of your Eyes, 
Agrees not with your nature nor your youth. 
Sufpect not but the Prince will quickly work 
His Father to a peace, and a more juft 
Conftruction of your worth. 
Prof. Know, Calladine, ’tisnotthe menac’d Rack, 
Nor all the torments which the anger’d Duke 
Can minifter, have power to fix me like 
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A Statue thus. 1 have another caufe, 

Call My Lord, your favours have oblig’d me fo, 
That {mult {hare your grief3 and it, perhaps, 
Might yield fome remedy, if with your grief 
I meght participate fome knowledge of 
The caufe. 

Prof: In the wide world { know not, Calludine, 
One whom ! would more boldly traft than you. 
But you will think me mad, 

Call. Sure [ fhall then 
Lay by my manners, and my reafon too. 

Prof? Come, thou fhalt know 3 and [ fhall pardon thee 
If thou doft fmile, at that great pain, which makes 
Me figh; for [ fhall thew tt in 
Ambitions fhape, whofe form no Pencil e’re 
Could draw fo foberly, as not to make 
It feem ridiculous. 

Cull. {am amaz’d! 

Prof’ Know, Calladine, 1 love—- 

Cali Who 1s't you love? 

Prof? Evandra; now add pity to thy f{corn. 

Call. “Tis Sad, the Prince and you fhould meet with fo 
Much violence, in the fame choice. 

Prof. At firft, 1 in the heat of fight did on 
Her gaze, with half difcernings of her form. 

A mift of fury hung between us then 5 

But having view'd her beauty fince with care, 
And feen how {weetly fhe demeans her in 
Calamity, [ have overthrown my heart 

With liking her too much. 

Call, It will require great wifdom to perfwade 
In this: the caufe is dangerous. (Enter Altefto. 

Alt. My Lord, your Servant gave me entrance with 
Command that [ fhould {peak with you. 

Prof. Altefto, welcome ! 

You took a Maiden Prifoner, call’d arlora, 
f make it my requeft that you 

Conduct her hither in difguife; though Law, 
Newly proclaim’d, allow no ranfom for her, 
You fhall be paid your own demand. 

Alt. Vl obey your Lordfhip. She fhall attend 
You ftraight. What ufe can he employ her to? 

Prof. Come, Calladine, and eafe me with thy countel. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Vatco, Triftan, Frivolo, Lelia. 

Vaf. {s Leliz your own Prifoner, Tréftan? 

Trif. The purchafe of my Sword. __ 

Vaf. What is fhe Heirto? a Brafs Thimble and 
A Skean of brown threed? fhe’ll not yield thee in 
Algiers above a Ducket, being ftript 5 
And for her Cloaths, they’re fitter for a Paper Mill, 
Than a Palace. 

Friv. Let her ferve your Captive Widow. 

Vaj. Friend Triffan that 1s a years wages for yous 
Will you ferve a wond’rous old Widow, Lelia. 
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Lél. if the be an honett Gentlewoman. 

Vaf. Nay, fhe is paft all {candal now. 
Triféan, this Lelia’s vild}y out of Linen. 

Trif. Uve given her leave to walk and take the air: 
At the next Hedge fhe may fupply her felf. > 

Vaf- Let her make love toa Sexton, and {teal fhrowds, 

Friv. Trott my judgment, Ya/co, the’s for thy turn 5 
Prefent her to thy Widow, fhe may woo 
In thy behalf: fhe’ll toft Cakes for her Mufkadine, 
And brufh her Velvet hood on holy-days. 

Vaf- Triftan, convey her to her.as my gift. 

But, Lelia, you mutt {peak notable words 

Of me 3 firft, what a goodly man I am; 

That I get Matrons at a hundred and ten 
With double Twins: and how intime of War 
I fill up the Mufter with mine own iffue. 

Lelia. I’m ioth to ferve, Sir, ina fruitful Family, 
Where thereare like to bemany Children. 

Vaf. Nay you are not for my turn then. 

Lel. But, Sir, 1f Heaven will have it {0.------ 

Val. D’ you hears this Wench has been villanoufly 
Ill bred: and, (il lay my life, fings at her work 
The Carol of the Lady’s Daughter, 

Converted in Paris. 
She is of Paris properly 

Trif- Lelia, you muft now take care: you are not here 
Ith’ Camp, but in a civil Common-wealth. 

Lel. I thall be careful, Sir; 

When the Gentlewoman liesin. 

Vaf- You mutt not perfwade your Miftrefs to rife 
Too early to her Beads, left fhe catch cold, 

Having already a peftilent Cough, 
And fo may dye before I marry her. 

Lel. I hope I fhall not be fo mifchievous, 
As to haften her to her Beads. 

Vaf. Well, Gentlemen, the fruitful hour is now 
Drawn neer, that gives fuccefs: this morning will 
Put me to a great charge. 

Friv. Thou doft not mean 
Tocourt her at her Window with much Mufick. 

Vaf. No, fhe’s very deaf; fo that coft is fav'd. 

Friv. What other charge? fhe hath no teeth fit for 
A dry Banquet; and dancing the is paft, 

Unlefs with Crutches in an Antimafque. 

Vvaf- I muft provide her Culleifes and Broths, 
That may ftir mettle in her. 

Trif’ Thou wilt take care to trim thy perfon? 

Vaf- T came juft now from confultation with 
My Barber; who provides me a large main, 

A lock for the left fide, fo rarely hung 
With Ribbanding, of fundry colours, that 
You'll take it for the Rainbow newly crifp’d 
Andtrimm’d. Bacephalus ne’er wore the like. 
Friv. When you have toucht Sir Leonel’s ranfom, 
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And the rich Widows wealth we are forgotten, 
Like Creatures of Fepan, things hardly to 
Be fearcht for in the Map. 
Trif- In afew days I fhall not know his name, 
Vaf- ’Tis then becaufe thou canft not read 3 for thou 
Shalt find it fairly carv’d on each new Church 
And Hopital. I mean to build apace 
And have my Blew-Boys march through the Streets, 
Two and two. Go halte to the Widow, 
Prefent your Damfel. Ill be with you ftraight, 
My captive Knight would {peak with me. —— [ Exeunt, meanct Val 
Enter Leonel. 
Leo. I am bold, Sir, to make free ufe of your 
Moft {pacious rooms for benefit of Air. 
Vaf. Sit, you are welcome: ‘tisa liberty 
Which [ enjoin: and I am glad your wounds 
Are grown fo near their cure. 
Leo. You fhew your inclination kind and noble: 
But is there of Evandra yet no news? 
You promis’d to enquire whether her flight 
Be true, or to what place fhe made efcape? 
Vaf. Nocertainty 1s known, but all the Court 
Are full of doubts. Shortly you will hear more, 
Leo. If you could bring me, Sir, to Profpero, 
Or tothe Prince, on fome affairs, that may 
Perhaps be of advantage to them both, 
You fhall oblige me much to ferve you in 
My better {tate of fortune. 
Vaf. 1 will endeavour it and as you find 
Me ready to aflift all your requefts, 
I hope, Sir, you'll fee caufe to pay your ranfom, 
With what hafte you can; for I would fain be able 
To do good deeds, and we have many poor 
I’th’ Town who never break their Fafts till night 5 
And then {up far from home. 
Leo. Sir, you exprefs a mind that fhews much charity. 
My ranfom fhall be ready. 
Vaf. | thank you, Sir. 
Follow, and I'll procure your free accefs 
To the Prince, or Profpero. (Exit. 
Leo. Her perfon is fo eminent, and fo 
Belov’d by all, that were the fled, her refidence 
Would ftraight be known. In this contrivement there 
Is much of art. How will fhe look on me, 
Who ina caufe, wherein her freedom was 
Concern’d, could yield to any force of Fate? 
Her {corns I'll fuffer as a juft reward. 
Nor fhould a Lover’s hopes grow cold, becaufe 
The deftiny which laft did govern him 
Was froward and averfe: whofe influence was 
So violent, that it now 1s {pent and gone; 
The firmament contains more Stars than one. [ Exennt. 
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ACT IIIf. Scene I. 


Enter Profpero awd Leonel (with a Light and a Key. 


Prof: YU glads me to behold your ftrength fo well 
] Reftor’d; and, Sir, I with the fortune of 
My Sword had met another caufe and Enemy. 
Your Ranfom I have paid; and fo much prize 
Evandra’s happinefs, that fince you make 

Me think your company will in 

Her folitary ftate be grateful to her, 

You thall have leave to make your frequent vilits, 

Leo. From my firft infancy I tock my {peech 
And breeding in her Fathers Court, and by 
My nearnefs to her in the day of Fight, 

You may believe Iam of quality 
Enough to be efteem’d and welcom’d 
In her mifery. 

Prof. Your valour then did fpeak you more than all 
Your modefty, will fuffer you to urge. 

Leo. My Lord, it is your gentlene(s to judge 
Me worthy of your truft: but Iam bold 
Tothink my prefence will be well accepted. 

Prof. My kindnefs, Sir, to you, I fhall referve 
Till happier hours: but this is for her fake, 

That fhe may have the benefit of your 
Converfe: retire awhile within; that Key, 
When Iam gone, willopen you a door 


Which gives you paflage to the Cave. [Exit Leonel. 
Melora, where are you *————- this way 
The light directs you onward: you are fafe. [ Enter Melora. 


Mel. How dark and like the dufty hollownefs 
Of Tombs, where Death inhabits, this appears? 
Prof. Now you fhail know the caufe why 
I have bought your liberty 5 Evandra, daughter to 
Your Aillaiz Duke lies here, imprifon’d by 
The chance of War, and is thus hidden and 
Referv'd, till we can free her by difguife. 
Mel. O fad difcov’ry of a forrow, worfe 
Than [ endure; I hop’d the had efcap’d. 
Prof. I heard that you were taken in her train; 
But when the {tories of your beauty, and 
Your vertue, were proclaim’d, I did believe 
You were acquainted with hers 
And were perhaps no {tranger to her thoughts. 
Mel. I know too much of her, to think 
That Heaven can {uffer her to languifh ina Cave. 
Prof- None can refift their deftiny : but good 
Melora, comfort her, and when 
Your converfation fhall beget 
Some pleafant hour, mention my care, 


And then my love; it is a love 
So 
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So much diftreft, that it your pity needs, 
And 'tis fo true, that it deferves your praife. 
Will you implore in my behalf > 

Mel. Your bounties have oblig’d me to perform 
My utmoft fervice, where you are concern’d. 

Prof. Fear no furprife: you are fecure, for twice 
To day my Houfe by {trict Authority 
Was fearch’d, but vainly all fufpecét and ftrive 
To find this hidden dwelling 5 which no art 
Can match for intricate, and fecret depth. 

Mel. Will you be gone? 

Prof. Tnow am fent for by 
The Dukes and [ am told he means t’ inflict 
For this concealment, more than Nature’s ftrength 
Could e’re endure; but Love dares Fortune meet, 
fn all the horrid fhapes which fhe does wear, 


When Cowards drefs her in the GlaG of fear. [ Enter Evandra. 


Mel. Lend me the Light, look where Evandra comes ! 


Prof. Commend my love, that I may with to live. LExit. 


Mel. This mingled paflion of my grief and joy 
I can no longer filently contain. 
Hail, the moft virtuous Beauty of the world. 
Evan. Belov'd Atelora! what uchappy Guide 
Has led thee to be loft in this {ad place ? 
Mel. Why am I mention’d as a thing alive, 
Whilft you remain within the Houfe of Death? 
Evan. I fear thou art a Captive too. 
Mel. Or elfe the tyranny of War, fhould feem 
Far more unjuft than it has ever been: 
Yet Profpero has my ranfom freely paid. 
Fvan. Then thou art now no Prifoner ? 
Mel. Your Pris’aer, Madam, for my heart is not 
So rudely taught, as to permit 
Evandra fuffer here alone. This War 
Hath quickly made ftrange Riddles too of love. 
Evan. Thou doft complain with caufe, and meanft the Prince. 
Ml. I mean another of your Enemies. We fhall 
Have too much leifure to unfold 


The accidents which brought me to your fight. [ Exter Leonel. 


Evan. Melora, who 1s that > 

Mel. Blefs me! how Miracles increafe, to change 
The face of wonder. There is Magick in 
ThisRoom. Behold my Brother Leozel. 

Leon. Ha! Melora! are you here too? ’tis ftrange 
So many chances fhould fo foon concur. 

Evan. But what, more ftrange than all thofe chances are, 
Has brought you firft to T#riz, and then here, 
Where being found, you are for ever loft ? 

Leo. Ere [ begin the little Hiftory, 

Of the fhort time which thus has vary’d us, 


Low asthe Earth I fall, to make you merciful. [ Kweels. 


Forgive the crime of deftiny, not me, 
Which left me feeble as an aguifh Girl, 
When, after faintnefs by expence of blood, 
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I rathly undertook the nobleft caufe 
That ever yet call’d Valour to the Field; 
Your liberty; but Leverites, and Doves, 
Are valianter than I, for elfe why are you now 
A Captive here? : 
Evan. Your paflion feems too great, and much too kind, 
For me to underftand : pray rife! I know 
You fought with all the forwardnefs and force, 
That courage could exprefs3 but the events 
Of valour thofe above difpofe. ' 
Leo. Sifter, pray pardon my neglec& 5 
My forrows are fo much concern’d 
In fair Evandra’s great diftrefs, 
That I want leifure to enquire, how your 
Condition ftands. 
Mel. The time compels diftracted thoughts in all. 
Evan. Meloracome. There is a Bank within 
Where Cin defpair of Sun) no Flower 
E’re fixt his root, there we will fit, tell, and 
Compare our griefs, whilft thou dott fing like Philomel, 
That wifely knows the darknefs only fit 
For mourning and complaint: Lead with the light. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Duke (with Letters) Alvaro, Profpero, 
Calladine, Attexdants. 
Duke. Evade me not with idle Tales, 
Fit only to prevail on childhoods frowardnefs. 
Are not her Father’s Letters here, in which 
His pride defcends, and humbly fues for her 
Releafe. Why ftoopshe thus, if\fhe be free; 
Or if not inthe Towninclos’d, and hid, 
Where would fhe fooner fly than to his arms > 
Aly. If inthis Town fhe were conceal’d by fome, 
Who more compaflion fhew’d to her diftrefs, 
Than duty to your will; and now by them 
Were render’d here; yet I have boldnefs to 
Believe, you would not think her death, 
A fit revenge for former cruelty 5 
Such as my Uncle from her Father fuffer’d. 
Deke. It (hall fuffice for the beginning of 
Revenge, and does in part perform my vow; 
If we our vows prefume to violate, 
Why drefs we Altars with fuch rev’rend care > 
Let us pervert their ufe, greafe them with Feafts, 
And dafh them with the remnants of our Wine. 
Alv. Your vow was made in hafte, and not confirm’d 
By facred Oath, with Church folemnity. 
Prof. Before your vow was made you taught us all 
To fhun the pleafure of revenge, as but 
The luft of weaker minds. 
Duke. Her cruel Father when we mercy fought, 
Even with our tears, was deaf to all remorfe. 
He {natch’d my Brothers life out of the arms 
Of all this Weftern world; for all with love 
Embrac’d him, who defervy’d as much as Fame 
| E're 
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E’re publifht of a Chief fo young. 
Can any then difwade me to revenge 
The lofs of my beft blood, when I have here 
The beft of his?- 
Alv. This cruel action was not hers. 
Nor can the guilty with their Sov’raignty, 
Or Lands, devolve their crimes; thofe pa(§ not by 
Deriv'd inheritance, no more than fouls. 

Prof’ Would T had loft my felf, when I found her 
To be the pity’d fubject of your wrath. 

Duke. You Minion of the Camp! you grow too bold; 
And your fuccefs (more from your fortune, than 
From virtue fprung) has rais’d you to a fullennefs, 

As dark and dangerous, as Traytors thoughts. _ 
Though I have fearcht thy houfe, and am defeated by 
Some charm of my difcovery 3 I {till believe 

Thou koow({t where fhe ishid; but bring 

Her to my fight, e’re yet the Sun defcends, 

Or thou fhalt dye. 

dlv. 1 ever fear’d your anger, Sir, ’till now3 
But now it does pronounce things fo improbable, 
That I fhould lack difcretion, if I thought 
Your heart did purpofe, what your words imply. 

Duke. Alvaro, though diffembling may fometimes 
Be ufeful toa Prince, yet you fhall find 
I have no relifh of it now 3 nor fhould 
A Son, in civil duty, e’re upbraid 
It in a Father. 

4lv. | would be Heir to your great virtue, Sir, 

As well as to your blood. 

Duke. | have out-liv’d my courage, office, and 
My reafon, if I tamely fuffer thee. 

Thy boldnefs bids me thy ambition watch. 
And therefore hear, and tremble at my vow. 
Call. Sir, for regard of Heaven, repent what you 
Would {peak, e’re being utter’d, you repent too late. 
Duke. Lam refolv'd. 
Since thou audacioufly does owne his Crime, 
He fhall be fafe, and thou endure bis punifhment. 
Bring me Evandra here, e’re yet the day 
Conceal his light, or the next darknefs fhall 
Eternally be thine. 
Alv. Ifon my knees I can perfwade you to 
A gentler doom, thus I endeavour it.—— [Kneels. 
Prof. I beg not, Sir, to mitigate your rigour now, 
But that you would (as it was firft defign’d ) 
Direct it all to me. 

Aly. That kindnefs was ill-manner’d, Profpero. 
-Doft think thou art more worthy of the caufe 
Than I, when’tis to be Evandra’s Sacrifice? 

Duke. Alvaro do not ftrive for punifhment 5 

Thou (halt endure it glorioufly alone. 
Thou birth ill gotten and my marriage-ftain. 
Alv. Vil keep my duty ftill, though not your love. Saag 
Cab. 
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Call. Dread Sir, call back your vow, and then thePrince, 
Tocomfort him. What will the world conceive 
OF {uch an a& as time ne'er parallel’d, 
(iad no Pofterity will willingly believe. ; 
puke. Thou may ft as well perfwade th’ afembled Winds 
From all their violence at Sea. Lend me 
Thine car——do this! but Calladine, take heed 
Thy profecutions are not faint: I have 
A younger Son in Sicily, renown'd 
Aad dear to fame; him I will plant in all 
My peoples hearts. If thou art loyal follow me. [ Pxeunt 
Enter Altefto, Frivolo, Vafco ( fantaftically accouter'd.) 
vef- Juftinthe pofture as you fee me, Gentlemen 5 
Not a hair lefs in my Jock 5 and I thought 
The heart of Woman was not able to 
Aciift fuch Curls and Ribbanding. 
Alt. But fhe would none? 
vef- Name but the comforts of the marriage Bed, 
And fhe commends the Grave, becaufe none there, 
Are wak'd with Coughs nor Aches. 
4lt. Surely fhe knows, for fhe looks as if fhe had been long bury’d. 
Vaf. And then Tus’d fine Phrafess 
Aad talke (what call you it) of Hymns, Tapers. 
She {aid thofe are tne farthing Candles of 
Foolth Poets, and are lighted in Hell Fire. 
A warmth (you know_) we Souldiers do abhor. 
Friv. ‘Tis bafetoneed it after death: we have 
Been hardly bred, and can endure the cold. 
Enter Widow and Lelia. 
vaf: She comes. Thisis her breathing Room, ufe your 
Endeavours, Gentlemen. Tell her, her frowns, 
Already have fo wrought, that my life now 
Will neer be fit to come into a Leafe. 
Wid. Lelia, a Chair, I cannot laft; ’tis more 
Than fifty eight years, fince I had hams to trudge. 
Vaf- 1am your Guardian that come to vifit you. 
Wid. What need it, Sir, I practife no efcape 5 
T cannot fly. 
Vaf- Who knows? for youlook like a Witch. 
And perhaps too, if the Windows were open, 
You would behave your felf as nimbly on 
Your wings, as any Witch in Exrope. 
Wid. What, fays he, Lelia, a Witch > 
Lel. He fays he wifhes we may all flye upward, 
Towards Heaven. 
vaf. 1, Widow! that is the place. 
Wid. ’Tis well faid, Sir5 for thither we mutt go, 
Both old and young; no remedy. 
Waf. As foon as you pleafe, if you but marry me. 
Wid. Does he talk of marriage? 
Lel. He fays, if you pleafe, torfooth. 
Wid. Alas my vow of Widow-hood is not yet 
Expir'd5 if he will come fome ten years hence———- 
Alt. About that time fhe will make a good Wife 
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For an Antiquary, who may flea off 
Her Parchment tkin, and write Records upon’. 
Friv. Her ikin is Parchment, but not large enouch 
To hold half her, Annals; fhe has liv’d : ci 
So long already. 
ef: How did you like the Culleife Widow which] (ent you laft> 
Wid. Why, Sir? it went down. 
vaf 1, though the Sea were turn’d to Plum-broth, 
Yer it would all down: 
T have meatur’d her Throat, ’tis wider (Gentlemen) 
Aud deeper than a Well. Alas! the Duke 
Confiders not my charge. I'd rather boord 
Two young Giants, and allow each of them 
A Wolf, inftead of a Deg, to eat their fragments. 
Alt. Thou fhouldtt get her mouth fearcht ! 
Vil lay my life, that fhe has new furnifhe 
Her Gums, with Artificial Teeth, 
She could not grind fo elfe. 
Friv. Though you muft feed her at your own colt; 
Yet the Proclamation (believe me Sir) 
Allows none but natural Teeth. 
Va(. When fhe is once in the fit of {wallowing, 
Ifa Capon float in her Broth, fhe does 
Confider it no more than a Afay-F lye. 
Lel. You fhould bear up, you are too backward, Sir. 
Vaf. Say{tthou fo, Wench; Widow prepare your felf, 
For { muft marry you to night, or elfe 
You faft to morrow; 1f the Duke will not 
Afford us fafting days, I fhall make bold 
To borrow them of the Kallender: you muft 
Marry to night; there needs but a fhort warning, [she Conghs. 
To go about a good deed. 
Wid. Ub, uh, uh. 
Alt. This Cough, Vafco, is of fome antiquity. 
How wilt thou fleep by her ? 
Friv. Give her a little Opiam after Supper, 
And let her cough like a Cannon from a Fort. 
I’ll free thee from waking. 
vaf: Come, come, prepare! 
Trim up your Hood good Widow, 
And air your old Petticotes in the Sun: 
It is a Cafe of Confcience, Gentlemen 5 
We muft all marry, and live chafte. 
Wid. Why, Sir, if we mult needs ———— 
Alt. I thought fhe would confent; good heart, 
It is as towardly an old thing. Dear vafco, 
I have provided Mufick 5 we will dance her to death: 
Thou fhalt be her Hufband e’re night, and her 
Executor before morning. 
vaf. Gentlemen, that’s all I defires 
Any thing that is reafon contents me. 
Friv. Go, kifs her: A Brownift is more amorous! 
And a notcht Prentice a very Aratzne 
In comparifon of thee. 
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Vaf By your leave Widow. fVal. kiffes her. 
Wid. Much good may’t do you, Sir; thefe comforts 
Come but feldom after Fourfcore; the World indeed 
Is grown fo wicked, that we never think 
Of comforting one another. 
Lel. I told you fhe would foften, Sirs alas! 
A little raw and modeft at the firft. 
Ait. A very green Pippin of the laft years growth, 
Vaf- You fhall find me a kind of Sparrow, Widow: 
A Barly corn does as much as a Potato. 
wid. Blefling on your heart, Sirs we (hould do good 
Freely (as they fay) without egging on. 
Vaf. Rife, acd (tir your feets “tis healthful for you. 
There foftly —— fo [ They lift her up. 
Alt. If one of the hairs of my Eye brow lye 
But in her way, the’s gone, and then falls like 
A Horfe, whofe legs are cut with a Chain-fhot. 
Friv. Her Os facrum needs a little prop. 
vaf. Why, Gentlemen, there's ne’re a wench in Italy 
Moves farther in a day 3 that is to fay 
If her Litter be eafie, and her Mules well fed. 
Courage Widow; how 1s’t now? 
wid. A certain ftitch, Sir, in my fide, but twill away in time. 
Vaf- 1, you are young enough, 
But given too much tohoyting, and to Barly-break; 
Then dance naked till you take cold: you mutt 
Look to it, Lelia, and take heed you air 
Her Wedding-Smock well. 
Alt. Let it be made of Cat-fkin fur. 
Friv. Or a Watchmans Rug-gown; but that her fkin 
Will wear it out too foon. 
Vaf. Frivolo, y’are too loud. 
Friv. I warrant thee. I have meafur’d her ears; 
She hears not at the diftance of an Inch. 
Vaf- You'll in, and fet the houfe in order Widow ? 
T'll fetch a Prieft. 
Wid. Truly, Sir, I'd fain afk my friends advice 5 
One that has feen but little of the world, 
Would be glad, you know, to have their friends counfel. 
Vaf. No counfel, Widow 3 
Let them call’t rafhnefs, our youth will excufe all. 
Wid. Well, Sir, you know where marriages are made35 
Tis not my fault. Lelza, provide a Broom 
And {weep away the rheum near the green Couch: 
And (d’you hear) look for one of mycheek Teeth 
Which dropt under the Wanfcote-bed. 
Lel. And fhall I ftop’t forfooth with Salt> 
wid. 1, and fling’t in the Fires you are weary, Sir ? 
Vaf. Not quite fo lufty (Widow) as your felf; 
But fhall keep pace, the Journey being fo fhort. 
Alt. Quick in with her, ¥aféo, whilft the fit holds. 
[Exeunt Wid. Val. Lel. 
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With Cable and Thong, he drew her along, 
So heavily to the Prieft, 

And vow'd to undo her, e’re he did wove her, 
Lake ber up after who lift. 


Friv. Ah Rogue, thou art a very Lark in the Morning. 
Alt. And what at Night, Frivolo. 
Friv. A very Owl 
Alt. Oh! are you comie? 
Friends of the Fidlde pray ftrike up, we'll have 
A Dance before the Wedding. 
Friv. [cannot dance, Alteflo, without Cork 
At my heels; [ muft have a Woman behind me. 
Alt. Thou fhalt lead the Widow. The very tuning 
Of a Cittern will make her beftir her ftumps 
Like an old Oak. . 
Trift. Where's Vafco, Gentlemen; Tam inhafte LEvter Trift, 
Alt. If you are in hafte, you had beft for difpatch 
Make an{wer to your felf. 
Trift. The Duke has fent for him by Calldine, 
And it concerns him as matter of bufinefs. 
Alt. Send bufinefs to fat heavy fellows, who 
Have got Formality and gray Beards. Triftaz you mutt 
Dance. Gentlemen Scrapers, pray {trike up. [Enter Vaf.Wid. Lel: 
Friv. Look fhe’s come already; (ome Fifty years 
Ago, fhe was {tung with a Tarantula, 
And ever fince a Fiddle makes her frisk. 
Wid. Blefling on your hearts, Gentlemen. 
4lt. You mutt into the Dance, Widow. 
Wid. Thave been Miftrefs Avarrian in a Maurice e’re now. 
Vaf: Sweet heart; what think you: I’m only afraid 
Left too much mettle fhould overheat your blood; 
Will you to’t Widow ? 
Wid. Truly Sir, it is not wholfom to ftand idle, 
Come Lelia. 
Alt, Well faid, Widow. [They dance. 
Trif?. Vafco, now you have done your capring here, 
You muft dance towards Court. The Duke 
Commanded Calladine to fend me for you. | 
Vaf. Bear up, Widow, preferment is {triding 
Towards me upon high Stilts. 
Alt. Leonel’s ranfom, her wealth, and now employ’d 
AtCourt. Th’art a gone Man, condemn’d to Ufury, 

Furt’d Gowns, long dinners, and fhort fleeps. [ Exceunts 
Enter Evandra, Melora, Leonel, (at one door) at the other Profpero, 
(muffled and hid.) a Table & Lights fet out, Evandra fits to read. 

Leo. Sifter, where is your tendernefs> (hall I 
Be ever loft through your defect of will 
And courage, to prefent me to her ear 
In graceful characters? tell her how long 
With fervent fighs I have purfu’d my love. 


[Enter Mufitians. 
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Mel. Unhappy Leonel, why dolt thou urge 
Me with impoflible defires? how oft 
Have I folicited thy Sute with a repulfe? 
And fhe hath charm’d me by a vow, 
Never to name it more till her releafe, 
Prof: Falfe Leonel; did I for this affitt 
Thee to enjoy her lovd fociety, 
That thou fhouldft rival me, and have more fit 
Convenience for thy wifhes than my felf? 
Melora is his Sifter too: What ftrange 
New chances have thefe latter hours produc’d? 
I have no Advocate, nor amI bold 
Enough to be mine own. 
Leo. You mind me not 3 
And fince[ ama trouble to your fight, 
You fhall, e’re Jong beho!d my face no more. 
Prof. Thou arta Prophet to thy fel} andI 
Thy Prieft, to cut thee ont n Sacrifice, 
Although unworthy cf Evandra’s Deity. 
Teo. Melora, can you fhew me no remorfe? 
Melo. Alas, you much miftake my pow’r and wills 
Think on fome other beauty, for the world 
Has many, that may make you ft: -rtunate. 
Leo. None but Evandra ere fha!l rule my heart. 
Prof, Her thou fhalt ne’re enjoy, ler d me your ear—— [Leads hine 
Leo. Ha! Profpero? (afide. 
Prof. Falle Kmght! did you for this 
Beg a conceal’d admittance her, that you 
Might fix your love, where! ha? slanted mine? 
Leo. My Lord, Funderftood not of your love. 
Prof. If you are brave, and after vanquifhment, 
Dare try a fecond bozard trom my fword, 
Go, and expect me ou the Garden Mount 3 
There I'll provide, that fnee my heart 
Crows doubtful of enjos ing fair 
Evandra’s Jove, yours sever fhall. 
Leo. My Lord, your valour! have try’d in fights 
But had fo little knowledge of your love, 
That you mifplace your anger now. 
Prof. You'll meet me on the Garden Mount ? 
Leo. I was your Captive when you gave me liberty 5 
And it has never been my cuftom, to 
Conteft with thofe to whom f am wblig’d. 
Prof: If you have love, fure you have honour too. 
Difclaim the one, and for tne other I 
Shall never trouble you. 
Leo. Difclaim my love! VJ} wa't you on the Mount. LExit. 
Exter Alvaro. 
Alu. Evandra, pray vouchfafe me your fair hand; 
That I may feal on it my laft farewel. 
Evan. Ha! whither do you go? 
Alv. Where fhadows vanifh, when the worlds great eye 
Does wink behind a Cloud, and they are feen 
No more. The place of {trangers where we come 
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To meet we know not whom, and for 
Our willing and officious Guide, 
We entertain, and follow hoodwinkt, Hope. 

Evan. O dreadful Myftery! my reafon 1s 
Amaz’d, and fain would fomething learn of that, 
Which feems, 4lvaro, dangerous to know. 

Mel. Why do the Stars neglect us thus? why fhould 
We lofe the nobleft, and the beft of men > 

Prof. Methinks my Spirits rife, and lift me to 
Ambitious envy of his {ulferings. 

Alv. That you may live here fafe, till Profpero fhall 
Reftore you to wifbt Liberty and Light, 

J mult to Darknefs go, hover in Clouds, 
Cr in remote untroubled Air, filent 
Asthoughts, or what is uncreated yet. 

Or f matt reft in fome cold fhade, and thall 
Perhaps ne’r fee that everlafting {pring, 

OF which Philofophy fo long has dreamt, 
And feems rather to wifh than underftand. 

Evan. All this forme? you fhall not dye; why will 

You lay fo cheap a value on your felt, 
As to believe the world can lofe you for 
My fake; for me,a ufelefs Virgin, who 
Can never fhew tn hopeful promife half 

That excellence which you reveal in act. 

Alv. itis decreed; Evandra, you may live 
T’encreafe thofe few examples we have left 
Of Vertue, which has made your breaft her Throne. 
Time hath begun to wear away my youth, 

And all the good I can perform, is to 
Preferve the future dignity of love, 
In you. 

Evan. Atelora, help! Grief fills my heart 
With fuch a heavinefs, that [ muft fink 
Beneath the weight come join with me to mourn, 
And chide thofe prouder deftinies, who think 
Us fo unworthy of their care 

Mel. My Lord the Prince, is it no le(s than death 
Of her, or you, can quench your fathers wrath ? 

Alu. The doom is paft, and the fad hour will want 
No wings to haften it. Come hither, Profpero. 

Prof. it mult not be; though [ want words to thew 
My Nature (mooth, it hall appear in deeds. 

Alv. { charge thee by our love, by all my care 
Which bred thee from thy youth, to vertuous fence 
Of Honour, and the juft deferts of War, 

That thou dott keep Fuendra fafe, till Fate confent 
Yo give her liberty, and ufé her ftill 

With fuch refpectful reverence, as thou 
Would’tt do the Reliques of a Saint infhrin’d. 

Prof: What need E this injunction, Sir?’ T mean 
To dye for her, that { may fave your life. 

A brave detiza! difwade me not. Though I 
Fail oft in cheice of fitting Enterprife, 
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1 know this is becoming, Sir, and good. 
Aly. Thou dye for her? Alas poor Profpero! 
That will not fatisfie, the fhaft aims here; 
Or if it would, I do not like thou fhould’ft 
Thus prefs into a caufe, whichI referve 
To dignifie my felf; urge it no more. 
Profs What am I fit for then, if not to dye? 
Evan. How am! worthy of this noble ftrife > 
Alv. Evandra, \et me fee fome hope, 
And comfort in your ftrength, before [ take 
My everlatting leave. 
Evan. You have the voice of death already, Sir. 
Mel. Difmal it founds, like the laft groan 
Which men in torture breathe. 
Alv. Too apt I am to with, I might 
(Remaining mortal) {till enjoy your love, 
To breed fuch virtues as would foon entice 
The Angels to Jive heres; and never by 
Our converfation grow impair’d: but thefe 
Are withes, and are made too late! 
For evermore farewell —— 
Evan. Alas! where can you leave me then ? 
Aly. How pity foftens me? there, in the Cave. 
Evan. It is the Manfion, Sir, of death 5 fomething, 
Horrid as midnight thoughts can form, hath there 
Of late fo frighted me, that I 
Still tremble when I enter it. 
Aly. What thing, which is no more than mortal, dares 
Difturb your quietnefs > 
Prof. Sir, let me fearch! it dies if it be vulnerable. 
Alv. Still you ufurp my bus’nefs, Profpero 
Bide there; [ will go down my felf. 
Evan. I fear fome inlet has been counter-digg’d 
Into the Cave, and gives a paflage to 
Some man, whoisemploy‘d to fright me with 
A difmal fhape. 
Alv. Who e’re thou art who dar’ft death’s Vizard wear, 
A ffuming the foul fhape which Nature moft 
Abhors, grow bolder yet, and ftay till thou 
Shalt {traight be that, which thou doft counterfeit. 
Give me the Light —-— [He defcends the Cave. 
Fvan. Lock {afe the door, Melora, with this Key. 
Prof. What’s your defign ? will you imprifon him > 
Evan. ‘Tis, Profpero, now the pretious point of time, 
In which your truth fhould fhew her felf without 
A Vail. Speak, do you love the Prince ? 
Prof. Does Heaven love truth, or do the valiant prize 
A Virgins love ¢ 
Evan. Why then will you permit 
So great a lofs to humane kind, as it 
Will feel in lofing him? Let us defign 
Some way howto divert that bloudy ftroke 
Which threatens him, by fuffering it our felves. 
Mel. O glorious Maid! this goodnefé will confer 
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Renown for ever on our Sex. 

Prof- How has this Virgins valour conquer'’d me 3 
Low on my Knees let me embrace your Feet—__. 
I thank you much, for you much mercy have 
On my dull youth, and dare believe 
Me fit for noble enterprife, though he 
Unkindly did deny my fute : Pll to 
The Duke and tempt his rage till he decree 
My death, perhaps when with my worthle{s blood 
His hot revenge 1s quench’d, it may 
Grow kindly temper’d to you both, and then 
I (hall fome prefent fatisfaction make 
For your captivity, and his free fufferance. 

Mel. This Souldier hath a great, and daring heart, 

Prof: But how fhall f enjoy her then? I do 
Not underftand the happinefs it brings. 

This is but odd ambition, yet ’tis brave 5 

I'll do’t s befides, though I’m not learn’d enough 
To reach at certainty, yet I have hope 

I may be fenfible of all her vifits to 

My Urn, and every Flower the ftrews will there 
Take growth, asonmy Garden Banks, whilft I 
(Delighted Spirit) hover o’re their leaves. 

Tt will be wondraus brave! Lady, difpatch, 
That I may go and dye. 

Evan. Since you exprefs your Will fo kind and violent, 
That {mall provifion there allotted to 
Suftain my life, reach up, and f{traight convey 
Into the Cave, that he may find it out, 

And not exchange the pain his Father would 
Inflict, for Famine. 


a 
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[ Prof: takes from behind the Arras a Bottle and a Basket: 


they open the Cave. 
Prof: Thad almolt forgot falfe Leovel, 
He waits me on the Mount. I will be with 
Him ftraight, and end his hopes by a long {leep, 


E’re [ begin mine own. [ Defcends the Cave. 


Evan. Once more, Melora, lock the door; now they 
Areboth fecure, ‘tis you and [ muft take 
Our folemn leave, and never meet inthis 
Our feature, colour, or our warmth again. 

Mel. 1 am aftonifht at her Excellence, 
And fcarce have humble grace enough, to keep 
Ambitious envy from my thoughts. 

Evan. Why fhould thefe mighty {pirits lay fo great 
An obligation on our Sex, and leave 
Eternal bluthes on our fouls, becaufe 
We in the acts of pity and remorfe, 
(Virtues wherein our Sex fhould moft excel ) 
Durft not adventure life for them ? 

Mel. The Prince deferves a lib’ral choice of lives 
To ranfom his; would mine would fatisfre. 

Evan. How, Alora? doft thou fo faintly with 
My happinefs, and my renown, asto 


Defire 
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Defire to hinder me of both ? 
Mel. Th’ example is fo good, I fain would follow it. 
Evan. But there is reafon that I fuffer firft. 
I have a mourning weed within, which thou 
Shale drefs for me to wear, then fo ‘ 
Apparell'd like my caufe, I’ll to the Duke. 

Mel. O leave me not behind, let me at lealt 
Accompany your mourning in fo good a caule. 

Evan. Thy inclinations have a noble fenfe, 

Thou fhalt along. Thy Brother’s come, [ Exter Leonel. 

Let us contrive how to fecure him too. 

He hath not yet heard of the Duke’s fevere 

Decree againft the Prince, which quickly will 

Involve both him and Profpero. [They wbifper. 
Leon. *Tis ftrange, that Profpero appears not yet, 

Sure he is faint 5 his aguifh courage comes 

To him by fits. 
Evan. If thou dott love me Leonel (as thou halt {worn, 

And with profeflions molt devout) 

I know there is no {trict command that [ 

Can give, but thy obedience will purfue. 

Leon. Bring me to tryal {traight; if I prove faint 
Or falfe, Lam unworthy to appear 
In the Suns light, or ere enjoy 
The better influence of your Eyes. 

Evan. Give me confirm’d aflurance on your Knee 
That you will execute with fteady faith, 

And punctual circumftance, what [ enjoin. 

Leon. Vouchfafe your hand, that I may breathe on it 
My Vow 

Evan. Now [ll inform you, Leovel. The Prince 
And Profpero are both within the Cave, 

Shut and fecur’d by us, where carefully 

You through a Wicket fhall convey fuch food, 
As by a faithful Servant of the Houfe 

(Who daily in difguife provided our relief ) 
Shall helptheeto; take here this Key, 

And fuffer not their paffage forth, till you 
Shall hear [ am fecure from th’ anger of 

The Duke, and have procur’d their fafety too. 

Leon. Thists a Myftery. 

Fvan. It muft not be examin’d, Leonel. 

Leow. Why have you here inclos'd them > 

Evan. If you already queftion me, to give 
A caufe for that which I enivin'd, where ts 
The {trict obedience pruimis'd by your Vow? 

Leo. What have I promis’d in the vafhnefs of 
My inconfiderate love? Can you 
A Mediator for their fafety be, 

Without apparent danger to your felf ? 

Fvan. Do not enquire, what means I have of fafe 
Acce(s to nove the Duke, nor what new chance 
Has made me confident t’ appeafe that rage, 
Which does endanger them and you. 


Leo. 
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Leo. Dear Sifter, leave me not in ignorance. 
Mel. Dare you believe I will confent to that, 
Which honour has not heedfully propos’d> 
Leo. You have defign’d I fhall remain perplext. 
Evan. If thou doft break thy Vow, the Curfes of 
The virtuous at their death fall on thy head, 
Mel. Never be call’d my Brother, nor affume 
The honour of my valiant Father’s name. 
Evan. Melora,come, we are too flow. Exe 
Leo. O what a dull inhumane Lover am Peg ae 
I grown! who by a forward duty yield 
That (he, in whom my life and love fubfifts, 
Shall danger feek, to keep it from my Rivals. 
Her great Example of a female fortitude, 
Does quite blot out all the heroick names 
Of men, and makes us, even with bluthes, fhrink 
From our ufurp’'d Dominion of the world. 
When Story mentions this let Women {way 
Councils, and War, whilft feeble men obey. [ Exit. 


ACT IV. SCENE. I. 
Enter Calladine (iz 2 Night-Gown ) and a Servant. 


call. A Lady, fay’ft thou, in a mourning Vail ? 
~\ What fhould this early vifit mean; e’re yet 
By any dawning inthe Eaft, we can 
Diftinguith day from night > 
Serv. Sir, fhe importunes much to {peak with you, 
And fays her bus’nefs does require difpatch. 
Call. Retire awhile without, and let her in. (Ex. servant. 
(Enter Melora (ix a mourning Vail) fhe unvails. 
Since firft my Eyes had judgment to difcern 
A mean from excellence, they ne’er beheld 
A Beauty fo o’recoming and exact. 
What are the lov'd commands you'll lay on me> 
I cannot juftly think I ever faw 
A Face I would more willingly obey. 
If it were civil, I would ask your Name. 
Mel. When that 1s known, you'll think me too unfortunate 
To live: I am call’d Evandra. 
cal!. Ha! the Princefs? Count Profpero wifely did 
Preferve you from my fight, your beauty is 
Too great and dangerous for youth to know 
And be fecure. And though I ne’er beheld 
You till this hour, yet fame affifted me, 
To guefs at an Idea like your felf. 
But why have you forfaken your conceal’d 
Aboad, and thus adventur’d in the view 
Of men? I fear it is not fafe. 
Mel. ’Tis to employ your virtue, Sir. [know 
You love the Prince, though not with fo devout 
A heart as mine: for now in hope I may Secure 
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Secure his liberty, and threatned life, 
I here prefent my felf to death. 

Call. Thisis a valliant piety; a gratitude 

That fhews her mind more noble than her fhape. 
She to the Duke is yet unknown3 ; 
She muft not dye, though lately his command 
Did fingle my allegiance out; yet ‘tis 

Religious, fure, to fail in this. 

Mel. A long expectance of the death I muft 
Endure, does more perplex me, than the pain 
It felf. Sir, let me beg that you would pleafe 
Not to protract my fufferings. 

Call. My thoughts have fafhion’d it to my beft wifhs 
There is a Captive call’d Afelora, fair 
And young, who has of Jate familiar been 
With your conceal’d diftrefs. 

Mel. I fear he has difcover'd me: 

Know you the Lady, Str? 

Call. Only by fuch report as Profpero gave 5 
ButI, in charity, may with her fafe. 

Your death alone will fatisfie the Duke. 

Mel. | have by pray’ss endeavour’d that itimay 3 
And to affift your charity, receive 
This Key, “twill procure you entrance where 
She now remains a Prifoner by my art: 

It is a narrow Clofet which o’relooks 
The Orchard Grove in Profpero’s houfe. 

Call. 1am familiar there with all the paflages. 

Mel. Sir, for regard of honour, fuffer not 
Her freedom from that place, till lam dead. 

She is fo much delighted with this caufe, 

That with fome help of falfhood, I was fain 
To make advantage of her Orizons5 

For whilft the kneeling lengthen’d her difcourfe 
With Heaven, I took this funeral! habit haftily, 
And then lockt up the door to hinder her 
Purfuit: where now fhe {tays, lamenting her 
Inforce’d fecure eftate, and envying me 

The danger, which I cheerfully embrace. 

Call. My life fhall warrant hers: Pray enter theres 
And ftay till I inform the Duke. 

Mel. Molt willingly: but ftill, Sir, Timplore 
You would fecure that Lady and the Prince, 

How e’re the angry Stars difpofe of me. 

Call. ’Tis as unkind to prefs, and urge, as ’tis to doubt 
My care. There Lady, through that door—— _ [_shews her the way. 
Expect my fad return will be too foon. 

Mel, Forgive me, beft Evandra, that I thus aflume 
Thy name, and have beguil’d thee of fo brave a death: 
The motive which o’rerul’d me to this act, 

Did not befit thy knowledge nor my tongue. 

Call. This Princefs has a foul which I adore, 
Even whilft it ftays eclips’d on Earth, nor flall 


It yet reach Heaven; both being utterly 
Unknown, 
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Unknown, will make the Plot with eafie help 
Succeed. Melora, ftraight I will prefent 
T’appeafe the fury of the Duke; and then 
This Lady,and the Prince, are free. Since blood 
Mutt be the belt we can expect, if fate 
Ordain it thus I fhall prove fortunate. 
Enter Frivolo, Triftan, Mufitians and Boy. 

Alt. Come Boys, lift up your voices to yon bay Window. 
Sing the Song [ gave you laft night and firk 
Your Fiddles bravely too; bear up the burthen. 


SONG. 


I. 
Boy. N°? Morning red and blufhing fair 
Be through your Glafs or Curtains [py'd3 
But cloudy gray as the fhort hair 
Of your old everlafting Bride. 
Cho. So old, fo wondrous old, in the nonage of Time, 
E’re Adam wore a Beard, fhe was in her Prime. 


ey 
Boy. Whofée fwarthy dry'd Weftphalia hips 
Are fhrunk to Mummy in her shin, 
Whofe Gums are empty, and her Lips, 
Like Eyelids hairy and as thin. 
Cho. So old, fo wondrous old, Gc. 


a; 
Boy. For am’rous fighs, which Virgins ufe, 
She coughs aloud from Lungs decay'd, 
And with her Palfey cannot chufe 
But fhew the trembling of a Maid. 
Cho. so old, fo wondrous old, &c. 


4. 
Boy. No nightly labour e’re fhall fwell, 
To any fruitfulnefs her Womb 5 
For were fhe big, *twould but foretel, 
A hopeful Tympany to come. 
Cho. 80 old, fo wondrous old, Gc. 


5. 
Boy. Let not her Husband e’re vex Heaven, 
And for a plenteous Offspring beg 5 
Since all the Ufie can be given, 
Is that which runneth in her leg. 
Cho. so old, fo wondrous old, Ce. 


Alt. Good morrow to the right worfhipful Leader, 
Captain Yafco, and to his right reverend Bride. 
Pray throw your money far enough, for fear 


It light within the Pales. LExeunt Mujitians. 


Enter Valco, dreffing himfelf- 
Vaf: My good friends, a certain falt fhowr fhould have 
Seafon'’d your feathers, had not my luck been 
To marry one that wafts her moifture in rheum. 
Alt. But why fo foon abroad, Sir ? are thefe, Va/co, 
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A Bridegrooms hours? you are as early up 
As breaking Creditors. 
Friv. Or Serjeants, when 
The needy Gallant means to fteal a journey. 
Trif?. And they prevent it by arrefting his - 
Innocent Horfe. 
Vaf. Bus’nefs at Court : but this 
Is a refurrection to me Gentlemens 
I am rifen from the dead, from bones as dufty 
As theirs, who have flept beneath Marble Coverlets 
A thoufand years. 
; Enter Widow and Lelia. 
Alt. Las poor Vafco! Widows can ftrangely mortifie. 
Wid. Put Dates and Amber in the Gruel, Le/zz, 
And let it boil long. 
Lel. And fhall Imake the Poultife ftraight, and fend 
Your other Hood, ferfooth, to be new lin’d? 
Wid. Firtt {tay till you have ript my Velvet Muff, 
I'll have that Lining ferve. 
Vaf- She’s rifen too, pure foul, 
Devotion and Aches keep her {till waking. 
Wid. How do you, Sir? we muft comfort one another. 
Vaf- There isneed of’t. No Marriner e’re had 
A worfe night ina ftorm. 
Alt. This ufage never will diffolve her Bags. 
Vaf. 1 would order her Bags, if fhe would prove 
So courteous as to dye. 
Alt. You'll find her obftinate in that chief point. 
A Widow that had civil kindnefs in her, 
Would for her Husband’s benefit 
Make alow Curtfie, take her leave, and dye, 
With lefs noife, than Flies depart ina Froft. [she liftens. 
Vaf. She'd think it {trange if any of my Friends 
Should move it 5 though ’tis clearly for my good. 
Friv. What is’t for her to depart from one life, 
Who, having as many asa Cat, 
Has eight more to come? 
Alt. Frivolo, {ays right. Captain move it to her. 
Vaf- She'll live ull fhe be thought fo much a Ghoft, 
That we muft take a Houfe in a Church-yard 5 
And never walk but at midnight. 
Wid. What do they fay, Lelia ? 
Lel. Forfooth devifing for your worfhips good. 
Wid. Kind heart! methinks you are not merry, Sir. 
Vaf. Who, I? as jovial as a condemn’d man. 
Wid. Will you fit down and eat alittle broth? 
Vaf. 1 fhall be cawdled like a Haberdafhers Wife, 
That lies in of her firft Child: but methinks 
Upon a fudden, Chuck, you look not well. 
Alt. Her Eyes begin to ftare, and her breath {mells 
Somewhat of earth too; but ’tis not much. 
Friv. My Grandam was taken thus fpinning, and dy’d 
So quickly (as they fay) as one would with. 
Trif: I've feen a Coarfe look better in a Shroud. 
Wid. 
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Wid. ’Tis more than I feel. Look I foill, Lelia 2 
Lel. As you were wont, forfooth, {trange and ugly. 
Wid. Come leadmein. Pray Husband do not grieve3 
’Tis but a fit, that ever takes me once 
In Fifty years: but weep not, ‘twill away. 
Vaf. Every tear (hall be as big as a Turnip, 
When I weep. Good Wench follow the Game clofes 
Still breathe death to her. ; 
Lel. ITcannot do a better deed, 
Than to put her in mind {till of her end. 
Vaf. Marry a Widow. I lay laft night 
In a Surgeons Box, or Pothecaries Bing. —[ Exewut Wid. and Lel. 
Alt. Were you not fent for, Vafco, to the Court? 
Vaf- Yes, and to take charge; but of what [ know not. 
Well, you are all content to thrive, to jet 
And ftrut like Turkies with your Plumes fpread. 
Alt. °Tis not amifs. My good Lord, Frivolo, 
I kifs your foft hand. 
Friv. Signior Trifian; I pray keep on your way. 
Trift. Sir, 1 had rather build another Wall, 
Than to difhonour you by taking this. 
Vaf- This practice will do well. Follow apace, 
I mult with {peed to Calladine. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Evandra, Calladine. 
Evaz. He knows me not; and it fhould feem 
The falfely kind AMelora wears my name. 
He {peaks as if her life he tender’d more 
Than mine. ’Tisa miftake I fain would cherifh. 
call. I did not think the ftock of Nature could 
Afford the world, in this her latter {pring 
Of Beauty, two fair Flowers fo flourifhing. 
Yet this, does to my inftant judgment feem 
The moze exact, but that the blood, and ftile 
Of Princes, makes the other claim my reverence: 
And for Alvaro’s fake, I with I could 
Procure that fhe might live. 
Evan. I have confider’d what you told me, Sir, 
And though the Princefs, through a fond excefs 
Of love would haften a calamity, 
Which all the world muft grieve, and wonder at, 
Yet I could give her paffion an excufe: 
For I my felf to free her now from death, 
Could willingly endure it. 
Call. It ripens fafter than my with defign’d. 
You aim at fuch a virtuous glory, Lady, 
So great and good, as I want words to praife it. 
Can fuch high courage dwell in your foft Sex ? 
Evan. Sir, if you nobly love her and the Prince, 
(Whofe care fhe is) {traight lead me tothe Duke, 
And try how real my profeffions are. 
Call. Forgive the office you invite me to3 
Which, by the hopes of my Religion, could 
My lifeexcufe, I fhould efteem it much 
Too cheap an offering; this is the fatal way 
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Evan. Melora, now my fortune ts above 
Thy art, and [ fhall equal thee in Jove. 
Enter Duke (with Letters) Valco, Altefto, Frivolo, 
Triftan, Attendants. 
Duke. Again, in a petitionary ftile, 
He begs me by thefe Letters to releafe 
His Daughter3 and does proffer fums fo vaft, 
To ranfom her, as would o’'recome the covetous. 
But I have fent him fuch denial, with 
Difdatn, as maft confume or break his heart. 
Fafco, you hear how ill [am obey’d, 
By thefe indulgent Traytors of my Court> 
And I have chofen you to fhew a duty, 
Which becomes the difcipline of War. 
Vaf. You mutt enjoin me, Sir, commands that are 
Mott horrid and unnatural, whenI 
Prove flow, or faint, to execute your Will 
Duke. If thefe, your Officers and Friends, become 
Dilloyal to command; then threaten f{traight 
Such punifhment as fhall enforce them to it. 
Vaf: If their own appetites will not perfwade, 
There is {mall hope from punifhment. 
Mark, Sir, that whay-fac’d Fellow in the Red. 
Duke. You mean, Triftan. 
Vaf. Vve {een him fuffer the ftrappado thrice 5 
And no fooner done, but he call’d for a Wench. 
Duke. I know you have the skill to govern them. 
Be fure that Profpero’s Houle be digg’d, till all 
The Pinacles and the foundation meet. 
Unlefs they deal by forcery and charms, 
I'll find thefe bury’d Lovers out, and my 
Falfe Son the Prince, who loves darknefs 
More than the blefled light, or me. 
vuf- 1 do not like this bus’nefs fhould concera 
The Prince. Though now the Rack be fomewhat out 
Of date with my old Bones, yet, for his fake, 
I fhall become a parcel-traytor too. [Enter Melora and Servant. 
Mel. I fear'd left Calladine, delaying his return 
So long, might truftrate my defiga. 
And how Evandra’s skill might work with him 
Was dangerous. I do not fee her here. 
Serv. Pray heaven, my Matter donot check my forwardnef 
T’ obey your will: he meant that you fhould ftay till his return. 
Atel. My prefence here fhall much advantage him 5 
I told thee fobefore: trult me in thy behalf. 
Duke. What Lady's that 2 
Mel. One who, to pleature you with full revenge, 
Prefents her felf to execution now, 
With greater joy than to the marriage Prieft: 
And when I name my telf Evandr2, you. 
Will know enough to fatisfie your anger. 
Duke. 1s the belov’d Bird flown from her dark Cage? 
Their Magick ws not {trong enough to hinder deftiny : 
And you will ind no am’rous pity if 
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My frozen age. My Guards {eize on her {traight. [ Enter a Guard 
Alt. Vafeo, this is Melora my Prifoner. Hons bendrees 
Vaf. Peace Devil, peace! thou wilt deftroy brave Mytteries. 

A noble Girl; I conceive all! now would 

My gracious Widow be burnt to a Charcoal, 

E’re fhe had brain or nature, for a Plot 

Like this. 

Mel. If you fulpect to find me here a lowly Sutor, 

*Tis but to haften your difpatch 

On my afflicted life, that fo 

The Prince may be atton’d to your loft love. 

Duke. Her fpirit feems too great for her foft Sex. 
But I’m refolv’d you fuddenly (hall meet that death 
Which now you bravely feek in his worft fhape. 
Enter Calladine avd Evandra. 
Call. Falfe {lave what make you here? the Princef too! 
Why did you give her liberty ? 
Serv. She told me, Sir, it was with your confent. 
Call. She has o’rereacht my skill. I am undone. 
Duke. Stay, Calladine, another prize? come back and render 

Me that Lady’s Name. 

Fvas. He knowsitnot. My Name’s Evandra, Sir. 
Mée!l. | fear am depriv’d of my intent. 

Duke. We mult to Delphos fend to folve thefe doubts. 
Evan. Do nct believe that Lady, Sir. She hath 

Beguil’d me of my name and is fo fick, 

And fond of an improper love that fhe 

Betrays her felf to pain, fuch as fhe can 

Not merit nor endure like me. 

Mel. Sir, though her eloquence ts very apt, 

And powerful to perfwade; yet you may pleafe, 

Well to confider my affertions too. 

Evan. Why do you let your kindnefs wrong me thus 5 

Undoing your Region with your love? 

Mel. Tis you have done the injury, who will 

Not fuffer me to dye in peace. 

Vaf’ Rare Wenches both! all this ts for the Prince. 
Duke. Though {mall enquiry would difcover foon 

Who juftifies the truth: yet I will end 

The difference, fo as fhall afford you equa! joy, 

And not endanger a miftake in me. 

Convey them to theFort; they both fhall dye. [The Guards eize on 
Vaf- The Duke has bury’d all his goodacfs in (them. 

Revenge. AnoldSkipper ina great ftorm 

Has more of a Lover in him. 

Duke. Lead them away. 
Call. Tl follow too, and mourn the obfequy, 
E’re ceremonious death make it compleat. 
Mel. Excufe this emulation (Madam) you 
Shall know a caufe thaz will perfwade youto 
Forgive me when I dye. 
Evan. Poor Melora! 
Alas, I pity not my felf but thee. (Ex. Call. Evan. Mel. Guards. 


Duke. Alvaro, and his Minion, Pre/pere, 
: , (Rebellious 
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(Rebellious as himfelf_) may now refign 
To hidden Fiends their dark abodes again. 
They may walk frees for fince they valu’d death 
As a delight, they thall not compafs it. 
Proclaim their next appearance to be {afe. 
I am content they fhould ftand by to fee, 
And not be able to refift, the power 
Of my revenge. 
Vaf. Revenge is a moft dangerous kind of luft 5 
The pleafure of it has ftrangely alter’d him. 
Duke. Now Vafco, the inchanted Houfe may ftand: 
But be you here to morrow with fit {trength, 
To guard their execution from impediments 
Of rage or pity 5 they fhall fuffer early. [ Exit. 
Vaf. {thank your Grace for any employment. 
Art thou a Rogue Altefto ? 
Alt. A little infected (Sir) with your company. 
Vaf. Art fuch a Rogue, that if [ bid thee from 
The Duke to cut off thefe two Ladies heads, 
Thou wilt whet the Axethy felf; and do it 
With the dexterity of a Flemming? 
Alt. Twill fee thy head in a Jeathern Cafe firft, 
Kickt in a Foot-ball-match from Gole to Gole. 
Vaf. | thank you, Sir. What fay you, Frivolo? 
Wenches and Surgery have coft you dear 5 
Have you remorfe enough to do it? 
Friv. V'll rather mutiny, break open Shops, 
And meafure Silks by the length of my Pike. 
Trif- That is a bus’nefs would more take me too, 
Than cutting off poor Ladies heads; unlefs 
Your Widow (Vafco) come within my reach. 
I could behead her for her left Ear-ring, 
Though it were but an Agat fet in Copper. 
Vaf. Let us to Bed, the Sun to morrow will 
Rife black, or [ fhall think him fuch a dull 
Infenfible Planet, as deferves no more 
Adoration than a farthing Candle. LExennt. 
Enter Leonel, Alvaro, Profpero. 
Leo. Sir, you have heard how fhe betray’d me to 
A Vow, and with what cruel menacings 
My Sifter and her felf petition’d Heaven, 
T’ aflift their Curfes in a punifhment 
Upon my after life, if I were perjur'd by 
A breach of what my promife did affure. 
Alv. It was a Vow no Jefs unkind than ftrange, 
T’ imprifon us, who had no caufe, nor will, 
To do a noble Stranger injury 5 
But I have learnt fuch true Philofophy, 
As bids me ftill forgive all but my felf. 
Prof: How comes the date of your ftrit Vow expir'd? 
And that you now afford us liberty ¢ 
Which, if my memory be juft, you faid 
She did enjoin you fhould not do, till fhe 
Was gone, and had well fatisfy’d the Duke 
Fn our behalf. Leos 
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Leon. Sir, fhe is gone, my Sifter too. One who 
Attends, by your command, thefe hidden walks, 
Did bring juft now, in breathlefS hatte, 

The dreadful News. 
4ly. Gone? and to dye? adorn’d, 
Not itke an ancient Sacrifice with Wreaths, 
Which Priefts from flowry Banks provide, 
Bat by her feveral beauties, which excel 
All the collected Chaplets of the Spring. 

Prof. Let patience tamely keep her countenance at 
This grief. The {tubborn breeding of my heart 
Will not erdure’t; why did you keep us lockt 
Within the Cave? we might have hinder’d her 
Departure and her death? you were too bold. 

Leon. Sir, 1 did hope I gain’d your pardon, when 
I mention’d the misfortune of my Vow. 

Prof. I underftand not {uch injurious Vows. 

You Jov'd her, Leonel, and through the pride 

Of envy, could not yield, fince your own hopes 
Began to fade, that mine fhould grow and flourifh. 
You with a cunning willingne(s endur’d 

Her defp’rate vifit to the Duke. 

Leo. That I did love her, isa true, and now, 

Perhaps, a fitting glory to proclaim. 

But when you fay, my pride, or envy, could 

Be guilty of fo coorfe a cruelty, 

As that which you invent, you urge me then 

To fuch a rage, as may prove dangerous. 

Reclaim your thoughts, and teach them to be civil. 

Prof. The Prince grows folemn with his grief. Let us 
Retire afide, where [ in whifper may 

-Complain, and {peak fuch reafon as fhall want 
No courage to difcover truth. [They walk afide. 

Aly. Fountains, which ever weep, - yield in their tears 

A benefit; they quench the thirfty earth, 

And cherifh a fucceeding growth. 

Th’ Arabian Tree, which does in balmy drops 
Diffolve its life, affords a Med’cine in 

Thofe Tears; but man, though he hathcaufe to make 
Him mourn, and reafon to inform him of 

That caufe, yet finds no ufe of weeping, but 

To know it brings his grief no remedy. 

Leo. My Lord, I {tay’'d upon the Garden Mount, 
And in the heat of my impatience was 
So kind, as to lament your tardinefs. 

But now I muft have leave to think, that he 
Who takes delight to heap up injuries, 
Has fury more to dare than do. 
prof. Were this a Temple, and the Prince 
| Doing the rev’rend bufinefs of a Prieft, 
I could not fuffer fuch a boaft from him, . 
Whom I have us’d with clemency in fight. 
Defend thy life or it 1s mine. Gree draw and fight: 
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No lightning in your Eyes, nor in your Sword. 

Prof You have the skill, but Pll diftemper it-————. 

Aly. Hold, hold ! is this a time to bleed > have you 
Forgot that e’re the morning Sun appears, 

There will be {treams of bloud let out 3 which he 
May drink till he be fick with Sacrifice? 

Give me thy Sword. How, Profpero? are my 
Commands grown wearifom, and cold >—— 

Prof. There, Sir.——You ftill rebuke me likea Boy. [Gives him 

Alv. How long fhall I correc thy anger, till (bis Sword. 
Thy temper will be fit to govern it ? 

Let me entreat you, Sir, to fheath your Sword. 

Leo. Sir, youare worthy tocommand 3; and know 
I wear it for my guard, and for your fervice. 

Prof. I am appointed all my actions ftill 5 
As if f were not capable to know, 

But made to fuffer injuries. 

Alv. Why doft thou frown? the fullen wrinkles on 
A Lyons brow carry a grace, becaufe 
They may become a beaft; but man fhould wear 
His courage in a drefs lovely and foft, 

Asare a Virgins bridal Ornaments. 

Prof Sir, I am taught. And yet my fenfes are 
Not fo miftaken, and fo weak, but that 
They know him falfé. He lov’d Evandra. 

Aly. Isthat acrime? you told me in the Cave 
You lov’d her too. 

Prof. (ne'er durft tell you fo, 

*Till you difcern’d my paffions, and infore’d 
A true difcovery of their hidden caufe. 

Alv. But I did call it virtue when ’twas known; 
And it did raife you highin my efteem. [T#rns to Leonel. 
Be, I befeech you, free in your confeffion. 

Did you love Evandra? and with a heart 
Sincere as fhe deferv’d >? 

Leo. Sir, the confeflion may 
Be honour to me, but no fhame. I did 
Evandra love, and with afervency 
Upright, as my Religion could direct. 

Alv. O what a fatisfy’d delight I feel, 

When others in their love concur with mine ! 

But fatally the fenfelefs world miftakes 

The priviledge of love. Does not the beft 

OF objects, Heaven, affect plurality 

Of Worthippers, and would be rather by 

Confent of many, than by one ador’d? 

And we in that chief hope are wifely glad 

Of Rivalfhip. Why then fhould you, or you 

Repine, when all of us Evandra love. 

Who merits the confent of all our Vows. 

She by all beauty makes no lefs a claim: 

Our mutual love turns envy into fhame. 

Come join your hands and feal a friendfhip here. 
Leon, You cannot, Sir, command fo faft as I'll obey. 
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Prof. 1 have not words to promife much; but (hall 
Perform all your defires with loyalty. 

Alv. ’ Tis feal’d, and [ embrace you both, for we 
Are Lovers all 3 though when the morn does rife 
And, blufhing, fees the mifchiefs of the world ; ; 
We then fhall like afflicted Turtles want 
Our Mate: and we may fit and mourn beneath 
The Willow which o'refhades the neighb’ring Brook 5 
There weep, till vanifhing in tears, we {well 
The fhallow {tream; whofe fenfelefs murmurings 
Will be explain’d hereafter in our Caufe. 

Prof. O that my heart would quickly to it {elf 
Be death’s {tern Officer, and break without 
My irreligious help. My life is tir’d. 

Leon. And I have thoughts fo wild, and fo unfafe, 
As would be fin in utterance as in act. 

Alv. Give me your hands, whilft wich a fun’ral pace 
We move to watch this difmal Tragedy. 

We may, befriended by the fecret aid 

Of Cailladine, get fafe into the Fort, 

Where in refiftance we at leaft can dye, 

If none, in favour of our caufe, revolt: 

Evandra’s Prifon Window does o’relook 

The Weftern Walk: there a Sentry, 

Difpos’d by Calladine, waits to let me take my laft fad fight, 
And at the morning Watch. Nay hand in hand ———— 
To fhew this truth in Love’s Philofophy 5 

That as one obje& equally allures 

The virtue of our loves, fo it fhall ftill 

In Rivalthip, defpite of jealoufie, 

Unite our hearts. For feveral Lovers, like 

Strange Rivers which to the fame Ocean trace, 

Do, when their torreats meet, curl and embrace. [| Exeunt. 


ACT V. SCENE. I. 


Exter two Ambaffadors with Letters, Calladine, Vafco, 
Altefto, Frivolo, 


Call. Our Letters.merit that refpect and diligence, 
I fhall afford you both; but when I bring 

You to the Duke, I fear you'll quickly find 
The priviledge of all my favour loft. 

1. Amb. Accefsand Audience, Sir, 1s all our hopes 
Prefume to get. The time befriends us not. 

2. Amb. We have had notice of thefe Ladies danger 5 
And, Sir, whatever the fuccefs fhall prove, 
Your very wifhes fhall oblige us much. 

alt. What are thefe Strangers, Ya/co, who deprive 
Themfelves of fleep to wake us before day 2 

Vaf. Ambafladors from Aillain, who have ta’ne 
Much pains in a Journey, to lofe their labour. 


They 
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They come to fave the Ladies by a Treaty. 
Call. Vafco, it is the Duke’s command that you 
Affemble ttraight from the Caft Regiments, 
Some fudden f{trength to guard the Palace-Yurd. 
vaf. What need of Guards? the Ladies have 
No Weapons but their Bodkins. 
Call. J, but deliver what I had in charge—— 
My Lords Ambaffadours, this 1s your way. 
1 Amb. Thefe preparations are fevere; I doubt 
His mind will not be eafily reclaim’d. 
2 Amb. You fee the gen’rous people like it not. [ Ex. Amb.& Call. 
Vaf. Altefto, go and Mutter up from all 
The Lanes and Allies in the Town, a Troop 
Of fine fleet Rogues 5 fuch as will turn their backs 
To a Bullet and out-run it; Men of 
No fuperftition; but that love Holy days 
Meerly for commotion. 
Friv. Let me furnifh you with a Troop of Car-men. 
Alt. I knew one, who dy’d about three months fince 
With eating meazled Pork; he lov’d Mutiny ; 
And with a Cowlftaff, would have cudgell’d Hercules. 
Enter Triftan (leading the Widow) and Lelia. 
Vaf- How now Bunting? whither move you fo faft, 
Like a fleet Snail over a Cabidge leaf; 
So early too, before day ? 
Trift. She defir'd me to be the ftaff of her age. 
Vaf- But whither I pray ? 
Wid. Why Sir, to fee the fhow. 
Vaf. The fhow! The motion of Queen Guiniver’s death, 
Adted by Puppets would pleafe her as well3 
The Jade has no more remorfe, than a Bear 
That wants his fupper. 
Wid. 1 would have a fafe place, where Imay weep, 
Without having my Handkerchief ftoln away, 
Lel. It is of pure Cambrick, and made of 
Her Grandmothers wedding Apron. 
Wid. Yes truly, and wrought when I was a Maid. 
Alt. That’s an Antiquity beyond all record. 
Vaf- Sirrah, Triftan! be you fure you avoid 
No Throng. A Crowd hard fhuffled and clofe pact 
May do me now a fpecial courtefie 5 
Let her be well fqueez’d. 
Trif?. My fhoulder fhall help her at a dead lift. 
Friv, A Scaffold that were weakly built would ferve. 
Wid. We muft make hafte! farewel Lamb. [&x.Trift. Wid. Lel. 
Vaf- Well, Gentlemen, pity my cafe: Ihave 
Had another night that would tire a Perdue 
More thana wet Furrow. 
Friv. Will the not dye? 
Vaf. I have propounded its but ftill in vain; 
And all the help the Laws afford us poor 
Miftaken Lovers, who have marry’d Money, 
Inftead of Flefh, is a divorce: it muft 
Be thought on ftraight. /teffo, haften to 
Your charge. Ak. 
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Alt. Good morrow Gentlemen. 

Friv. You want an hour to make your greet; 

Vafe. Thope Triftan will take ane Greet ior uae 
My Damfel in the Crowd. [Exenunt 

Enter Alvaro, Profpero, Leonel, Calladine. j 

Call. Their Window, Sir, is there. But let me beg 
You would not let your forrows make you known: 

For my officioufnefs to your command, 
When by your Father found, will caufe fuch jealoufie 
As may deprive me of all future means 
To ferve you. 

Aly. Truft my difcretion, Calladine. 

Call. If rafhly you refent the form of his 
Proceeding, you may lofe the hope I find 
In the Ambaffadors; who feem to bring 
(Though they are fecret in the main import ) 

Such offers, as perhaps, may be receiv’d. 
They wait mein the Palace, Sir, and you 
Mutt pleafe to make this vifit (hort. 

Aly. You may fecurely leave us. [ Exit Calladine. 
The cruel doom which fair Fuesdra mutt 
Endure, cannot perplex me, Leonel, 

More than this glorious hazard ot your Sifter. 

Leon. You now have heard, how chearfully the trove, 
To be the firft; who fhould her love confirm, 

With offer of her Virgin life. 

Alv. How mutt I ftoop, and groan beneath the weight 
Of fo much poverty, as fuch a debt 
Lays not onme alone, but on our Sex ? 

How fhall I pay this double debt of love > 
Owing to twoa heart fo conftantly 

Entire, that it could ne’er divided be. 

I muft love both, with equal flame, fince none 
Their beauty can diftingutfh, when compar’d5 
And bothin brighter virtue equal are. 

Prof: I want skill, great beauty to diftinguifhs but I 
Can feel my heart grown fore with love of it. 

Evandra and lelora are een in mourning at the Window. 

Mel. Three! difcern, and they mutt furely be 
The gentle and moft valiant Prince, 

The noble Profpero, and faithful Leonel. 

Aly. The Cafement now is open, and, e’re dawne 
Appears, a double day does feem to break 
Through Clouds of mourning. 

Evan. That is the Prince's voice. 

Aly. Your voice cannot but (weet Mufick be, 

Though you can now only a Requiem fing. 

Why fhould not Mufick, if it e’re gave life, 

Ta things inanimate, and made them move, 

Now lengthen yours who have the foul of love? 
Leon. Pardon me. Saint, that [ have kept my Vow. 
Evan. Your truth value equal to your love. 

But what is praife to mien above it grown ? 


Whofe worth we rate fo much beyond our own, 
That 
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That we, to make the world enjoy it, have 
Defign’d your freedom, and cur felves a Grave. 
Alv. What can the world enjoy when you are gone? 
Time will his Hour-glafs {top, when yours is rune 
Mel. Repent not that Example which you gave: 
You would have loft your lives our lives to fave. 
Could we dolefs than you our pattern make ? 
Refufe notthat which you would have ustake. 
Evan. Accept of your relief, now ours is paft. 
Alu. Can we accept relief which cannot lait? 
Your gift, when by your fatal deaths ’tis fign’d, 
Shews us unworthy, and your felves unkind 5 
For you reproach us with the life you give, 
By thinking we, when you are dead, can live. 
Evax Let not your love’s impatient anger wake 
Death’s {leep, fince’tis the laft we e’re fhall take. 
Mel. You to your Father quiet duty owe: 
Let not your love above your duty grow. 
Evan. The trouble of your Rivals now will ceafe 5 
And all loves Civil War expire in peace. 
For that which did enlighten Beauty, life, 
Ending in me, will quickly end your ftrife. 
Love fades with Beauty, which your diffrence bred 5 
For ev ry Lover does forfake the dead. 
Alv. Some comfert let it bring your parting mind, 
That you had pow’r to make even Rivals kind. 
Leo. In Love’s Records it fhall your glory be, 
That, whilft you govern’d, Rivals did agree. 
Prof. You are the firft that e’re Love’s knot fo ty’d, 
Astounite, whom Nature did divide. 
Evan. If twere not fit, A/elora, now to dye, 
Tcould awhile endure mortality. 
So foft a peace, here, in Love’s fhade appears, 
As cannot be more calm above the Spheres. 
But you fhould chide her, Sir, who in vain ftrife, 
Would, with the needlefs Signet of her life, 
Seal her undoubted love, and prefs to dye, 
When with my death I all might fatisfie. 
Aly. Why did Melora thus my foul undo ? 
That is but half the queftion, why did you, 
Evandra, tomy Fathers wrath fubmit ? [The Ladies look back 
Love's great Examples ftay! leave us not yet! ( fuddenly. 
Evan. The Guards are entring, and have brought our doom, 
The fhorteft of our fatal hours is come. 
Renowned Prince, and faithful Leovel, 
Aad valiant Profpero, to all farewel. 
Mel. Farewel for evermore, the gentle and 
Moft valiant Prince, the noble Profpero, 
The brave and faithfal Leowel, farewel. 
| Exeunt Ladies from above,Prof. and Leon.drawing their Swords. 
Alv. Nay {tir not Gentlemen; It is in vain: 
We have not ftrength enough to ftorm the Fort. 
Make not your purpofe known before your deeds. 
We mutt attend the pity of the Crowd. 
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Leo. AthiCton new is urg’d to fuch extreams 
That patience feems to change her conftant faces 
She Ar{t looks pale with doubt, and then does bluth 
As if athim'd of remedy when it is flow. : 
Alu. Cover your courage, and pray heat 
Prof? S:r, whither fhall ee go? ne Bigee tors 
Alv. Where we may beft obferve, 
What looks the Officers and Souldiers wear. 
If they begin to grieve, their grief will foon 
To anger grow 5 from whom the people, prone 
To paflion, quickly will take fire. Too long 
My Father has my conftant duty known; 
And now may find the peoples change, when they 
My lownefs meafure with his high fuccefs : 
For as they {till all profperous greatnef hate, 
So my affliction may their pity move; 
They Princes only in affiiction love. [Exeunt. 
Enter Duke, Calladine, Valco,two Ambaffadors,and Attendants. 
Duke. Have you given charge toall our Officers, 
To line with double Guards the paflage from 
The Fort, and to fecure the Palace-yard 
With men well difciplin’d> 
Call. It was directed, Sir, by your command. 
Vafe. But for their difcipline, it is as good 
As Prifons, Gallies, or the Stews could givethem: 
Men of ftric& confcience, that will fay their prayers 
Before they mutiny, and a long Grace 
Before they fall to plunder. 
Call. His anger feems fo fixt, that.I fufpect 
Th’ Ambaffadors will take their Jeave of hope. 
Duke. My Lords Ambafiadours, pray take your place, 
You treat now with a Prince, who rather would 
Be held unmerciful, than break his Vow. 
You may interpret my decree fo ill, 
As to pronounce that cruel, which, [ think, 
Inthe worft fence, is but feverely juft. 
Your Matter (when the chance of War did yield 
My Brother to his pow’r) ftole in the dark 
His molt renown’d and pretious life. 
He durft not give the wrathful act an open light. 
But I am not afham’d of my revenge, 
It fhall endure the publick teft; to thew 
I dare invite the cenfure of the World. 
1 Amb. We come not to excufe the caufe of your 
Revenge, but to divert the dire effec 
From you and us. Revenge fo fruitful is, 
That the fucceffion of it will not ceafe5 
But ftill, whilft pow’r has any ftrength, it does 
Beget new Monfters to amaze the World. 
2 Amb. And, with your Highnefs leave, we judge 1t may 
Be more your intereft, rather to exhauft 
Our Mafters treafure than his bloud5 which fhall 
Submit even to your own account, if you 
Will pleafe to cover the offences paft, 


267 


And 


———————<$ 
268 Love and Honour. 
And free his Daughter, and Agora, from 
The danger of this day. 
Duke. 1am not fo impov’rifht by our War, 
That I have need to fell my Brothers bloud. 
[Enter Evan. Mel. Guards at one door, Alv. Prof. Leo. at the 
Room for the Prifoners; who fhall foon (other door. 
Have larger freedom than you with, for they 
By death will gain the liberty of Souls. 
Vafto. give me your ear. _ (Whifpers with him. 
Aly Stay at this d'{tance, and be temp’rate, till 
I judge the feafor fit to try our triends. 
How beautiful is forrow, when ’tis dreft 
By Virgin-1onocence? it makes 
Felicity in others feem deform’d. 
My patience grows unfit to counfel yours. 
éeon. And I grow every minute worfe prepar’d, 
Totake that counfel which you cannot give. 
Prof? My loyalty 1s {pent it was too tame 
A virtue for a mind fo much provokt. 
Duke. The Prince does breed a tumult in his looks. 
Be watchful o’re our Guards, and diligent 
To mark the multitude. If it divides 
To leffer Kaovts, of bufie Wh:fperers, 
And then from parcels, and ‘rom whi‘pers, does 
Grow fuddenly to acollec&ed Throng, 
And genera! murmur, ‘twill be dangerous. 
Vaf- (hall be careful, Sir. The Prince will find 
Few Enemies tn all my Tribe. 
Dike. If you have any words from Afijllar, which 
Concerns their knowledge e’re they dye, be brief. 
You have, my Lords Ambatladors, free leave 
To whifper your affairs or, if you pleafe, 
Let it be publick to the World. 
1. 4mb. Your cruel refolution, Sir, has fo 
Reftrain’d our fpeech, that all we hall 
Deliver to Evandra now, 1s but 
Her Parents, and her Country’s tears and thofe 
We can by mourning deputation pay. 
2. Amb. And to Melora, who in kindnefs thus 
Has fhar’d her deftiny, we may affure 
The worlds eternal wonder and applaufe. 
_ Evan. It will deprive me of fome joy in death, 
To think my Father needs muft fuffer by 
Unprofitable grief: and ’tis the aft 
Requeft I make, that he would wifely now 
Forget my Obfequies, and Name. 
Mel. And my condition fues, that thofe who fhall 
Hereafter read the bufine(s of this day, 
Will not believe [ fuffer to get fame, 
But for a fecret in my hidden love. 
1. Amb. Conlult with Juftice, Sir. Muft they both dye? 
Duke. Both, and { think my payment 1s but (hort 5 
When I compare the folid weight of werth, 
My Brother had, with their light Sex. 


1 with fome man, who boafts your Mafters blood. 
Were fingly here to undergo their fate; 
It would more pleafure my revenge. But, fince 
There is no hope in that defire, away ! ae 
Lead them to death! 
Leo. Stay, Sirs reprieve them but one mj c 
Till you have Rearde Stranger fpeak. eee 
Alv. What means this noble Youth? 
Duke. Be fudden then; 
For my revenge will not endure delay. 
Leo. If I produce a Prince ally’d to him, 
Whom you abhor and perfecute: will you 
With folemu Vows confirm their liberty, 
And take his life to fatisfie your wrath 2 
Duke. By alla Prince’s Faith is worth, I will; 
And vow devoutly to fo wifht a Miracle. 
Leo. I dare believe your Vow, you were fo jule 
Though cruel in your laft; and know my joys 
Mutt take the priviledge to boalt, you now 
Have loft the pow’r to make them dye. 
Duke, It fhall be wonderful if that prove true! 
Leo. 1 am not Leonel the Afillain Knight : 
But Leovel the Duke of Parma’s Son, 
Heir to his fortune and his fame. 
Evan, Thy Brother does reveal himfelf, 
Melora, and outdo our glorious ftrife. 
Leo. By this you find, [ am to Adillain near 
Ally’d3 but, that I may provoke you more; 
Know, Sir, it was my valiant Father took 
Your Brother Pris’ner, and prefented him 
Where he receiv’d his death: my Father, who 
So oft has humbled you in War, and led 
His profp rous Enfigns to your Palace walls. 
Alv. He {wells my bofom with his mighty mind: 
He would tranfcend my honour and my love, 
But, Count, we mutt adore not envy him. 
Prof. fam, as your Difciple, taught; 
But yet [ hope it 1s no crime to with 
Fortune had me the Heir of Parma made; 
Then it had been my luck to dye for them. 
vaf. Here is fome comfort yet; I’m for the Ladies. 
Call. This has not given our forrows a full cure. 
Duke. Sir, you are boldeft with your felf: 
But you thall find, I need no admonition to 
Obferve my vow. Unbind the Ladies ftraight, 
And lead this Champion to encounter Death. 
1 Amb, Stay Sir, he muft not dye. 
Duke. How? Age and Grief makes thee a Fool, or mad. 
1 Amb. He mutt not, Sir, if your revenge be wile, 
And fix your anger where ‘tis molt deferv’d. 
Behold Allain himfelf, your Enemy. [Takes off a falfe beard. 
Live valiant youth, and let my years (which time 
Would foon determine) be the ranfom:of 
My chiefeft bloud; Evandra, do not weep. 
Evan. 
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Evan. O Sir, there was lefs ufe of me; why would 
You with this danger on your felf, deftroy. 

That noble Fame [ vertuoufly purfu’d? 

Mel. Our hope of endlefs glory now is loft. 

Aly. Has Heaven perform’d fo much to check Revenge, 
And willit not in clemency proceed ? 

Duke. My utmoft wifhes with fuccefs are crown'd. 
This was a juftice, Sir, more than I could 
Expect from my own Stars; free Leonel, 

And let him fuffer the intended f{troak: 

2 Amb. Firlt hear me (peak, and, Sir, though you may doubt 
My manners, and difcretion loft, yet I 
Will boldly fay he fhall not dye, nor none 
OF thefe, though all in your command and pow’r. 

Vaf. Say’ft thou fo old Shaver? make but that good, 
And the Maids of savoy fhall kifs thee, till 
Thou recover thy youth again. 

Duke. This were a Myftery would pleafe indeed. 

2 Amb. Look on me well, [ am your Brother, Sir [Pulls off a 
And though Ten years [ have been hid from (Beard. 
Your fight; this noble Duke has us’d me fo, 

In all retir’d felicities of life, 
That I had never caufe to think I was 
His Prifoner, but a Partner of his pow’r. 

Alv. How wifely have the Heavens contriv’d this joy! 

1 Amb. And though his fortune in the War, which 
Made your Armies ever flourifh with fuccefs, 

Made me prevent my Countries ruine, by 
Detaining him from your Employment there3 
Yet he enjoy’d all the delights that Solitude 
Affords: and when he chofe his happirefs 

In Books, and deep difcourfes, of the learn’d, 
I fearcht the moft remote and knowing World, 
For men to furnifh his defires, 

2 Amb. itis acknowledg’d, Sir, with lib’ral thanks. 

Duke. How welcome are thefe Miracles? let me 
Embrace thee as the greateft joy, that fince 
My birth [ have recetv’d. O my lov’d Brother, 

Thou feeft, though abfent, I have ever been 
True to thy vertues and thy memory. 

2 Amb. But, Sir,too {trict a Malter of your vow; 
Yet ’tis a fault, my gratitude fhould more 
Admire with thankfulnefs, than chide. 

Duke. This happy day deferves a fignal place 
In all our Kallenders. 

2 Amb. Let me deliver to your courteous Arms 
The Duke of Agilain, Sir, good and renown'd, 


W's. ‘am the true and Priecely Leonel 
snc sow Alvaro my moft honour'd Nephew [The Dake embraces 
4. Dread Sir, that every one may fhare the joy (them. 


Aoc bleffiags of this pretious hour; let me 
£ 2!tore bold Profpero to your former love. 
«ke. He fhall be cherifht, and his faults forgiven. 
Pro? I will deferve it, Sir, in future deeds 
Of 


Love and Honour. 


ead ett oe ssn eae ee 

Of Honour, and of Loyal faith. How I 

Am rapt to fee thofe wonders ftrangely thrive > 
Vaf. What think you of the Stars now, Calladine 2 

Do thofe {mall twinkling Gentlemen 

Look to their bufinefs well > 
Call. It is beyond our merit or our hope. 
vaf- Vil buy me an Cptick, ftudy Aftrology, 

And vifit “em in Moon-fhine on my Houfe Leads. 
Duke. The chiefelt hope we can from virtue have 

Is the encreafe of it by Hymens help. : 

Come my Alvaro, Vll beftow the ftraight. 

Mel. A little patience, Sir, and hear me {peak, 

Before you give, what lawfully is mine. 

Duke. Indeed thou doft deferve him by thy love. 
Mel. In love Evandra’s intereft equals mine 5 
But I'll appeal, Sir, to his Vow; which, fure, 
Her goodnefs will affitt. 
Alv. 1 thall not need, 

More than Religion to fecure my vow, 

But where (Aéelora) was it made > 
Mel. Sir, in my Fathers Court, when five years fince 

(You came difguis’d to fee a triumph there) 

You promift, if our Houfes enmity 

Were ever reconcil’d, the Church fhould join 

Our hands. 

Leo. Sir, what my Sifter {peaks, I can atteft, 
And hope this day thall end our Parents ftrife, 
In a kind Peace. 

Duke. Which thus I will confirm, 

Take him, Afelora, and receive with him 

Thofe bleffings, which your virtues have deferved. 
Aly. Did you for this with kind Evamdra {trive, 

Who fhould encounter danger firft? though War 

Has kept, five years, your beauty from my fight, 

And in the Cave you did a Stranger feem; 

Yet [remember now your itnes of beauty, 

Thofe you have kept, and I will keep my Vow. 

1. Amb. My belt Evandra, give me now thy hand 5 

And here receive it valiant Leonel 5 

For I mutt ratifie the Faith [ gave, 

That when this War expir’d, fhe fhould be thine. 
Duke. Then he may ftraight pofleffion take. 
Evan, Alvaro’s virtues, Sir, and yours, have both 

An equal claim. Perfons I ne’er admir’d 

So much, to breed a diff’rence in my choice; 

My Fathers promife, and my love, have made 

Me yours. 

Leo. Iam o’recharg’d with my felicity. 

Alv. Still may Evandra’s gladnefs be renew’d, 

Whom I, with peaceful joy, can fee 

Defign'd by Fate, to happy Leonel. 

Evan. And fhall celebrate Az/ora’s choice. 

Prof: Thefe great atchievements are fo well deferv'd, 

That I have loft my envy, not my love. 
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Call. Such another good day would make us all mad. 

vaf. Yet I muft to my old Trot again. 

Duke. Let Hyeen join thofe Hearts, whofe ftedfaft Faith, 
Pow’r, with the frowns of death, could never move: 
This happy day I'll confecrate to Love. [Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


Roth, Gentlemen, you muft vouchfafe a while 
T excufé my mirth, I cannot chufé but fmile, 
And ’tis to think, how like a fubtle fpye 
Our Poet waits to hear his deftiny 5 
Fuji in the Entry as you pafs, the place 
Where firf) you mention your diflike or grace: 
Pray whifper fofily that he may not hear, 
Or elfe fuch words as fhall not blaf his ear. 
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The Names of the Perfons. 


The Duke of savoy. 

Lord Axgelo, his Deputy. 
Benedict, Brother to Angelo. 
Lucio “De 
Biers tHis Friends. 
Efchalus, a Countellor. 
Claudio, in love with Juliette. 
Provoft. 

Fryer Thomas. 

Bernardine, a Prifoner. 
Jaylor. 

Fool. 

Hangman. 

Pages. 


Beatrice, a great Heirefs 

Tfabella, Sifter to Claudio. 

Julietta, Miltrefs to Claudio. 

Viola, Sifter to Beatrice 3 very young. 
Francifta, a Nun. 
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Gili so CENE I; 
Enter Duke, Angelo, and Attendants. 


Duke. | {ure in this your fcience does exceed 
The meafures of advice; and to your skill, 
By deputation, I refolve to leave a while 
My place and ftrength. 
Ang. Your Highnefs does amaze me with your trutft. 
Duke. Your Brother will be here to night; and brings 
His fhare of Victory and fair renown. 
That Victory gives me now free leifure to 
Purfue my old defign of travelling 5 
Whilft, hiding what I am, in fit difguife, 
I may compare the Cuftoms, prudent Laws, 
And managements of foreign States with ours. 
Ang. Your Highnefs has a plenteous choice of men, 
Whom yon may here depute with more fuccefs, 
Than my abilities can promife. 
Duke. Here, take our Commiffion—_. 
In which we have enabled you with all 
The fev’ral {trengths and organs of my Pow’r: 
Your youth may bear that weight, which tires my Age. 
Ang. In this acceptance, Sir, I do with fome 
Uowillingnefs obey your pleafure. 
Duke. Heaven does with us, aswe with Torches do, 
Not light them for themfelves, but others ufe. 
For if our virtues go not forth of us, 
It were alike as if we had them not. 
Be thou at full our felf} whilft we are abfent 
From our Seat In Turin. 
Ang. Sir, I could with 
There were more tryal of my mettle made, 
Before fo noble and fo great 
A Figure as your own be ftampt on it. 
Duke. No more evafion, 
I have proceeded towards you with choice, [ Exter Efchalus. 
Sufficiently prepar’d. Good Efehalus 
Your ceremony now of taking leave 
Mult needs be fhort. You know the purpofe of 
My truft to Angelo, who here hasmy 
Commiffion feal’d. 
Efch. Your Highnefs having been 
So long refolv’d to travel, could not leave 
A Deputation of your Pow’r in better hands. 
Duke. Farewel ! our hafte from hence is of import. 
You fhall, as time and fit occafion ferves, 
Have Letters from us 5 and I hope to know, 
With equal care, what does befall you here. : 
Ang. Will not your Highnefs give us leave to bring 
You onward on the way ? 


Duke. My hatte permits it not. 
You 
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You need not (on mine honour) have to do 
With fcruple, for your {cope is as mine own; 
So to inforce, or qualifie the Laws, 
As to your foul feems good. Give me your hand, 
I'll privately away 3 [love the People; 
But would not on a Stage falute the Crowd. 
I never relifht their applaufe 5 nor think 
the Prince has true difcretion who affects it. 
Be kind ftill to your Brother Benedick, 
And give him that refpect which he 
Hath by his (hare in Victory deferv’d. 
Once more farewell. 
Ang. The Heavens give fafety to your purpofes. 
E/ch. Lead forth, and bring you back in happinefs. [E&x. Duke. 
Ang. I fhall defire you Efchalus, to let 
Me have free {peech with you : for it concerns 
Me much to fee the bottom of my place. 
The Duke has left me pow’r, but of what ftrength 
And nature it will prove, may haply 
Require your friendfhip to confider. 
Efch. My Lord, if it fhall pleafe you to withdraw, 
You may command my fecrefie and fervice. | Exeunt. 
Enter Beatrice, Julietta, Viola, Balthazar. 
Beat. Does Signior Benedick return to night ? 
Balt. We may expect him prefently. He brings 
A (hare of conqueft with him, and intends 
To makea modeft Entry here by ftealth: 
But he 1s {till as pleafant as you left him. 
Feat. How many has he kill’d, and eaten, in 
Thefe Wars? but pray, how many has he kill’d? 
For I promis’d to eat all of his killing. 
Bult. Hehas done great fervice inthefe Wars, Lady. 
Beat. Sure you had mufty victual then 5 
And he has helpt to eatit. I know, Sir, 
He isa valiant Trencher-man, and has 
A good {tomach. 
Balt. He is a good Souldier, Lady. 
Beat. A good Souldier 
Toa Lady, but what is he to a Lord? 
Balt. A LordtoaLord, aman toaman: 
Stuft with all honourable virtues. 
Beat. Heis, indeed, no lefs than a {tuft man. 
But for the ftuffing Well, we are all mortal. 
Jul. Donot miftake my Coufin Beatrice, Sir, 
There is a kind of a merry war between 
Count Benedick and her: they never meet, 
But there is a skirmifh of wit between ’em. 
Beat. He got nothing by that. In our laft encounter 
Four of his five wits did go halting off3 
And now the whole man is govern’d by one. 
I pray, Sir, who’s his Companion now ? for he was wont, 
Every Month to have a new fworn Brother. 
Balt. Is’t poffible ? 
Beat. Very poflible. 


ee 


The Law againft Lovers, 


He wears his faith but as the fafhion of 
His Hat 3 it ftill changes with the next Block. 
Balt. Madam, the Gentleman is not in your Books, 
Viol. If he were, I have heard my Sifter fay 
She would burn her Study. 
Balt. Small Miftrefs, have you learnt that in your Primer? 
This, Madam, is your pretty Bud of wit. 
Viol. A Bud that has {ome prickles, Sir. Take heed; 
You cannot gather me. 
Beat. But, Signior Balthazar, 
I pray who is Count Bexedicks Companion? 
Balt. At idle feafons, Madam, he is pleas’d 
To ufe no better company than mine. 
Beat. Hewill hang on you like a difeafe, 
He’s fooner caught than the Peftilence 5 
And the taker does run prefently mad. 
Heaven help you Balthazzr, if you have caught 
The Benedickt, for it will coft you more 
Thana thoufand pounds to be cur’d. 
Balt. 1 wifh I may hold friendthip with you, Lady. 
Beat. Y’ave the wit, Sir, to wifh for your felf. 
Jul. You'll never run mad Confin. 
Beat. Not till a hot January. [ Enter Servant. 
Serv. Madam, your Guardian’s Brother, Count Bexedick , 
Is newly enter’d. 
Beat. The man of War, having been flefht 
Inthe laft Battel, will bear all before him. 
Let us found a retreat, and hide our felves 
Behind the Hangings, to mark his behaviour. 
Viol. Dear Sifter, let me hide my felf too 
(Beatrice, Viola, Juliet, /fep behind the Hancings. 
Balt. O pray do, witha Bongrace from the Sun. 
Madam, I'll leave you to your Ambufh. 
Enter Benedick, Efchalus. 
Ben. My Brother private in affairs of State > 
Efch. My Lord, he’s at this inftant much referv’d 5 
But, when I fhall acquaint him you are here, 
He will difmifs his bufinefs to receive, 
And welcome you? 
Ben. Signior Efchalus, 1 thank you: but it 
Is fit our private love fhould give free way 
To fervice which concerns the publick profit. 
Iam, Sir, infome trouble, that [ could 
Not have the happinefs of paying my 
Obedience to his Highnefs e’re he went. 
Will he be abfent long ? 
Efch. That is unknown 
Even to your Brother Axgelo 5 who is bis full 
Vicegerent here, and hath receiv'd commands 
To let you tafte his Pow’r, to every ufe 
That can procure you any benefit, 
In memory of your laft fervice. [ Enter Lucio. 
Luc. My Lord you are moft happily return’d, 
And met withall che joys wecan exprels. 
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Ben. Lucio, 1 am much pleas’d to fee you wells 
It gives me hope that I fhall have but few 
Sad Evenings here in Turiz, if the 
Beauties which I left be not quite wither’d, 
Their Voices craé&, and their Lutes hung on Willows. 
Luc. My Lord, I am not only haften’d hither by 
My Love to be the firft that fhall congratulate 
Your good fuccefs abroad, but to entreat 
Your aid at home. If you will pleafe but to 
Take leave of that grave Magi(trate a while, 
I fhall deliver you a meffage from mankind. 
Ben. How, Lucio? That is of concern indeed. 
Signior, I {hall befeech you to obferve 
My Brother’s leifure, that I may attend him. 
Efch. Your Lordfhip is moft welcome to Turix. [Exét Efchalus. 
Ben. Now, Lucio, {peak your affair from that great 
Common-Wealth which fent you, Mankind. 
Balth. They are too many for you to énquire 
Particularly after their healths; therefore 
He may without Ceremony proceed. 
Luc. You have heard of the Supream Pow’r plac’d in 
Count Axgelo your Brother ? 
Ben. I have, Lucio. 
Luc. Under your favour, Sir, 
I may fay the beginning of his rule 
Is not pleafing to the beft fort of men, 
He deals very hardly with Lovers. 
Ben. Tam forry to hear that of a Brother. 
Luc. My Lord, fam more forry to report it. 
He has already reviv’d an old Law, 
Which condemns ‘any man to death, who gets, 
Being unmarry’d, a Woman with Child. 
Ben. How Lucio? does he mean to govern like 
The Tyrant Turk, with Ev’nuchs of his Council ? 
Luc. You mutt affwage the choler of his wifdom, 
And put him in mind that men are frail. 
Bex. This bufinefs, Balthazar, requires our care 3 
For we having profefied againft the bonds 
Of Marriage, andhe, re(training 
The liberty of Lovers, the good Duke 
When he returns, will find no Children left 
In Turin. 
Luc. For my part, Sir, 
Tonly fear the deftruction of Learning : 
For if there be no Children, farewel Gramar-Schools. 
Ben. Come, we mutt fit in Council, Balthazar, 
Increafe our party, and {till defie marriage. 
Beat. We cannot hear’em, Juliet; let usenters [Enter Beat. Jul. 
Ben. My dear Lady difdain! are you yet living? (Viol. 
Beat. Can difdain dye when fhe has fo fit food 
To feed it as Benedich? 
Ben. I am belov’d of all Ladies, only 
You excepteds and Iam forry they mutt lofe 
Their fighs 5 for I havea hard heart, 
And can love none. Beat. 
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Beat. A happinefs to Women; who would elfe 
Be troubled with a moft pernicious Suitor > 
ButI can anfwer your humour; for I 
Had rather hear my Dog bark at a Crow, 
Than a Man {wear he loves me. 
Ben. Keep in that mind, Lady, for then fome of my 
Friends may {cape a predeftinate {cratcht face. 
Beat. Scratching could not make it worfe, 
If it were fuch a Face as Benedick’s. 
Ben. You are a rare Parrot-teacher. 
Beat. A Birdof my tongue, is better than a Bealt of yours: 
Ben. would my Horfe had the {peed of your Tongue ; 
But keep your way: I have done. 
Beat. Fuliet, he always ends with a Jades trick. 
jul. The Gentleman’s wit 1s tir'd after {purring. 
Vio. Y’are welcome home my Lord. Have you brought 
Any Pendants, and fine Fans, from the Wars ? 
Ben. Whet my {weet Bud, you are grown to a Bloffom! 
Vio. My Sifter has promis’d me that I fhall be 
A Woman, and that you fhall make love to me, 
When you are old enough to have a Wife. 
Ben. This is not a chip of the old Block, but will prove 
A {mart Twig of the young Branch. (Enter Etch. and Serv. 
Ech. Lord Angelo expects you, Sir, and this 
Fair Company. Ex. Beat. Ben. Balth. Jul. Efch. Vio. 
Serv. Signior Claudio, now under an Arreft, 
Defires to {peak with you. 
Luc. How! under Arref{t? The Governour’s houfe 
Is no proper place for a Prifoners vifit. 
Pray favour me fo much as to tell him that 
I'll come down to receive his commands. [ Ex. Serv. Luc. 
Enter Provolt, Claudio, Officers. 
Claud, Thus can the Demi-ged Authority make 
Us pay down for our offence by weight [ Exter Lucios 
Luc. Claudio! how now! from whence comes this reftraint ? 
claud. From too much liberty. 
As Surfet is the father of a Faft, 
So Liberty by the immoderate ufe, 
Turns to reftraint. Our Nature does purfue 
An evil Thirft, and when we drink we dye. 
Luc. If I could {peak as wifely under Arreft, 
I would fend for fome of my Creditors 5 
Yet (to fay truth) I had rather enjoy 
The foppery of freedom, than the wife 
Morality of Imprifonment. What 
Is thy offence Claudio ? 
Claud. To {peak of it were to offend again. 
Luc. What is it, Murder ? 


Claud. No. 
Luc. (believe ’tis that which the precife call Incontinence. 
Claud. You may call it fo. { Enter Balthazar. 


Bal. 1 amtold Clandio is Arrefted. 
Luc. ‘Tis too true, Balthazar. 
Bal’ What is his crime ? 
Luce 
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Luc. Lord Angelo has taught us fo much modefty, 
That [ am afham’d to name it. 
Balth, What, is there a Maid with Child by him? 
Luc. No, but I fear there isa Woman with Maid by him. 
Prov. Signior, I fhall offend if you ftay here: 
Be pleas’d to go. 
Claud. Provoft, allow me but a few words more. 
Luc. Pray Claudio {peak your mind: we are your friends. 
Claud. I grieve to tell you, Gentlemen, that I 
Have got poffeflion of Fulietta’s bed. 
She is my Wife by facred vows, and by 
A contract feal’d with form of witnefles. 
Bat we the ceremony lack of marriage, 
And that, unhappily, we did defer 
Only for the affurance of a Dowry, 
Remaining in the Coffers of her Friends 5 
From whom we thought it fit to hide our love, 
Till time had mafter’d their confent to it. 
But fo it happens, that 
Our oft {toln pleafure is now writ 
With Characters too grofs in Juliet. 
Bal. With Child perhaps. 
Claud. Tis fo3 
And the new Deputy | 
Awakens all the enroll’d penalties, 
Which have been Nineteen years unread, and makes 
Me feel the long neglected punifhment, 
By fuch a Law, as three days after 
Arreft, requires the forfeit of my head. 
Luc. Thy head ftands now fo {lightly 
On thy fhoulders, that a Milk-maid, if the 
Be in love, may figh it off. 
Bal, Lucio, you are a {tranger to Lord Angelo, 
But I well know the fowrenefs of his Soul : 
And I was told in paffing to you hither, 
That Juliet is Arrefted in his houfe, 
And force’d from the protection of 
The Lady Beatrice his fair Ward. 
Luc. Wlike it not: fend quickly to the Duke, 
And then appeal to him. 
Claud. 1 have done fo3 but he’s not to be found. 
I prethee, Lucio, lend me thy affiftance 3 
This day my Sifter fhould the Cloifter enter, 
And there receive her approbation. 
Acquaint her with the danger Iam in. 
Implore her in my name, that fhe make friends 
To the ftri& Deputy: fhe muft her felfaflay him; 
Ihave great hope inthat; for in her youth 
There is a {weet and {peechlefs dialect, 
Such as moves men; and well fhe can perfwade. 
Luc. 1 wifh fhe may. ¥ would be loth 
That any of my friends fhould foolifhly 
Play away their lives at a Game of Tick-tack. 
Bal. We will both to her prefently. 
Claud. 
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[ Exeunt. 


Claud. Come Officers, away ! 
Enter Duke and Fryer Thomas. 

Duke. No, Holy Fathers throw away that thought 5 
Lov’s too tender to dwell in my cold bofom. : 
I defire you to give me fecret harbour, 

For a defign more grave and wrinkled than 
The aims of giddy youth can have. 

Fryer. May your Grace {peak of it > 

Duke. None, Holy Father, better knows than you 
How I have ever lik’d a life retir’d; ‘ 
And {till have weary of Affemblies been, 

Where witlefs youth comes dreft to be ador'd. 
Ihave deliver’d to Lord Azgelo 

(A man of ftrictnefs, and firm abftinence) 

My abfolute pow’ and place here in Turin 3 
And he believes me travelling to spaiz 5 

Now (pious Sir) you will demand of me 
Why I did this? 

Fryer. I fain would know. 

Duke. We have {trict Statutes, and chaftifing Laws, 
Which I have fuffer’d Nineteen years to fleep, 

Even jike an o’regrown Lyon in a Cave 

That goes not out to Prey. But as fond Fathers 
Bind up the threatning Rod, and ftick it in 
Their Childrens Sight, for terror more than ufe, 
Till it in time become more markt than fear’d3 
So our decrees, dead to infliction, to 
Themfelves are dead, and froward liberty, 
Does Juttice ftrike, as Infants beat the Nurfe. 

Fryer. This ty’d-up Juftice, Sir, you might have foon 
Let loofe, which would have {eem’d more dreadful 
Than in Angelo. 

Duke. Too dreadful,Sir. For fince 
It was my fault to give the People {cope, 

It may feem tyranny to punifh them, 

For what I bid them act. We do no lefs 
Than bid unlawful actions to be done, 
When evil deeds have their permiffive Pafs. 

Fry. I am convinc’d. 

Duke. | have on Angelo impos’d 
Tl’unpleafant pow’r of punifhing; who may 
Within the Ambufh of my name,—— {trike home. 
And to behold how he does rule, I will, 

As if [ were a Brother of your Order, 

Vifit both Prince and People. Therefore, I pray, 
Supply me with the Habit, and inftruct me how 

I may in perfon a true Fryar feem. 

I can allow you no more reafons for 

This action now, thanthat Lord Angelo 

Stands at a Guard with Envy, and does fcarce 

Confefs that his bloud flowss 

The Man feems fingular, but we fhall fee, 

If Pow’r change purpofe, what our feemers be. [ Exceunte 


Enter 
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Enter \fabella, avd Francifca a Nun. 
I/a. But have you Nuns no further priviledge ? 
Nun. Are not thefe large enough > 
If. They are; [ fpeak not as defiring more, 
But rether withing a more ftrict reftraint 
Wer: oa the Sifterhood vow’d to Saint Clare. 
Luc. Ho! peace be in this place! LLucio, Balthazar within. 
Ifib. Who is it that does call? 
Num. {tis a mans voice. Gentle Z/abella, 
Pray tura the Key, and know his bufinefs of him: 
You may, I may not; you are yet unfworn. 
When you have vow’d you mutt not {peak with men, 
But in the prefence of the Priorefs 5 
Then if you fpeak, you mutt not fhew your face 5 
Or if you fhew your face, you mult not fpeak. 
Luc. Ho! the Sifterhood. 
Nun. He calls agains [ pray you anfwer him. 
Ifab. Peace and Profperity. Whois't that calls? [Ester Luc.Bale. 
Luc. Hail Virgin! pleafe you befriend us fo, 
As to permit us to the fight of Z/zbell, 
A novice of this place, and Sifter to 
Young Claudio, her unhappy Brother. 
Ifab. Why her unhappy Brother? Let me ask 5 
The rather fince Inow muft make it known 
Tam that J/abella, and his Sifter. 
Luc. Gentle, and fairs your Brother kindly greets you. 
Bal. We cannot, Lucio, come too fuddenly 
With forrows to a mind prepar'd3; ‘tis fit 
You tell her that her Brother is in Prifon. 
Ifab. Ay me! for what? 
Luc. For that which cannot be excus’d 3 
And yet, perhaps ifhe were try’d 
By Judges not much older than himfelf, 
Would have an eafie punifhment. He has, 
I hope unwillingly, got his friend with Child. 
If: Sir, make me not your fcorn. 
Luc. I would not, though tis my familiar fin, 
To jeft with Maids, play with all Vigins fo. 
I hold you as a thing infhrin’d, and to 
Be talkt with as a Saint in all fincerity. 
If. You burt the good in mocking me. 
Bal. Believe what he has faid is truth. 
Ifab. Some one with Child by him? my Coufin Juliet 2 
Luc. Is fhe your Coufin? 
Ifzb. Adoptedly, as School-maids change their names. 
Luc. She it is. 
Tfab. Let him marry her. 
Bal. Marry’d, they are in fight of Heaven, though not 
With fuch apparent forms, as makes the Law 
Approve and witnefs it. 
Luc. The Duke is very ftrangely gone from hence 3 
And with full force of his authority, 
Lord Azgelo now Rules; a man whofe bloud 
Is very Snow-broth, one who never feels 
The 
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The wanton motions of the fenfe 5 but does 
Rebate and blunt his natural edge, 

With Morals, Lady. He ftudies much, 
And fafts. 

Balt. To frighten Libertines (who long have fcap’d, 
And filently have run by th’ {leeping face 
Of hideous Law, as Mice by Lyons fteal_) 

Lord Angelo has haftily awak’d 
A dreadful act, under whofe heavy fenfe, 
Your Brothers life falls into defperate forfeit. 

Luc. All hope ts gone, unlefs you have the grace; 
By moving Prayers, to (often Amgelo. 

Tz. Does he fo fteraly feek his life > 

Luc. He has already fentenc’d him, and (as 
I hear) the Provoft has a Warrant for 
His Execution. 

1fab. Alas, what poor abilities 
Have I to do him good ? 

Balt. Make tryal of what pow’r you have, 

Ifab. My pow’r alas I doubt! 

Luc. Go to Lord Axgelo, and Jet him know, 
When Virgins fue, men give like Gods; 

But when they weep and kneel, no pow’r has thea 
So much of Devil in’t, as not to yield. 

Ifab. Vil fee what I can do. 

Luc. But {peedily. 

fab. 1 will about it ftraight 5 
Not ftaying longer, than to give the Mother 
Notice of my bufinefs. I humbly thank you. 
Commend meto my Brother. Soon at night 
I'll fend him certain word of my fuccefs. 

Luc. We take our leaves. 

Iab. Heaven guide you, Gentlemen} 

And fo prepare to Angelo my way, 
As if Saint Cézre did prompt me how to pray. 


ACT If. SCENE EL 


Enter Angelo, Benedick. 


Ben. PYUT for ill doing, Sir, muft Claudio dye? 
Ang. The Law appoints that he 
Who gets a Child unlawfully muft dye. 

Ben. But muft a man be requited with death, 
For giving life to another ? 

Ang. Wemutft not make a {care-crow of the Law 3 
Setting it up to fright our Birds of prey; 
And let it keep one fhape, till cuftom makes it 
Not their terrour, but their Pearch. 

Ben. Call, Sir, your own affections to accompt. — 
Had time concur’d with place, or place with withing 3 
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And had the refolution of your blood, 
Found means t’attain th’ effect of your own purpofe, 
Perhaps, in fome hot feafon of your life, 
Even you, Sir, would have err’d in that, 
For which you cenfure him. 
Ang. Tis one thing to be tempted, Bezedick , 
Another thing to fall. I not deny 
The Jury pafling on a Prifoners life, 
May in the {worn twelve, have a Thief or two 
Guiltier than himthey try. What knows the Law, 
Whether Thieves pafs. on Thieves? 
You cannot leffen his offence, becaufe 
I have offended too: but tell me at 
That time, when I, who cenfure him, do fo 
Offend; and my own judgment then fhall be 
A pattern for my death. Brother, he mutt dye. 
Ben. Sir, when I heard you had the place of Juftice, 
I did not think your gravity did mean 
To {wagger with her broad Sword. Can Dame Juttice 
Become, fo foon, fo notable a Cutter ? 
Ang. Youhaveleavetobe pleafant; butI pray 
Liften to E/chalus, he'll give youcounfel. (Exit, avd Enter E{chalus. 
Ben. Good Efchalus, { fhould have found you out. 
Is there no means to fave poor Clandio’s life? 
Efch. Your Brother has given order to the Provoft, 
To fee his Execution punctually 
Perform’d, by nine to morrow morning. 
Ben. A fhort warning for a terrible long Journey. 
Efch. A Confeffor will be fent to prepare him. 
Ben. I'm told, Signior E/chalus, you have counfel for me. 
Efch. My Lord, I'll not prefume to call it mine; 
’Tis from your Brother, who does well advife, 
That you would pleafe to think of marriage. 
You know the Lady Beatrice was his Ward 5 
And now her Wardbfhip is expir’d. 
Ben. Marry ? 
What to beget Boys for the Head{man ? 
Efch. Good my Lord, leaving your feverity, 
You needs muft think her beauty worth your praife. 
Bex. She's too low for a high praife, and too little 
For a great praifes but thus far I'll commend her 5 
Were fhe other than fhe is, fhe were then 
Unhandfom, and being no other but 
As fhe is, I do not like her. 
Efch. My propofal deferves a fteady anfwer. 
Ben. My Brother, Sir, and I, walk feveral ways. 
He takes care to deftroy unlawful Lovers; 
And I'l] endeavour to prevent th’ increafe 
Of lawful Cuckolds. 
E/ch. None of the beauteous Sex can have more virtue, 
Than fair Beatrice. 
Ben. Sir, I fincerely allow your opinion. 
She is yet very exceedingly virtuous, 


And has a lazinefs towards love: but, Sir, 
She 
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She has too much wit, and great Wits will not long 
Lye idle. 
Ffb. You have too much mirth to have fufpicion. 
Ben. As i will not do Ladies fo much wrong 
To miftruft any, fo Pl do my felf 
The right to tru{t none. 
Eb. This fates not with your Brothers purpofe. [&wter Lucio 
Ben. Welcome, are either of you inclin’d to marriage > (Balth. 
Balt. How, matriage? it isa noofe for Ninnies; 
Do youthink I will havea Recheat winded 
Inmy forchead, or haug my Bugle in 
An iavilible Baldrick > 
Luc. If [ ever marry, let mine eyes be 
Pickt out with the Pen of a Ballad-maker, 
And hang me up at the door of a Brothel, 
For the Signa of blind cupid. 
Ben. You fee, Signior E/chalws, my Brother makes 
So many Enemies to propagation, 
That if the Duke ftay long, he may chance find 
A Dominion without Subjects. 
Luc. If he have any, they will need 
No Governour, for they will all be old 
Enough to govern themfelves. [ Exter Beatrice, Viola. 
Ben. Here comes the Lady April, whofe fair face 
Is always incident to fome foul weather. 
Beat. I wonder you will ftillbe talking, Benedick3 
No body marks you. 
Ben. I mean to drink 
Opiuz before come in your Company, 
That you may excufe my follies, 
With faying, { talkin my fleep. 
Beat. Where is Lord Angelo? 
Efch. Madam, heis retir’d. 
Beat. What to his Prayers? 
As Executioners kneel down and ask pardon, 
Before they handle the Axe. 
Ben. Hale in Maine-Bolin! the {torm begins! 
Beat. Heaven fend the good Duke here again! do you 
Not hear, Signior, E/chalus, of the Mutiny 
In Town? 
Ejch. No, Madam, is there a Mutiny ? 
Beat. All the Midwives, Nurfes, and Milk-women 
Are up in Arms, becaufe the Governour 
Has made a Law againft Lovers. 
Ben. True, the Law is, that none who have not been 
Bound Prentices to Hymen, {hall fet up 
In the trade of making Children. 
Efch. Madam, you will marry, and have your freedom. 
Beat. Marry? yes, if you'll fafhion me a man 
Of a middle conftitution, between 
Lord Angelo’s Carthufian gravity, 
And his Brother Bexedick 5 the one is 
Too like a State-Image and {ays nothing 5 


And the other, too like a Country Lady’s ae 
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Eldeft Son, evermore talking. 
Ben. Nay do but perfecute my Brother, 
And [ am fatisfy’d. 
Beat. Signior Efchalus, is not my Wardfhip-out ? 
Efch. Yes, Madam. 
Beat. Aud this Houle, where the Governour lives, mine own? 
Efch. Madam, it is. 
Beat. Methinks my Guardian 
Is but arude Tenant. How durft he with 
Unmanly power, force my Coufin Juliet from me ? 
Efch. Lady, it was the Law that us’d that force. 
Beat. The Law? is fhe not married by fuch Vows 
As will ftand firm in Heaven? that’s the fubftantial part 
Which carries the effect, and mutt fhe then 
Be punifht for neglect of form ? 
Mutt confcience be made good by compliment ? 
Ben. My Brother will have men behave themfelves 
To Heaven, as Boys do to their Pedants: they 
Mutt not fay grace, without making their legs. 
Beat. I am glad Bexedick, to hear you 
Sometimes in the right. 
Ben. I'm inthe right, Lady, only 
As often as you are in the wrong. 
Beat, Pray, Signior E/chalus, defire my Guardian 
To let the Divines govern the Civilians. 
I would have my Coufins {piritual marriage 
Stand good in confcience, though ‘tis bad in Law. 
She mult not be lockt up within thick Walls, 
And [ron Grates. A Wood-bine Arbour will 
Prove {trong enough to hold a Lady, when 
She is grown fo weak as to be in love, 
Viol. Pray, Sifter, why is Juliet in Prifon ? 
Beat. Peace, Viola, you are too young to know. 
Ben. She play'd with a bearded Baby, Mittrefs, 
Contrary to Law. 
Viol. Alas, poor Juliet! Tl fing no more 
Tothe Governour, till he lets her out. 
Beat. Sir, the Deputy drinks too much Vinegar 5 
It makes his difpofition fowr. 
Efch, Pray, Madam, tell him fo. 
Beat. No, Sir, you States-men manage your difcourfe 
Amongtft your felves by figns. I am not.mute 
Enough to underftand your Myfteries. 


Come, Viola, Ul write to the Duke. [ Exeunt Beat. Viol, 
Ben. This would make a rare Wife, were fhe not 
A woman. 


Balt. You withthe men, and fhe with the maids, will 
Quickly forbid all Banes. 
Luc. If we do not 
Bring ill Poefies of Wedding Rings out of 
Fafhion, let’s not be numbred with the Wits. [Exeunt. 
Enter Angelo azd Provott. 
Ang. What is your bufinefs, Provoft> 
Prov. [sit your will Claxdio fhall dye to morrow ? 


Ang. 
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Ang. Did T not fay he fhould? had you not order? 
Why do you ask again ? : 
Prov. Left I might betoorath. 
Under your good correction, I have feen 
When, after execution, the wife Judge 
Has his rath dgom repented. 
Ang. Do you your office, or elfe give it up, 
And you (hall well be fpar’d. 
Prov. | crave your Excellencies pardon. 
What (hail be done with the weeping Juliet 2 
Ang. Difpofe of her to fome apartment in 
The Prifon, where Claudio may not fee her. [Evte Servant. 
serv. Here is a Sifter of the man condemn’d, 
Defires accefs to you. 
Ang. Already is his Sifter come, 
She has the reputation, Provoft, of 
A virtuous Maid. 
Prov. J,my good Lord, a very virtuous Maid, 
And tobe fhortly of a Sifterhood. 


Ang. Let her be admitted. (Exit Servant. 
Provo take care that Fulict be remov'd 
At diftance from her Lover. [Enter Lucio, Ifabella. 


Prov. Heaven {till preferve your Excellence. 
Ang. Stay here awhile. Y'are welcome, what's your will? 
1fzb. Tam 2 woful Sutor to your Excellence, 
If you in goodnefs will vouchfafe to hear me, 
Ang. What is your fuit ? 
Ifib. There is a vice which moft I do abhor, 
And molt defre that it fhould meet rebuke ; 
For which I would not plead, but that I muft. 
Ang. Well, come to the matter. 
1fas. havea Brother iscondemn’d to dye, 
I would befeech you to condemn the fault, and not 
My Brothe:. 
Prov. Heaven give thee moving graces! 
Ang. Is not each fault condemn’d e’re it be done? 
I were the very Cipher of Authority, 
If I fhould fine the fault, whofe fine ftands in 
Record, and yet forgive the Actor. 
fab. Oh jaft! but yet fevere Law! 
I had a Brother then. Heaven keep you, Sir. 
Luc. Give it not over fo, to him again: 
Kneel down before him; y’ are too cold. 
Tfab. Mult he needs dye ? 
Ang. Virgin, no remedy. 
Ifzb. Yes, I believe that you might pardon him 3 
And neither Heaven, nor man, would at 
The mercy grieve. 
Ang. 1 will not do't. 
Jfab.. You can then if you would? 

Ang. That whichI fhould not do, I cannot do. 
Tfzb. But you may do it, Sir, and do the world 
No hurt: I would your heart were toucht with fuch 

Remorfe, as mine is to him. 
Aig 


286 The Law againft Lovers. 


Ang. He’s fentenc’d, ‘tis too late. 

Luc. You are too tame. 

fab. Too late? I who have fpoke a word, may call 
The meaning back. NoCeremony, : 

No Ornament which to the Great belongs 

Not the Kings Crown, nor the deputed Sword, 

The Martial’s Truncheon, nor the Judges Robe, 
Become them with fo beautiful a grace 

As mercy does. If he had been as you, 

And you as he, you might have err’d Jike hims 
But he like you, would not have been fo ftern. 

Ang. I pray be gone. 

Ifab. Would Heaven, if you were I/abell, that I 
A while might have your pow’r, to let you fee 
How foon the forrow of a Sifters tears, 

Should clenfe the foulnefs of a Brothers fault. 
Luc. That isthe Vain, touch it boldly. 
Ang. Your Brother 1s a forfeit of the Law; 

And you but wafte your words. 

Ifab. Alas, alas, all Souls were forfeit once 5 
And he who might the vantage be(t have took, 
Found out the remedy. What would you do 
If he, who on the utmolt top of heights, 

On Judges fits, fhould judge you as you are? 

Ang. Be you content, fair Maid, 

It was the Law, not!, condemno’d your Brother 3 

Were he my Kinfman or my Son, it fhould 

Be with him thus. And he muft dye to morrow. 
1fab. To morrow? Oh that’s fudden! fpare him! fpare him! 

He’s not prepar’d. Even for our Kitchins we 

The Fowl! of Seafon kill. Shall we ferve Heaven 

With lefS refpect , than we would minifter 

To our grofs felves? My Lord, in mercy {peak ! 

Who is it that has dy’d for this offence ? 

Too many have committed it. 

Luc. Well faid. 

Ang. The Law has not been dead, though it has flept. 
Thofe many had not dar’d to aé& that crime, 

If he who firft did the edict infringe, 

Had anfwer’d for his deed. ’Tis now awakes 

Takes note of what 1s done, and Prophet-like, 

Looks in a Glafs, which {hows what future ills, 

Might by remifinefs be in progrefs hatcht. 

Ifab. Yet thow fome pity. 

Ang. I {how it moft, when I moft Juftice fhow, 
ForI commiferate then, even thofe whom I 
Shall never know; and whofe offences, if 
They were forgiven, might afterwards deftroy them. 
And alfo dohim right, who, punifht for 
One pleafing crime, lives not to act another. 

Be fatisfy’d5; your Brother dies to morrow. 

Ifab. So you, my Lord, mutt be the firft that e’re 
This fentence gave, and he the firft that fuffers it. 
*Tis excellent to have a Giants {trength 5 

But 
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But Tyrannous to ule it like a Giant. 
Luc. Well faid again. 
Tfab. {f men could thunder 
As great Jove does, Jove ne'er would quiet be ; 
For every cholerick petty Officer, 
Would ufe his Magazine in Heaven for Thunder : 
We nothing fhould but Thunder hear. Sweet Heaven! 
Thou rather with thy {tiff and fulph’rous bolt 
Dott fplit the knotty and obdurate Oak, 
Than the foft Mirtle. O but man, proud man! 
(Dreftina little briefauthority, 
Molt ignorant of what he thinks himfelf 
Affar’d) does in his glaily effence, like 
An angry Ape, play fuch fantaftick tricks 
Before high Heaven, as would make Angels laugh 
If they were mortal, and had f{pleens like us. 
Luc. To him, he will relent, [ feel him coming. 
Prov. Pray Heaven fhe gain him! 
Ang. Why do you ufe this paffion before me ? 
fab. Authority, though it does err like others, 
Yet has a kind of Med’cine in it (Clf, 
Which skins the top af every vice. 
Knock at your bofom, Sir, and ask your heart 
If it contains no crime, refembling my 
Poor Brothers fault, and then, if it confefs 
A natural guiltinefs, ftich as his is, 
Let it not found a fentence from your tongue, 
Again{t my Erothers life. 
Ang. She {peaks fuch fenfe 
As with my rcafon breeds fuch Images, 
As fhe has excellently form’d. Farewel. 
1fzb. Gentle, my Lord, turn back ! 
Ang. 1 will bethink me, come again to morrow. 
fab. Heark, how ['ll bribe you; good my Lord turn back. 
Ang. How! bribe me? 
rab. 1, with fuch gifts that Heaven fhall fhare with yeu. 
Luc. You had marr’d all elfe. 
ifab. With early Prayers that fhall be up at Heaven, 
And enter there before 
The mornings Cafement opens to the World; 
The Prayers of fafting maids. 
Ang. Well, come to me to morrow. 
Luc. Enough, away ! 
fab. All that is good be near your Excellence. 
Ang. I thank you. 
Ifab. At what hour fhall I attend you. 
Ang. At any time ere noon. 
tab. The Angels ftill preferve you. ——— [ Exennt all but Angelo. 
Ang. From all, but from thy virtue maid! 
[love her virtue. But, temptation! O! 
Thou falfe and cunning guide! who in difguife 
Of Virtues fhape lead’ft us through Heaven to Hell. 
No vitious Beauty could with practis’d Art 


Subdue, like Virgin-innocence, my heart. [ Exit. 
Enter 
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Enter Duke ix di/guife of a Fryar, and Provoft. 

Duke. Hail to you, Provoft, fo I think you are. 

Prov. Tamthe Provof{t. What’s your will, good Father ? 

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my blefled Orders, 

I come to vifit the afflicted minds 

In Prifon here. Do me the common right, 
To let me fee them; and to let me know 

The nature of their crimes; that I may minifter 
Accordingly. to their relief. 

Prov. 1 would domore than that, 1f more were needful. 
Look, here comes one, whoinher flames of youth — [Ewter Juliet. 
Has blifter’d her fair fame. She is with Child, 

And he that got it fentenc’d. 
Duke. When mutt he dye? 
Prov. As I believe, to morrow. 
I'll go in, and prepare him for your vifit : 
In the mean time beftow your counfel here. [ Exit Provo/fi. 

Duke. Repent you (fair one) of the fin you carry ? 

Jul. I bear my punifhment moft patiently. 

Duke. ll teach you how you fhall arraign your confcience, 

And try your penitence. 

Ful. Vil gladly learn. 

Duke. Lov’d you the man that wrong’d you ? 
Jul. Yes, as I lov'd the woman that wrong’d him. 
Duke. So then it feems you mutually have fin’d ? 

Jul. We mutually have fin’d againft the Law: 
And I repent for it, but am as much 
Afflicted at my ignorance, 

Not knowing ‘twas a fin when I tranfgreft, 
As at the fia it felf. 

Duke. If Daughter you repent that fin, becaufe 
It brings you fhame, it is a common, and 
An erring grief, which looks more at our felves, 

Than towards Heaven; not {paring Heaven for love, 
But fear. 

Jul. As’tis an evil repent, and grieve not for 
The fhame, becaufe you think it is deferv’d. 

Dyke. There reft. 

Your Partner (as I hear.) muft dye to morrow 3 
And [ am going with inftructions to him. 
Grace go with you. [Exit 

Jul. Muft dye tomorrow? oh injurious love ! 

It refpites me ajife whofe very beft 
Is {till a dying horror. [ Exit. 
Enter Claudio, Lucio, Balthazar. 
Balth. Claudio, to tarry longer with you now, 
Were but to lofe that time which we 
Mutt husband for your benefit. No care 
Is wanting in your Sifter, nor in us. 

Luc. Our Lawyers make good Merchandife of Women, 
The head of a man pays for a maidenhead. 

Claud. There is no rack fo painful in this Prifon, 

As that which {tretches me ‘tween hope and doubt. 
All I defire is certainty. 


Balt. 
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Another world; for there’s no certainty 
In this. We'll fee you hourly, ‘0 farewel. 

Luc. When I leave this wanting world, to meet death, 

Vil ride Poft to him on a Hobby-horfe, 

And fence againft his Dart with a Fools Bauble. 

Claud. By all your loyal frieadhip, Balthazar, 

Let Juliet be protected with your care, 

And courage, from injurious tongues. 

Balt. I will deferve your truft. 
Claud. Pray ferve her with a noble tendernefs, 

In all that her afilictions (hall require. 

Balt. I need not fuch a {trict command, 
Away, let’s leave him to his meditations. 
Luc. Remember Claudio, 

This wicked world does homage to rich Fools, 

And witty men want money. Enter Provolt. 
Prov. A Father defires to {peak with you. [ &x. Claudio, Provoft. 
Luc. Methinks it istoo late for Claudio to 

Expect a Reprieve. 

Balt. Hope is fo familiar an acquaintance, 
That though fhe ftays with us all day, yet we 
Are loth to part with her at night. 
Luc. Where 1s Benedick ? 
Balt. Gone to Beatrice, fhe juft now fent for him. 
Luc. We {hall never out-face the world with our 

Invectives again{t marriage, for I find 

Sexes will meet, though Mountains and rough Seas 

Make a long fpace betweenthem. Our delign 

On Benedick and Beatrice mult be purfu'd. 

Balt. Let’s tothe Governours, and in the way 
I’}] tell thee how we ought to manage it. [Exeunt. 
Enter Angelo. 
Ang. My weighty Office I can value now, 


But as an idle plume worn in the wind. [Enter Servant. 
Serv. The Sifter, Sir, of Claudio defires accefs. 
Ang. Shew her the way into the Gallery. [Exit Servant. 


Why does my blood, thus flowing to my heart, 
Make it unable for it felf; whillt then 

It difpoffeffes other parts of that 

Which they inleffer ftreams would ufeful make ? 
So deal officious throngs, with him who {wounds 5 
They come to help him, and they {top the air 

By which he fhould revives and fo 

The numerous Subjects to a well-wifht King, 

Quit their own home, and in rude fondnefs to 
His prefence crowd, where their unwelcome love, 
Does an offence, and an oppreffion prove. [ Exit. 
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ACT Ill. Scene I. 


Enter Vfabel, Angelo. 


ifab. ¥ Am come to know yonr pleafure. 
Ang. That you might know it would much better pleafe me, 
Than to demand what ’tis: your Brother cannot live. 
ifab. Even fo, Heaven keep your Excelence. 
Ang. Stay a little, 
For he perhaps may live awhile: nay, and 
As long as you or I, fince none can know 
Their own appointed ends. Yet, he muft dye. 
fab. Under your fentence ? 
Ang. Yes: 
1fab. When, I befeech you? that in his Reprieve 
(Longer or Shorter) he may be fo fitted 
That his Soul may not fuffer with his body. 
Ang. Hehada filthy vice. It were as good 
To pardon him that has from Nature f{toln 
A man already made, as to permit 
Their fawcy {weetnefs, who Heavens Image coyn 
In Stamps which are forbid. 
Jf2b. That is fet down in Heaven, but not on Earth. 
Ang. How? fay you fo? thenI fhall quickly poze you. 
Which had you rather, that the moft juft Law 
Should take your Brothers life, or to redeem him, 
Give up your pretious felf to fuch a blemifh 
As fhe permitted whom he {tain’d ? 
Ifab. Vl rather give my Body than my Soul. 
Ang. | talk not of your foul. Our compell’d fins 
Do more for number ftand, than for account. 
Ifab. How fay you, Sir? 
Ang. Nay, U'll not warrant that: for I can {peak 
Againft the thing I fay: anfwer to this. 
I (now the voice of the recorded Law.) 
Pronounce a fentence on your Brothers life, 
Might there not be a charity in fin, 
To fave this Brother’s life > 
Zab. Pleafe you to do’, 
I'll take it asa peril to my foul, 
It is no fin at all, but charity. 
Ang. You doing it at peril of your foul, 
Make equal poize of fin and charity. 
Ifab. That I do beg his life, if it be fin, 
Heav’n let mebear’t. If it be fin for you 
To grant my fuit, I'll make it ftill my Prayer, 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 
And not to your account. 
Ang. Nay, but hear me. 
Your fenfe purfues not mines fure you are ignorant; 
Or feem {oe craftily, and that’snot good. 
fab. Let mebe ignorant, and in nothing good, 
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But gracioully to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus Wifdom wihhes to appear moft bright, 
When it does tax it felf; asa black Mafk ; 
Often proclaims a cover’d beauty more, 

Than beauty does it felf, when openly 
Difplaid. But mark me J/abell, 

Or if I may more platnly be receiv’d, 

I'll {peak more home. Your Brother is to dye. 

fb. So! 

Ang. And his offence is fuch, as it appears 
Accountant to the Law. 

Ifab. True! 

Ang. Admit no other way could fave his life, 
CAs I fubfcribe not that, nor any other, 

Unlefs by way of queftion) but that you 

(Finding your felf defir’d of fuch a man 

Whofe credit with the Judge, could free your Brother) 
Moft cither yield the treafures of your youth, 

Or elfe mutt let him dye: what would you do? 

Ifzb. As much for my poor Brother, as for Lfabell. 
Thimpreffion of fharp whips I gladly would 
As Rubies wear, and ftrip my felf 
Even for a Grave, as for a Bed, e'reI 

Would yield my honour up to fhame. 
Aag. Then muft your Brother dye. 
Jab. And ‘twere the cheaper way. 
Better it were a Brother dye a while, 
Than that a Sifter, by redeeming him, 
Should dye for ever. 
Ang. Are younot thenas cruel as that fentence 
Which you have {lander’d fo? 

fab. Ignoble ranfom, no proportion bears 
To pardon freely given; and lawful mercy, 

Is not at all akin to foul redemption. 

Ang. You feem'd of late to make the Law a Tyrant3 
And fo your Brothers guiltinefs excus’d, 

As if it rather might be ftil’d 
A recteation than a vice. 

fab. O pardon me my Lord. Oft it falls out, 
That Pleaders fpeak not what they mean, 

In hope to get what they would have. 
I fometimes may excufe the thing I hate, 
For his advantage, whom I dearly love. 

Ang. We are all frail. 

Ifzb. Elfe let my Brother dye. 

Ang. Nay, Women are frail too. 

Tfab. 1, as the glafles where they fee themfelves, 
Which are as eas'ly broke, as they make forms. _ 
Women? help Heaven! pray call us ten times frail, 
For we are foft, as our complexions are, 

And foon a bad imprefflion take. 

Ang. And from this teftimony of your own Sex, 
(Since I fuppofe we are not made fo ftrong, 

But that our faults, may fhake our frames) Jet me 
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Be bold t’arreft your words. Be what you are, 
That is, a woman, if y’are more, y’are none, 
If you be one (as you are well expreft 
By all external warrants) fhew it now. 
Ifab. [have no Tongue but one. Gentle my Lord, 
Let me intreat you {peak the former language. 
Ang. Plainly conceive, { love you. 
fab. My Brother did love Juliet 5 
And you tell me he fhall dye for it. 
Ang. He fhall not, #/abel, if you give me love. 
Ifzb. Your pow'r may your difcretion licence give, 
And make you feem much fouler than you are, 
To draw on others. 
Ang. Believe me on mine honour, 
My words exprefs my purpofe. 
Ifub. Ha! little honour, to be much believ'd, 
Your purpofe is pernicious now difcern’d. 
I will proclaim thee Azgelo, look for’t5 
Signa me a prefent pardon for my Brother, 
Or [ will tell the world aloud 
What man thou art. 
Arg. Who will believe you I/zbell ? 
My uofoil’d name, aufterity of life, 
My word again{t you, and my place i’th’ State, 
Will fo your accufation overweigh, 
That you'll be ftifled in your own report. 
And now I give my fenfual race the rains. 
Yield to my paflion, or your Brother muft 
Not only dye, but your unkindnefs thall 
Draw out his death to lingring pains. 
To morrow anfwer me, or by that love 
Which now does guide me, I will be 
A Tyrant to him. [ Exit. 
1/26. To whom fhali f complain ? 
if lt cell this, who will believ’t? 
Ill to my Brother f{traight, 
That he may know falfe sxgelo’s requett, 
And then prepare for his eternal reft. [ Exit. 
Enter Benedick and Beatrice, feveral wayse 
Ben. I was told, Lady, you would fpeak with me. 
Beat. | would, and I would not. 
Ben. Then I'll {tay, or I will not ftay 5 
’Tis all one to me. 
Beat. Nay, I know you are but an indifferent man: 
Yet now by chance, I rather am inclin’d 
That you fhould ftay. 
Ben. And ’tis a greater chance 
That our inclinations fhould fo foon meet 5 
For I will ftay. 
Beat. Your Brothér isa proper Prince, he rules 
With aRod in’s hand inftead of a Scepter, 
Like a Country School-Mafter in a Church5 
He keeps a large Palace with no Attendants, 
And is fit to have none but Boys for his Subjects. 
Ben. 
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Ben. As ill as he governs (if my 
Defign thrive again({t the Fetters of marriage, 
As his does againft the liberty of Lovers) 
His rule may laft till the end of the world; 
For there will be no next Generation. 

Beat. Would I might truft you Benedick. 

Ben. Madam, you believe me to have fome honour. 
If you have moft fecretly invented 
A new Dreffing, can you think I'll reveal 
The fafhion, before you wear it? 

Beat. Notwith{tandiag your feeming indifpofition 
To inventions of Fafhions, yet there be 
Thofe in Turiz, who have iatercepted 
Packets between you and Taylors of Paris. 
Well, though thofe are but light correfpondents, 
Yet [ would truft you in matter of weight. 

Bex, | hope, Lady, you have no plot upon me. 
I’}] marry no woman. 

Beat. I did not think you had been fo well natur’d, 
As to prevent the having any of 
Your breed. Marry you? what fhould I do with you? 
Drefs you in my o!d Gown, and make you my 
Waiting Woman ? 

Ben. A waiting Woman with a Beard? 

Beat. J fhall ne’er endure a Husband with a Beard. 
I had rather lye in woolen. 

Ben. Though you difguife matrimonial pretenfions, 
With pretty {corn, yet [am glad I have 
A Beard for my own defence. And though fafhion 
Makes me {have much (and that you believe me 
A lover of fafhions ) yet mine fhall grow 
To avery buh, for my greater fecurity. 
But, pray proceed to your matter of weight. 

Beat, I will truft you; not as a man of love, 
But a man of Arms. 

Ben. At your own peril. 
And more t’ encourage you, I will declare 
That though I’m very loth to come within 
The narrow compa(s of a Wedding Ring 5 
Yet I owe every fair Lady a good turn. 
But to the bufinefs. 

Beat. In brief you muft 
Renew familiarity with your Brother 5 
And fteal the ufe of his Signet to feal 
‘Julietta’s pardon and her liberty, 
And Claudio's too: this done, they fhall practife 
Their efcape, I'll endeavour mine; and you 
Signior may fhift for your felf. 

Ben. This is but betraying an ill Brother, 
For a good purpofe; [ll do't if I can. 

Beat. You fhall give me the Signet, for I'll have 
All in my own management. 

Ben. No, though I rob my Brother of the Signet 3 


You hall not rob me of the danger. 
Beat. 
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Beat. Then I'll proceed no further. 
Ben. That as you pleafe. 
Beat. You would have tke honour of the bufinef(s. 
Ben. ’Tisdueto my Sex. 
Beat. Fare you well Sir yet you 
May come again an hour hence, to receive 
Anill look. 
Ben. That will not fright me much; for you can look 
No better than you ufetodo. [ Ex. Ben. at one door. Enter Viola 
Viol. Sitter, [have got Verfes. Signior Lucio (at another. 
Made them: he and Ba/thazar are within. 
Beat. Is Lucio become a man of meetre > 
That’s the next degree upward to the giddy 
Station of a foolifh Lover. They are 
Compos’d into a Song too. Sing it Viola. 


Viola fings the SONG. 


Viol. Ake all the dead! what hoa! what hoa! 
How foundly they fleep whofe Pillows lye low 2 
They mind not poor Lovers who walk above 
On the Decks of the World in ftor nes of love. 
No whifper now nor glance can pafs 
Through Wickets or through Panes of Glafi5 
For our Windows and Doors are fhut and barr'd. 
L ye clofe in the Church, and in the Church-yard. 
In ev'ry Grave make room, make room! 
The Worlds at an end, and we come, we come. 
2: 
The State is now Love's foe, Love's foe 5 
Has feiz'd on his Arms, his Quiver and Bow3 
Has pinion'd his wings, and fetter'd his feet, 
Becanfe he made way for Lovers to meet. 
But O fad chance, his fudge was old 3 
Hearts cruel grow, when blood grows cold. 
No man being young, his proces would draw. 
O Heavens that love fhould be fubject to law! 
Lovers go woo the dead, the dead! 
Lye twoin aGrave, and to Bed, to Bed ! 


Enter Lucio, Balthazar. 
Beat. Signior Lucio, you are grown fo defp’rate 
As to write Verfes. 
Luc. Very little bufinefs, much love, 
And no money makes up a parcel-Poet. 
But the Verfes are not mine. 
Beat. Whole are they ? 
Luc. Balthazar knows the Author. 
Balt. Not better than you, who had them from him. 
Luc. Pray, Madam, let him tell you. 
Balt. Excufe me, Sir, [ am as chary of 
Getting my friend the ill name of a Poet, 
As you are. 
Beat. Why Gentlemen, you will not make 


Lbe Law againft Lovers. 


A fecret of telling the hour of the day, 
When your Watches are ready to {trike ? 
Pray whofe are the Verfes? 

Luc. Madam, the Author’s name is Bevedick. 

Beat. Is't poffible? I am glad he lies bare 
Under the Jath of the Wits. There are now 
No fuch Tormentors in Turin as the Wits. 

Poor Benedick, they'll have him on the Rack 
F’re nights why they will draw a {trong line, to 
The fubtle weaknefs of a Spinners thred. 

Balth. | fear he will be quickly liable 
To a greater torment, than any that 
The Wits can inflict. 

Lue. Madam, we are your vow’d Servants, 

We cannot chufe but tell you all. Balthazar, 
You made the firft difcovery, you may {peak it. 

Balt. Madam, ‘tis not civil to lengthen your 
Expectation. He is in love. 

Beat. In love? that were a fudden change, and would thew 
More of the Moon in him, than is in a Mad-woman. 
Good Balthazar with whom ? 

Balt, Lucio was ready to dye laughing when 
He found it, and fwore then he would tell you. 

Beat. Keep your oath, Lucio 5 who is’t that has caught him ? 

Luc. Nay, Madam, you now impofe upon me. 

Beat. Let me intreat you. 

Luc. Why then, as fure as you can love no Lover, 
He loves you. 

Beat. This founds like fiction and defign. 

Good Balthazar, he is but newly gone 
From hence, go feek him out, and bring him backs 
Your friendfhip may prevail with him. 

Luc. It will beget more mirth, than belongs 
Toa Morrice, in the month of Ady. 

Balt. But I befeech you no words of our difcov’ry. 

Beat. Signior, you may truft me. (Exit Balthazare 
Perhaps, Lucio, .you cannot think it {trange, 

That I believe you of my Party 5 
And fitter for my truft than Balthazar. 

Luc. O no, Madam, I have been trufted by 
Young Ladies e’re now. 

Beat. Are you fure Benedick loves me? he has 
No fathion of a Lover in publick. 

Luc. Poor man, he has two contrary extreams 
Of Love-madnefs. He is in company 
As fantaftical as a Fencer after 
His victory in a Prizes but in private 
He will figh more than an old Dutch Pilot 
That has lolt his Ship. 

Beat, { (hall have rare diverfion if his fit holds. 

Luc. It is not good to jeft away mens lives. 

Beat. I {ee you are ferious: but will you fwear this? 

Luc. If youcan endure the coorfenels of fwearing 5 


I've been unlucky at play in my time, 
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And fhall quickly {wear like a lofing Gamefter. 
Beat. Stay Sir, you may take up the fools commodity 
Cf belief, without tngaging of oaths: 
I know you are a man of excellent temper. 
Luc. Madam, I {wear by 
Beat. I pray Str hold !———— 
Luc, Nay if you would put me to’t. 
Beai. Lucio, you mutt difwade him from his love; 
And [ mult truft you. I have but one heart, 
And that is already difpos’d off: 
Luc. Madam, all Lovers compar’d to Benedick , 
Are’but Jamentable Courtiers in old Cloaths. 
Beat. Truly, he was wont to be merry. 
Luc. E’re he felt Love, his heart was as found 
As any Rell, and his Tongue was the Clapper : 
For what his Heart thought, his Tongue would fpeak. 
Take heed, you muft not lofe him. 
Beat. Lucio, my heart is defigod to another. 
Luc. Madam, may [be bold tenquire to whom? 
Beat. You know the man. 
Luc. Behe what he will, he muft fhew as ugly 
As a tall man, fitting on a low ftool 
Before a Chimney, compar’d to Benedick, 
Beat. You ought yot to fay fo, when I name him. 
Luc. Madam, I dare juftifie my friend. 
Beat. I fhall be angry if you compare him 
To him whom I can name. Suppofe it is 
Signior Lucio. 
Luc. Madam, I confefs Comparifons 
Are fomewhat odious. 
Beat. O, are they fo? I pray let me advife you 
Not to leffen your felf; though I perceive 
You canot chufe but make much of your friend. 
Luc. Sits the wind on that fide? I muft hoife fail 
With Top, and Top-gallant. 
Beat. But are you not ty’d, Sir, by fome deep vow 
To wooe for Bexedick? I am very tender 
Of Mens vows. 
Luc. Will you believe me, Madam? 
Beat. Without oaths [ befeech you. 
Luc. He knows as much the matter of this vifit, 
AsI do of the Great Turk’s particular 
Inclination to Red Herring. 
Beat. Are you in earneft? 
Luc. Balthazar and I 
Were only over officious to ferve him. 
Beat. Nor he is not in love ? 
Luc. No more than a man that goes contiaually 
To Sea to make difcoveries. 
Beat. Then it appears a little {trange, 
That you made this hearty addrefs for him. 
Luc. On my honour, Madam, it was to get 
Some opportunity to move for my felf. 
Beat. And youthink him no extraordinary wit? 
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Luc. So, fo, a modeft wit, (amewhabourorcoumenaicel) © 
Being laught at; for then he grows as melancholy 
As a Lodge in a Warren. 
Beat. Right, I ufeto laugh at him. 
And then there’s a Partridge wing fav'd at night 5 
For the Fool will eat no Supper. 
Luc. Madam, I fee you know him. 
Beat. Signior Lucio, be kind to your felf.. [eExit. 
Luc. Lucio, if thou were'’t any thing but Lucio, 
I would hug thee to death. Some men in choler 
Rail again{t Fortune, but I adore her: 
She has made her fail of my Mothers Smock. 
I would the Poets would fend usa dozen 
Such Goddefles. [ Exter Balthazar. 
Bal. I have been feeking Bexedickh: and I 7 
Am told now, he’s gone up the back-ftairs, 
And is in private with the Deputy. 
Where's the Lady Beatrice > 
Luc. Balthazar, trouble not your felf, for men 
May often lofe their labour, 
Balt. How fo? 
Luc. Benedick is not the man fhe aims at. 
Balt. He’s very fingular and eminent. 
But I confefs, this angling for Ladies 
Is avery fubtle fport. 
Luc. They are Fifhes of fantaftica} palats 
And will fometimes fooner bite at a Worm, 
Than at a Afay-Flye. 
Balt. She has a full fortune. Twelve thoufand Crowns 


A year. 
Luc. He will be fafe from Creditors that has her. (Ever Viola. 
Viol. Signior Lucio, my Sifter would {peak with you. [ Exit. 


Luc. Balthazar, { mult e’en retire from bufinefs 5 
You fee I cannot reft for Ladies. 
Balt. { prethee put the matterhome. [Exennt feveral ways. 
Enter Duke in Fryers Habit, Claudio, and Provoft. 
Claud. Father, I thank you! I am now of Death's 
Small party, ’gainft the Crowd who ftrife for life. [ Exter Ifab. 
tfab. What hoa! Grace dwell within! 
Prov. Who’s there? the with deferves a welcome. 
Duke. Dear Sir, e’re long I'll vifit you again. 
Claud. Moft rev’rend Sir, I thank you. 
1fab. My bufinefs isa word or two with Claudio. 
Prov. You are welcome. Look Signior, here’s your Sifter. 
Duke. Provolt, a word. 
Prov. As many as you pleafe. 
Duke. Bring me, where I conceal’d 
May hear them {peak. [ Ex. Dike, Provofte 
Claud. Now Sifter, what’s the comfort ? 
Yfab. *Tis fuch as earthly comforts ufe to be, 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to Heaven, 
Intends you for his fwift Ambaflador. _ 
Therefore your beft appointment make with fpeed 5 


To morrow you fet on. 
4 Claud. 
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Claud. Is there no remedy ? 
fab. Yes Brother, you may lives 
There is a devillifh mercy in the Judge 
If you'll implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you till death. 
Claud. Perpetual durance? 
rab. ’Tis worfe than clofe reftraint, and painful too 
Beyond all tortures which aillict the body 3 
For tis a Rack invented for the mind, 
Claud. But of what nature ts it? 
jab. ‘Tis fuch, as fhould you give it your confent, 
Would leave you ftript of all the wreaths of War, 
A}l ornaments my Father's valour gain’d, 
And fhew you naked tothe fcornful world. 
Claud. Acquaint me with my doom. 
Tfab. If l could fear thee, Claudio, I fhould weep 
Left thou a fhameful life fhouldft entertain, 
And fix or feven fhort Winters more refpect, 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar’ft thou dye? 
The fen‘e of death is moft in apprehenfion; 
And the {mall Beetle, when we tread on it, 
In corp’ral fuff’rance, finds a pang as great, 
As when a Gyant dyes. 
Claud. Why give you methis fhame? 
Think you [can a refolution fetch 
From tendernefs? If I muft dye, 
V'll welcome darknefs as a (hining Bride. 
Ifab. There fpoke my Brother: there my Fathers Grave 
Utter’d a chearful voice. Yes, youmuftdye, 
You are too noble to conferve a life 
By wretched remedies. Our outward Saint 
Does in his gracious looks difguife the Devil. 
His filth within being caft, he would appear 
A Pond, as foul as Hell. 
Claud. The princely Angelo? 
Tfab. Ob, he is uglier than the frightful Fiend, 
By Pencils of our cloy{ter’d Virgins drawn. 
Speak, Claudio, could you think, you might on earth 
Be guiltlefs made by him, if I would Heaven 
(Which never injur’d us) fouly offend ? 
Claud. Infernal Angelo! can this be true? 
Tab. Yes, he would clear you from your blackeft crimes, 
By making me much blacker than himfelf, 
This night’s the time, when he would have medo 
What I abhor to name, or elfe you mutt 
Be dead to morrow. 
Claud. Thou fhalt not do’t. 
ifab. O, were it but my life, 
I would for your deliverance throw it down, 
Moft frankly, Claudio. 
Claud. Thanks dear Z/abella. 
fab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to morrow. 
Claud. Has he Religion in him? fure he thinks 
Tt is no fin, or of the deadly feven 
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He dogs believe it is the leaft. 
Ifab. Which ts the leaft > 
Claud. If it were damnable, he being wife 
Why would he for the momentary tafte 
Of luft, eternally be fed with fire? 
But Ifabell 
Jfab. What fays my Brother ?. 
Claud. Death is a fearful thing. 
fab. And living fhame more hateful. 
Sure you have ftudy’d what it is to dye. 
Claud. Oh Sifter, ’tis to go we know not whither. 
We lye in filent darknefs, and we rots; 
Where long our motion is not ftopt; for though 
In Graves none walk upright (proudly to face 
The Stars’) yet there we move again, when our 
Corruption makes thofe worms in whom we crawl. 
Perhaps the Spirit (which is future life) 
Dwells Salamander-\ike, unharm’d in fire: 
Or elfe with wand’ring winds is blown about 
The world. But if condemn’d like thofe 
Whom our incertain thought imagines howling 3 
Than the moft loath’d and the moft weary life 
Which Age, or Ache, want, or imprifonment 
Can lay on Nature, is a Paradife 
To what we fear of death.’ 
ifab. Alas, alas ! 
Claud. Sweet Sifter! I would live, 
Were not the ranfom of my life much more 
Than all your honour and your virtue too 
(By which you are maintain’d) can ever pay, 
Without undoing both. 
Jfab. Prepare your felf, your line of life is fhort. 
Claud. 1 am prepar'd: but Sitter, if 
Your Brother you did ever love or if 
Our Mothers pity may your pattern be, 
Let Juliet in your tender bofom dwell 5 
Who has no blemifh, if fach Laws 
As innocent antiquity allow’d, 
Were now of force, or if Religion here 
In Turin, did not more fubfift 
By publick form, than private ufe. 
“fab. You want Authority to tax the Law. 
Let your fubmiffion your laft virtue be. 
Claud. Will yoube good to Juliet ? 
rab. Twill invite her to my breaft, and to. 
A cloytter'd fhade, where we with mutual grief 
Will mourn, in fad remembrance of our lofs. 
claud. Your promife is now regifter’d in Heaven. 
Bear her this fatal pledge of our firft Vows. (Gives her a Ring. 
Farewcl. Yo cloyt{t’rall kindnefs both 
etire, where you may ever, live above 
The rage of ey) and injuries of love. [Exit, and the Duke 
Duke. Vouchfafe a word, young Sifter, but one word. —_(_feeps zn. 
Zab. What 1s your will? 


Duke. 
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Duke. I would fome fatisfaction crave of that, 
In which you likewife may have benefit. 
fab. My forrows, Father, haften me away. 
I mult befeech you to be brief. . 
Duke. The hand which made you fair, has made you good. 
Th’ affault which Azgelo has to 
Your virtue given, chance to my knowledge brings. 
I have o’reheard you, and with much aftonifhment 
I gaze on th’ [mage you have made of Axgelo. 
Ifzb. How isthe noble Duke deceiv’d in fuch 
A Subftitute ? whofe wickednefs I will 
Proclaim to all the world. 
Duke. Your accufation he will foon avoid, 
By faying he but tryal of 
Your virtue made; therefore I wifh you would 
Conceal his horrid purpofe till fit time 
Shall ferve you at the Duke’s return: 
Do you conceive my counfel good ? 
fab. Father I am oblig’d to follow it. 
Dike. Where lodge you, virtuous Maid ? 
Tab. The Sifterhood of Saint Clzre will foon inform you. 
I lodge in the Apartment for probation. 
Duke. There Ul attend you Daughter. Grace preferve you. 
LExennt feveral ways. 
Enter Benedick and Beatrice at feveral doors, 
and Viola with her. 
Beat. O Sir! you area very princely Lover! 
You cannot woo but by Ambafladors 5 
And may chance to marry by Proxy. 
Ben. Your wit flows fo faft 
That Pll not ftem the tydes Pl caft Anchor, 
And confult in your Cabin how t’avoid 
Danger. The Rocks are very near us. 
Beat. How now ? afraid of the Deputy’s Ghoft 
E’re he be dead? my Sifter fhall lead you 
Through the dark. 
Ben. There is the Pardon 
Sign’d for Juliet and for Claudio too. 
Beat. | thank you, Bexedick. Give it me. 
Ben. You are as nimble asa Squirrel, but 
The Nuts are not fo foon crackt, 
Beat. Unlefs I have it I'll take back my thanks. 
Ben. If it be poffible to fix Quick-filver 
Stay but a little. 
Beat. What would you fay > 
Ben. Efchalus is in the Plot, 
And was brought to’t with more fears, than a furr’d 
Alderman to an infurrection 
Of Prentices. 
Beat. Signior E/chalus 2 could his gravity 
Venture to change his Gold Chain for qHalter ? 
Ben. I was fain to pretend hourly correfpondence 
With th’ abfent Duke 5 which gain’d me his refpec. 
Taffur'd him of promotion, and then 
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He grew willing to betray his Friend 
And fellow-States-man my Brother. For men 
‘OF that Tribe are very loving, but e{pecially 
To themfelves. He furpriz’d the Signet, 
And counterfeited the hand. 
Beat. Give it me, I long to be about it. 
Ben. A little patience; You would make your felf 
Ready without your Glafs. 
Beat. Thefe male-Confpirators are fo tedious, 
Ben. I mut convey it to the Provoft, and 
Engage his fecrecy. 
Beat. Make hafte, you muft not ftay 
So long as to be civil to him at parting. 
Ben. My Coach attends me at the Gate. 
Beat. O,I forgot! your two Confed’rates have 
Been here, and brought verfes from you. 
Ben. Verfesa and trom me? 
Beat. Yes, and they woo’d for you, but Lucio 
Was foon perfwaded to fpeak for himfelf: 
He fays you are a meer Country-Wit. 
Ben. I'll dip him in this Plot, till he grow folemn 
With bufinefs. If it were fit 
To be malitious, that Caytiff, Lucio, fhould have his 
Coxcomb cut off for foolifh Treafon. LExeunt feveral ways. 
Enter Efchalus zeeting Benedick. 
Efch. My Lord, the Warrant for the Pardon? have you it? 
Ben. Why afk you, Sir> 
Efch. Still wear it in your hand, and watch it there. 
Ben. I keep it ‘tween my Finger and my Thumb, 
As clofe as a catcht Flea. 
Are you afraid it will {kip from me > 
Efch The matter is of dreadful confequence. 
Ben. Fear nothing, Sirs the World would {till 
Run fwiftly round; but for you State-Cripples, 
Who make it halt with your politick {tops 
Of too much caution. 
Efch. If your Brother, the Deputy, 
Circumvent us, you'll fecure me by the Duke? 
Ben. You {hall add a leafe of my life to your own. 
Be refolute, I am in hafte. [ Exeunt feveral ways. 
Enter Jailor, Juliet. Viola knocking within. 
- Viol. within. My Coulin Juliet, are youhere? (Jailor opens the door. 
This fellow looks like a man boyl’d [ Exter Viola. 
In Pomp-water. Is he marry’d. 
Jul. Are you not frighted with this difmal place ? 
How does your Sifter? fpeak, does fhe not blufh 
When fhe remembers me? 
Viol. I bring you good news! 
Coufin, I would not meet that man in the dark. 
Does he dwell here to lock up children 
That are imprifon’d for crying? 
Jul. Tell me your happy news; Dear Violaf 
Viol. Nay I can tell you none, yet ’tis very good. 
You (hall hear all to morrow. 
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Ful. To morrow is the laft in my fhort Calendar. 
Viol. Vhave heard more than I will fpeak. You fhall 
Come forth and lye with me, and dream all night 
OF new Dreffings, and dance all day. 
Jul. Would had ne’re outliv'd this innocence. 
Viol. Do your Judges dwell here? were I that man, 
I would walk in the dark and fright ’em. 
Ful. That man does do you hurt. Let us retire. 
Had I been wither'd at her Beauties {pring, 
And ftay’d from growing at her growth of mind, 
| had not Known the cruel nor the kind. 
Thofe who outlive her years do but improve 
The knowledge of thofe griefs which grow withLove. — [Exeunt. 


AGT IV. SCENE--I. 


Enter Benedick, Lucio, Balthazar. 


Bex. fF Ucio, you broke from our confed’racy 
L Again{t marriage, then woo’d in my behalf; 
And afterwards for your felf. 
Luc. Do but hear me. 
Ben. Excufes are like weak 
Referves after a Battel is loft. 
Luc. Let me be heard; for if poor Truth 
Plave a tongue of her own and muft not ufe it; 
Why then fhe may retire into a corner, 
And weep out her eyes. 
Bex. What can you fay? 
Luc. | meant no more love to the Lady Beatrice, 
Than I do to wooe an arrefted Widow, 
With a Serenade at a Prifon Grate. 
Balthazar knows my heart. 
Balt. 1 know fev'ral of your hearts. 
Men are not i'th’ fafhion unlefs they have 
Change of ev'ry thing. 
Luc. 1 ever thought her a Mermaid. 
Ben. How fo? 
Luc. From the Breafts downward fhe’s as cold as a Fifh. 
Ben. Well Lucio, V1) call none but the Four Wirads 
T’accompt for what is paft. Look, Sir, —— thusI 
Blow away your offences: but you muft 
Be {teddy now, and diligent. I told 
You my defign for Claudio’s prefervation. 
The Provoft was your Unkles Greature, and 
By him prefer’d. 
Balt. The Provoft will make good 
Ourtruft, and ev'ry character of gratitude. 
Ben. You mutt engage him, Lucio, and difcern 
By what pretext or obftacle the Fryar 
Proceeds fo far to interrupt eur hopes. 
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Luc. Tl bind the Provoft to your fervice in 
His own fhackles. And, concerning the Fryar, 
I'l! {traight confefs him, and you fhall know all. 
Ben. Be fudden and fuccefsful, go. [ exit Lucio. 
Enter Beatrice, and Page. 3 
Beat. O, are you come? I would have cry’d you as 
A loft thing, but that I knew I fhould have 
The il luck to find you again. 
Ben. You trip it too fat. 
You need not be fo {wift to meet misfortune. 
I had juft now a Letter from the Provoft ; 
Who either fufpects the truth of the Pardon, 
Becaufe I enjoin’d him to fecrefie, 
Or elfe 1s led by a Fryer to fome frefh 
Defiga. 
Feat. Are we circumvented by a Fryer ? 
Rather than not vex that Fryer, [ll invent 
A new Sect, and preach in a Hat and Feather. 
Ben. ’V1s {trange that men of their difcretion, 
Should come abroad in old fafhion Gowns, 
And dreft with abominable negligence. 
Beat. Bus'nefs makes them great flovens, and they love 
To be bufie. 
Ben. And never obferve 
The right feafons when they are neceflary. 
For though we are content with their company 
When we are old and dying 5 yet (methinks) 
They fhould not trouble us with their good counfel, 
When we are young, and in good health. 
Balt. Alas poor Book-men! they want breeding. 
Beat. Can we not feparate the wicked Provoft, 
From this {crupulous Fryer ? 
Ben, I have fent Lucio to him. 
Beat. Benedick , 
We will caft off the ferious faces of 
Confpirators, and appear to the Deputy 
As metry, and as gay, as Nature in 
The Spring. This Houfe fhall be all Carnaval, 
All Mafquerade. 
Ben. Good! we will laugh him out 
Of’s Politicks, till he make Paper- Kites 
Of Afachiavel’s Books, and play with his Pages 
In the Fields, 
Balt. And {hall we fing and dance. 
Beat. ’ Till the old Senators lead forth 
The Burghers Widows, and cry out for a Pavin. 
Page, call Vzol with her Caftanietos 5 
And bid Berzardo bring his Guittar. LExit Page. 
Ben. My Brother will not endure this habitation. 
Balt. He'll rather to Sea, and dwell in a Gun-room. 
Ben. Or lye round like a Sextons Dog, beneath 
The great Bell in a Steeple. [Viola frikes the Caftaniets within. 
Beat. Heark! viola has ta’ne th’ alarm. 


Ben. Thole Caftanietos found 
Like 
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Like a Confort of Squirrels cracking of Nuts. 
Enter Viola dancing a Saraband awhile with Caftanictos. 
eat. Shall we ftand idle in feafons of bufinefs ? 
You have Feathers on your head Benedick 5 . 
Have you none at your heels ? 
Ben. { am, Lady, 
So very a Kid at cap’ring, that you 
May make Gloves of my skin. Balthazar! 
Call far more Mufick. 
Balt. Not for me, Sir. 
I can dance at the meer tolling of a Bell. [They dance. 
After the Dance, enter E{chalus. 
Efch. Have you no apprehenfion of the Deputy ? 
Are you infenfible ? 
Beat. Do you fufpect 
We are irfenfible by our want of motion >? 
Ben. You fhould provide my Brother-Deputy 
A Polititians quilted Cap to cover 
His ears. *ITwill preferve him from noite. 
Beat. Thefe politick men fhould keep company 
With their fellow-Foxes in deep holes. 
Balt. He'll grow fo angry, that he'll lay the punifhments 
Of Law afide, and Piftol us with his own hand. 
Efch. This, Signior, is not the right way to meet 
Your Brothers temper. 
Ben. Signior, my meaning is 
T’ avoid the way where I may meet my Brother. 
Tl] provea very Crab to him; for ftill 
As he proceeds, I purpofe to go backward. 
Efch. | hope you'll be cautious about the Pardon. 
Ren. Pray mingle fo much courage with your wifdom, 
As may bring you into the poffibility 
OF f{leep again. 
Efch. Sir, | more than befeech you 
Not to provoke your Brothers gravity 
With fantaftical noifes. 
Bex. Believe me, we 
Are politick5 and do it to difguife 
That melancholly which belongs to defign. 
Efch. That may do well. 
Ben. Go up and retire with him. 
If you ftay here, he'll take you for a man 
Of mirth 3 and then you'll lofe his favour. ( Exzt Efchalus. 
Beat. “Tis fit, Benedick , you feek Lucio out, 
To learn quickly the Provofts refolution. 
I'll go change my {cene to the Garden-Terras, 
Under your Brother’s Window, that I may 
Torment hiar with new noifes. 
Viol. Shall fetch the great Girls that make Bone-Lace, 
To fing out of tune to their Bobbins ? 
Beat. Do, Viola. Let them be long lean Wenches. 
Viol. And we'll hang a dozen Cages of Parrots 
At his Window, to tell him what’s a Clock. 
LExeunt feveral ways. 
Exter 
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Enter Lucio and Provoft. 
Luc. I'd fpeak with that Fryer who obftruéts the Pardon. 
Prov. His bufinefs with Claudio being done, he ea cad you. 
Enter Fool in 
Luc. Fool! what, a Pris’ner ? I thought Baie had ia, 
Been free. 
Fool. Fooling is free before the wife: 
But truly, Signior, a Fool can no more 
Suffer a Fool, than one of the Wits can 
Endure another Wit. 
Prov. You, Sirrah, are committed for the-wort 
Kind of fooling. You have brought both Sexes 
Together. 
Luc. A Bawd? alas poor Fool! inftead of being 
In jealt, you have been in earneft! 
Fool. 1 dealt with perfons of quality, 
With whom I thought fit to be mannerly. 
Was'’t civil to let them meet to no purpofe ? 
Prov. You have been civil indeed. 
Fool. All deeds mutt fubmit to interpretation. 
For my part to prevent all antmofities 
And heart-burnings between young men and women, 
I brought them lovingly together. 
Luc. A Bawd ina Fools Coat ? 
Prov. Miltrefs Afitgation gave him the Livery. 
Luc. ’Tisa villainous new difguife 
For the good old Caufe, 
How does Mother Midnight ? what, fhe grows rich > 
Fool. Signior, fli'as eaten up all her Beef now, 
And is her felf in the Tub. 
Luc. Powder'd to make her laft. ’Tis not amifs. 
But prethee, what mean thofe Keys at thy Girdle? 
Prov. I have preferr’d him. He’s an under-Jaylor. 
Luc. You have but chang’d your dwelling, Fool; your office 


Is the fame; for you were wont to keep doors. [Exter Duke. 
Prov. Sirrah, look to your Pris’ners. Signior Lucio, 
I fhall leave you with this rev’rend Father. LEx. Provoft, Fool. 


Luc. Good day, Father. 
Duke. And to you, Sir, a long and a good life. 
Luc. Father, [ aim at no difficult things : 
If it be fhort and fweet, I’m {atisfy’d, 
Duke. How mean you, Sir? 
Luc. Nay, I'm not now prepar’d for confeflion 5 befides 
I’m in great hafte. You muft needs prevail 
With the Provott to let the Pardon pafs. 
Duke. Some hours after the date of the Pardon, 
An Order came hither for Execution,. 
Which had proceeded too, if Fryer Thomas 
Had not, by help of the Deputy’s Confeffor, 
Got a Reprieve till to morrow. 
Luc. Th’ abfent Duke was a true friend to Lovers, 
Duke. It feems you know the Duke ? 
Luc. Know him? yes Fryar, very well. Thad th’ honour 


To be of his Council ¢ but I mean, Sir, 
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In midnight matters. He was about once 
To raife a charitable foundation; 
Not for loufie learning, or fuch Cripples 
As creep from loft Battels, but for poor 
Difeas'd Lovers. 
Duke. ¥ did not think he had been amorous. 
Luc. Who, he? yes as far as to your Begger 
Of fifty : and he us’d to put a Ducket 
In her Clack-Difh. 
Duke. Is’t poflible > 
He was not, fure, in’s youth this way inclin‘d, 
Luc. No, he began to fteer 
The right courfe about forty 5 but, good man, 


He repented the loft time of his youth. [ Exit. 
Duke. Virtue’s defenfive Armour muft be trong, 
To {cape the merry, and malicious Tongue. LExit. 


Enter Jaylor, Ifabella. 
fab. Good Friend be courteous, and let Juliet know 
My name is I/abel/2, and I come 
To ferve her. Will you fo much favour me? 
There’s for your pains—— 
jy!. You mutt {tay here, till I fhall fendherto you. (Exzt Faylor. 
fab. A Prifon is too good a Den for 
This rude Beaft. [ Exter Juliet. 
Have comfort Sifter! I muft call you fo; [Ifab. falutes her. 
Though the uncivil Law will not allow 
You yet that name. 
Ful. Tam not worthy of it. 
Ifab, Since you have {poke fo humbly of your felf, 
You mutt and fhall be comforted : perhaps 
Like con{cience, love, when fatisfy’d within, 
May oft offend the Law, and yet not fin. 
Jul. 1 find the greatelt love is an offence 5 
For greatet love is greateft confidence 5 
When, trufting thofe who for our credence woo, 
We truft them with our love and honour too. 
Ifab. I come to bring your forrows fome relief; 
And would your crime not leffen but your grief: 
Ful. How can I lofe that honour which I gave 
To him, who canand will that honour fave? 
Jfab. When you your honour did to Claudio give, 
Coz’ning your felf, you did our Sex deceive. 
Honour ts publick treafure, and ‘tis fit 
Law fhould in publick form difpofe of it. 
Jul. Ob T/abellz! you are cruel grown. 
Ifab. Sifter! you gave much more than was your own. 
Jul. Vlov’dtoo much; yetfor your Brother’s fake, 
Who had thatlove, youmy excufe fhould make. 
1f2b. My Mothers life did fair example give 
How, after death we might unpunifht live. 
She, dying, did my Childhood then affign 
To Clundio’s care; he leaves you now to mine. 
jul. Oh Heav’'n! you mean that Claudio now mutt dye 5 
And I am now become a Legacy > 
fab. My 
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Ifzb. My friends are fuing for your liberty, 
And that you may fecure from penance be. 

jul. What need I for the thame of Penance care? 
No blufh e’re dy’d the palenefs of difpair. 

Tab. Do not, with weeping, vainly quench your eyes. 

Tears are to Heaven a ufeful Sacrifice 
Where ev'ry drop moves mercy; but they gain 
On Earth no more remorfe than common Rain. 

Jul. Is there no means your Brother’s life to fave> 

If2b. None that [ would afford, or he would have > 
Yet can [ not affirm that there is none. 

Jul. Oh call back Hope, which fafte does from us run. 

Ifab. Sifter, you call in vain; for when you know 
How wicked now Saint Azgelo does grow, 

You will rejoice that Death makes Claudio free; 
And think your Bonds more fafe than liberty. 

Jul. Is Angelo as wicked as fevere? 

fab. 1 more his kindnefs now than anger fear. 

jul. To what would Tyrant-force kindly perfwade! 

Ifzb. He gently treats, then rudely does invade. 

I dare not give his purpos’d fin a name; 
It istoo hard a word for untaught fhame. 
Jul. Falfe Image of refin’d authority ! 
fab. UnlefsI yield my Brother is to dye. 
Jaft now [ left the Guards drawn up, who wait 
For Execution at the Prifon Gate. 
Jul. Oh Tfabell! why are we ufelefs made? 
Too weak tinforce, and artlefs to perfwade: 
Nor you nor I can any help afford 
To your dear Brother, and my plighted Lord. 
Yet you have means; but mutt not have the wi. 
By evil to prevent a greater ill. 
fab. Have I the means? your grief mifleads your tongue.—— 
[She is going ont. 

Jul. I would do Claudio good, and you no wrong. 
Your vertue is fevere! hear me but fpeak! 

My heart will elfe out of my bofom break. 

Ifab. fpeak clearly then. You are not underftood. 
May none doill, that fo they may do good? 
Nature no greater gift than life can give. 

fab. By vertue we our nature long outlive. 

ul. Canit be vertue to let Claudio dye? 

Ifab. His life fhould not be fav’d by infamy. 

ful. Loath’d Infamy confilts of evils grown 
So impudent as covet to be known. 

But thofe feem leaft which bafhfully we fhun, 
At firft, and then for good intent are done. 

rab. Sifter, you argue wildly in your grief. 
You are too good to feek a bad relief 
For Claudio; therefore look for no reply. 

Ful. I look for none yet would not have him dye. 
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[Going ont. 
I/ab. You feem’d to intimate that bafhfulnefs 


At evil doing makes the evil lefs 5 That 


308 The Law againft Lovers. 


That when we good intend by doing ill, 

We bring neceflity t’ excufe our will: 

And that our faults, when hidden by our fhame, 
Pafs free from blemifh, if they {cape from blame. 

Jul. Forget my words. How could they be but weak, 
When grief did make thofe thoughts which fear did fpeak. 

fab. Suppofe I can a likely way devife, 
That you, affifted aptly by difguife, 

May take to night my place with Angelo: 

The means is not remote: what will you do? 
Jul. {am amaz'd and apprehend you not. 
Jfab. Your fudden ignorance is ftrangely got. 

I now am going to the Deputy 5 

To make to his requeft my laft reply 5 

And [ perhaps may promife willingnefs, 

But on conditions made for my accefs 

With bafhful privacy retir’d from lights 

From ev'ry wituefs too but fecret night 5 

Whole thicke(t Curtains fhall immure the Room ; 

Where for my promift perfon you may come. 

Thus Claudio’s life you fave and Jofe no fame 5 

For where none fees we cannot feel our fhame. 

A{cribe to dire neceflity the ill, 

The good of it belongs then to your will. 

Quickly refolve and [ll prepare your way. 
Jul. E’re I will Clandio in my felf betray, 

T will the torment of his death endure: 

His ficknefs more becomes him than the cure. 

Tfab. How Juliet? can you righteoufly refufe 
Th’ expedient which you plead that I fhould ufe ? 
Go chide the paffion which would have me do, 
That which, though ill in both, feems leaft in you: 
The good or ill redemption of his life, 

Does lefs concern his Sifter than his Wife. 

Jul. Alas, we know not what is good or ill. 

fab. Perhaps we fhould not learn that fatal skill. 
The Serpent taught it firft. Sifter, away ! 

We'll more for patience,than for knowledge pray. [Ex. feveral ways. 

Enter Balthazar, Beatrice, Jaylor, Page. 

Beat. Where’s Viola? have I loft her ? that fcare-crow 
Makes a very Bird of her. 

Balt. She’s run up ftairs, Madam, to inform 
Your Coufin Fulzet of your being here. 

Beat. Methinks this Fellow looks not only ill, 
But faucily il. 

Balt. How fo Madam ? 

Beat. ’Tis impudence to fhew fo bad a face 
In good company——Friend, I'll reward you. 

Jayl. The fooner the better. 

Beat. You fhall wear my Colours 
Boy, when he comes abroad 
Bid my Lacquies be careful to cudjel him. 

Jayl. I thank you. [Exit Jaylor. 
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Enter Viola. 

Viol. My Coufn Faliet has lockt her felf in 
Her Chamber. I {aw her through the Keyhole, 
Weeping like Nurfe when the loft her Wedding Ring. 

Beat. ‘Juliet, { cannot but 
Pity thy private friendfhip, butam more 
Vext at our publick Enemy, thy Judge 

Balt. Your tears, Madam, fhew more pity than anger. 

Beat.No,Sir, great {torms do oft begin with Rain. [ Enter Benedick. 

Ben. I {aw your Coach at the Prifon Gate, Lady, 

And thought y" had been arrelted on 
Sufpicion of love; which now is made high-Trea{c 
Natural Bodies by the Body politick. 

Beat. I fhould marvel, Benedick, how you had 
The face te come within fight of my Sex. 

But that ill faces, belag common, are 
No caufe of wonder. 

Ben. Mine’s a politick faces and few of that fort 
Are held handfom: fo politick that it 
Will hardly be {cduc’d to make another 
In thefe dangerous times. 

Beat. So politick, as P'd have you walk only 
At night, and with a dark Lanthorn before you 3 
That, though you fee others, none may fee you. 

You are one of thofe whom [ think unlucky. 

Ben. This gloomy place prefents you with ftrange vifions, 
Your Coach attends you. I pray change the Scene. 

Beat. Whither? to fee your Brothers Guards drawn up 
For Clazdio’s execution, ‘las poor women 
They get much by you men. 

Ben. Truly, ’tts thought they might get more 5 
For men are always civilly willing, 

‘Though ever blam’d. But patience, and we hall 
Have right when we are heard. 

Beat. Heard? yes, may fhe 
Who henceforth liftens to your fighing Sex, 

Have her Afs-ears in publick bord, as Love’s 
Known Slave, and wear for Pendants Morrice-Bells 
As his fantaftick Fool. 

Ben. No whifp’ring the Platonick way ? 

Beat. Platonick way ? my Coufin has Plato’d it 
Profoundly 3 has fhe not? i’th’ name of mifchief, 

Make friendfhip with your felves, and not with us. 
Let ev'ry Daou of you, chufe his Pitheas, 

And tattle Romantick Philofophy 

Together, like bearded Goffips. 

Ben, Though fuch converfation might breed peace 1n 
A Palace, yet twould make but a thin Court. 

Beat. Difcourfe all day, lolling like lazy sll- 
Bred-Wits, with your right Legs o’re your left Knees: 
Defining love, ‘till he become as raw, 

Asif he were defected by Anatomitts. 
Give Balls and Serenades to your dear felves. 
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Ben. That were (as we are taught by the old Proverb ) 
To Be merry and wife. [ Exter Lucio. 
Luc. We hall be more 
Troubled with this fidling Fryer, than with ten 
Lay-Fools. Hehas fo infected'the Provoft — 
With good counfel, that there is no hope from him. 
The Guards are doubled at the Prifon Gate; 
And Claudioisto dye at break of day. 
Beat. Where’s now your valour, Sir ? 
Is furious Benedick like Bealts of prey, 
Couragious only in the Field, 
And with familiar tamenefs creep in Towns 
Beneath the anger of your Feeders Law? 
Jaylor, where are you? bring metomy Coufin? [LEx. Beat. Viol. 
Bez. She’s rais’'d to a moft amiable humour. 
Now is your time, Lucio, to make love to her. 
Luc. I am now for the Platonick way of billing 
Like meek Turtles, without the noife of paffion. 
Balt. We, Lucio, who are parcel-Lovers, fheuld 
Mourn like Turtles over a Bottle in 
Thefe days of perfecution. 
Ben. Signiors prepare t’offend the Laws, I find 
I muft grow rude, and make bold with my Brother. LEx. Omnes. 
Exter Provofi, Duke. 
Prov. The Guards thus doubled at the Prifon Gate, 
Confirms my doubt that Signior Benedick 
Did counterfeit the pardon which he brought. 
Duke. You have another Prifoner here 
Condemn’d to dye? 
Prov. The wicked Bernardin, hath long 
Been a moft painful, and a watchful Robber, 
But now the {hort remainder of his life, 
He lazily confumes in {leep. 
Duke. Is he fo carelefs before death. 
Prov. He minds 
Not what is paft, or prefent, or to come. 
Duke. He wants advice. 
Prov. We oft have wakened him, as if he were 
To go to execution, and fhew’d him too 
A feeming Warrant, but he feem’d not mov'd. [Exter Fool. 
Fool. The Hangman waits to difpatch his bufinefs 
With your Worfhip. 
Prov, Sirrah, his bufinefs is with you. ; 
Fool. My Worbhip will hardly be at leifure for him. 
Prov. Call him in. LEmter Hangman. 
This Fellow early in the morning is 
To help you in your execution. 
He cannot plead a quality above 
Your fervice, he has been a noted Bawd. 
Hung. A Bawd! fyeonhim, he'll difgrace our Myftery. 
Foo!. Sir, by your good favour (for furely, Sir, 
You would have a good favour, had you not 
A hanging look) d’ you call your trade a Myftery ? 


Hang. Yes, you will find it fo. ae 
O9l,. 
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Fool. What myltery there fhould be in hanging, if 

I were to be hang’d, I cannot imagine. 

Hang. It is aMyltery: but you mutt be hang’d 

E’re you can find it out. 

Prov. Provide your Block and Ax; 

And call Bernardine. [Exit Ranoman. 
Duke. What horrid [of{truments are us’d by pow’r. i 
Fool. Mc. Rernardine you mult rife and be hane’d. 

Mr. Berwardine. = 
Bern. within. Curfe on your throat! who makes that noife? 
hat are you ? ‘iat 
Fool. Your friend the Hangman; you mutt be fo good 

Astorife, and be put to death, v/ 

Bern. Away you Rogue, I am fleepy. 
Prov. Tell him he muft wake. 
Fool. Pray Mr. Bermardine awake till you 
Are executed and {leep afterwards. 
Prov. Goin and fetch him out. 
Fool. He’s coming, Sir, for hear his {traw ruftle. 
Enter Bernardine. 
Bern. How now, Fool, what’s the news with you? 
Fool. Truly, Sir, 1 would defire you to clap clofe to 

Your prayers, for the Warrant’s come. 

Bern. Y’are a Rogue, I’ve been drinking all night, 

And am not fitted for the Warrant. 

Fool. The better, Sir for he that drinks all night, 

And is hang’d very betimes in the morning, 

May fleep the foundlter all the next day. 

Prov. Look, Sir, here somes your Ghoftly father. 

D’you think we jelt now ? 

Duke. Indue'd, Sir, by my charity, and hearing how 

Haftily yon are to depart, Iam come to advife you, 

Confort you, and pray with you. 

Bern. Fryer, not l, I'v: been drinking hard all night, 

And will have more time to prepare me, or they 

Shall beat out my brai:- with Billets. 

I'l) not dye to day. 

Duke. O, Sir. vou mvft, and therefore, I befeech you, 

Look forward on the Journey you fhall go. 

Bern. Vil not dye till I have tlept for any 
Mans perfwafion. 
Duke. But bear you. 
Bern. Not a word; if you have any thing to fpeak 

Come to my Ward, for I’ll not thence to day. [ Ex. Bern. Fool. 
Prov. What think you of this Prifoner, Father ? 

Duke. Nature did never make a thing more wretched. 

He 1s unfit to live or dye. *Twere want 

Of common charity to tran{port him 

In the mind he is, Jet him have more time, 

And be reftrain’d from ev’ry nourifhment but fleep 

Till I have made him fit for death. LEzter Jaylor. 
Jayl. Sir, a Meffenger at the Prifon Gate 

Knocks hard, and fays that he muft {peak with you. 


Prov. Icome! Father, if it pleafe you, let’s retire. 
Enter 
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Enter Claudio and Fool. 
Claud. Bolting the door we are unheard and {afe. 
Thou art a man, though in anill difguife; 
And fhould’ft fupport thy being worthily. 
Fool. Why, truly Sir, though I have had a couple 
OF Ill callings, yet I would live as well 
As I could by both. 
Claud. Thou halt a Servant been to fhame, and now 
Art but an Officer to cruelty. 
There, take this Gold; it is a thoufand Crowns. 
Wilt thou not run a little hazard for 
Much happinefs. The venter 1s not greats 
And it may probably produce at once 
Thy freedom and fupport. 
Fool. Sir, mine is but 
A thin Summer-ikin; ’t has been often cut 
And flafht with whipping. I would very fain 
Sleep whole in it now. 
Claud. Have courage, friend, ’tis Gold. 
Fool. My Grandam left me nothing at her death 
But a good old Proverb, that’s Touch and Take. 
And [ may fay ’thas been a lucky Proverb 
To me. What would you have me do? 
Claud, I have within a Pages habit, pact up 
Clofe. Prethee convey it by your friend, 
The Jaylor, to Julietta, whofe efcape, 
In that difguife, I newly have contriv’d, 
By correfpondence with an Officer 
Who has the foremoft {tation of 
The Guards without, and has been fervant to 
My Father. If thou haft any tendernefs 
Do this, that fhe may fcape from publick penance. 
Fool. But how fhall I {cape, Sir? I fhall do Penance 
Without a Sheet or Shirt: for my kind Tutor, 
The Hangman, will {trip me ftark naked 
WhenT'm {winging, though the wind blow northerly. 
Claud. The Law for thy offence can doom thee 
But to Fetters during life, and half that Gold 
May purchafe thy releafe. 
Fool. A fore whipping may come into the bargain. 
But ’tis a poor back that cannot fometimes 
Pay for the maint’nance of the belly. I'll do't. 
Claud. Pray lofe no times I have but little left. 
Fool. Have you no more Gold? fure you might {cape too. 
Claud. Friend, I have given you all[ have, nor could 
My greater plenty work my liberty 5 
For my Confederate dares not undertake 
To make the paflage clear for more than one, 
Or if he could, I want difguife for two. 
Fool. If you get out, Sir, you then {cape from Death. 
Claud. And the by freedom {capes from dreadful fhame 
Of doing Penance. Pray difpute it not. [Knocking within. 
What hand is that ? if you prove faithful now 
You'll gain forgivenefs for your paft offences. 


Fool 
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Fool. My golden guelts retire you ftraight fate 
The clofet of my Breeches. 
Much in all ages, good innocent Gold, 
Has been lay’d to your charge————_ [rats up the Bag and looks 


It is the Lady Juliets Maid, Vil let through the Key-bol 
Her in; and bear the Habit to her Mittrefs, C goa ae 
Exter Maid. 


Maid. My Lady with this Letter, Sir, fends you 
Her deareft prayers and love. 
Claud. Heaven value both, fo much as they 
Are priz’d by me-———— [Reads the Letter. 


The Provoft's wife, in pity of your diftrefs or perhaps out of love 
to your perfon, or rather, (as I hope ) ont of refpe to your vertu, 
has devis'd means for your efcape. She has by large gifts prevail'd with 
uty Keeper to leave your pajfage free to my Chamber. I beféech you, with 
the efficacy of my laft breath, to make ufe of this occafion and to haften 
hither. Your way to liberty nauft be out of my Window, from whence 
by a finall Engine fhe will wrench the Bars. 


Maid. Can you find leifure to confider, Sir, 
OF that which by my Lady is fo well 
Refolv’d? 

Claud. The Provoft’s wife? will the facilitate 
Your Ladies liberty with mine ? 

Muid. She fays, the cannot undertake fo far. 

Claud. Then I'll refufe her courtefie. 

Btuid. My Lady fends you this requeft in tears. 
Will you deny it her? 

Claud. If my efcape I from her Chamber make, 
The Law will lay the guilt of it on her 5 
And fhe remains behind to bear 
The puntfhment. 

Maid. She hath agreed to that 
Condition with the Provoft’s wife. 

Cland. Your Lady makes me an unkind requeft. 

Maid. Have you the heart to judge it fo? 

Claud. Can fhe be ign’rant that the rigid Law 
Does judge it in a Prifoner forfeiture 
Of life, to help another Prifoner to 
Efcape, who is condemn’d to dye? 

Maid. That forfeiture fhe cheerfully will pay: 
But has fo govern’d me with defp’rate vows, 
That [ lackt courage to refufe to bring 
This meffage to you. 

Claud. How pow’rful, fatal Julzet, is thy love ? 
Yet mutt it not more valiant be than mine 
Tell her, I’ve newly fent her a requeft 
More juft than that which the has fent by you3 
It will be brought her with a Prefent too: 

Which if, unkindly, the denys to take, 
She does by example my denial make. LEx. feveral ways. 
Enter Angelo, Servant. 
Ang, Attend her in, and then wait you at diftance. [Ex. suis 


[Weeps. 
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O Love! how much thy borrow’d fhapes difguife, 
‘ven to themfelves, the valiant and the wife? 
Enter Ifabella. 

ng. Had you not fear’d th’ approach of Clandio’s fate 
CW sich fhews you are to him compaffionate, 

Though not tome) I had not feen you here. 
He may your pity thank, and I your fear. 

fab. My Lord, 1 hardly could my felf forgive 
For fuing {till to have my Brother live, 

But that a higher hope directs my aim 3 
Which, faving his frail life, would yours reclaim: 

Ang. How defp’rate all your hopeful vifits prove! 
You bring me counfel ftill inftead of love. 

And would in ftorms of paffion make me wife. 
Bid Pilots preach to winds when tempefts r:fe. 

Zab. But yet as tempefts are by fhowers allay’d, 
Somay your anger by my tears be fway’d. 

Ang. You mutt by yielding teach meto relent. 
Make hatte! the Mourners tears are almoft fpent, 
Courtiers to Tyrant-Death who bafely wait, 

To do that Tyrant honour whom they hate. 
Inviting formal Fools to fee his F’eaft 

To which your Brotheris th’ unwilling Gueft. 
And the abfolving Pricft muft fay the Grace: 
Nights progrefs done, Claudio begias his Race. 

Tfzb. And with the mornings wings your cruel doom 
He (hall convey where you muft trembling come, 
Before that Judge, whofe pow’r you ufe fo ill, 

As if, like Law, ’twere fubject to your will. 
The cruel <here fhall wifh they had been juft, 
And that thetr feeming love had not been luft. 

dng. Tne Sutelefs fayings were from Cloyfters brought : 
Yeu «spot teach fo foon as you were taught. 
¥ou muft example to my mercy give; 

Firft fave my life, and then let Claudio live. 

ifab. Have you no words but what are only good, 

Becaufe their ill is quickly underftood? 
Difpofe of Claudio’s life! whilft cruel you 
Seem dead, by being deaf to all that fue. 
Till by long cuftom of forgiving none 
Y’are fo averfe to all forgivenefs grown. 
That in your own behalf you fhall deny, 

To hear of abfolution when you dye. 

Ang. How Ifabel! from calms of bafhfulnefs 
(Even fuch as fuppliant Saints to Heaven exprefs, 
When patience makes her felf a Sacrifice ) 

Can you to ftorms of execration rife? [Label is going ont. 
Leave me not full of evil wonder, ftay ! 

jab. Can it be good tohear what you would fay? 

(He fleps in and reaches a Cabinet: 

Ang. In this behold Nature's Referves of light, 
When the loft day yields to advancing night. 

When that black Goddefs fine in Frofts appears, 
Then ftarry Jewels bright as thefe fhe wears. ; 
The 
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The wealth of many Parents who did {pare 
In plenteous peace, and get by profperous War. 
Ifab. OF that which evil life may get, you make 
A wonder ina monttrous boatt ; 
Which death from you as certainly will take, 
As ‘tis already by your Parents loft. 
Ang. Be in this world, like other mortals, wife ; 
And take thistreafure as your Beauty’s prize. 
Wealth draws a Curtain o’re the face of fhame; 
Reftores loft beauty, and recovers fame. 
Ifab. Gatch Fools in Nets without a Covert laid; 
Can I, who fee the treafon, be betray’d ? [Going ont. 
Ang. Stay Ifabel! {tay but a moments {pace ! 
You know me not by knowing but my face. 
My heart does differ from my looks and tongue. 
To know you much, I have deceiv’d you long. 
If2b. Have you more fhapes, or would you new devife > 
Ang. V1) now at once caft off my whole difguife. 
Keep {till your virtue, which is dignify’d 
And has new value got by being try’d. 
Claudio (hall live longer than I can do, 
Who was his Judge, but am condemn’d by you. 
The martial of the Guards keeps fecretly 
His pardon feal’d nor meant I he fhould dye. 
fab. By thifting your difguife, you feem much more 
Inborrow’d darknefs than you were before. 
Ang. Forgive me who, till now, thought I fhould find 
Too many of your beauteous Sex too kind. 
I {trove, as jealous Lovers curious grow, 
Vainly to learn, what I was loth to know. 
And of your virtue [ was doubtful grown, 
As men judge womens frailties by their own. 
But fince you fully have endur’d the teft, 
And are not only good, but prove the beft 
Of all your Sex, fubmiflively I woo 
To be your Lover, and your Husband too. 
1fab. CanI when free, be by your words f{ubdu’d, 
Whofe actions have my Brother’s life purfu’d? 
Ang. I never meant to take your Brother's life; 
But if in tryal how to chufe a wife, 
I have too diffident, too curious been, 
I'll pardon ask for folly, as for fin 5 
Ilov’d you e’re your pretious beauties were 
In your probation fhaded at Saint Clare : 
And when with facred Sifterhood confin’d, 
A double enterprife perplext my mind 5 
By Clundio’s danger to provoke you forth 
From that bleft fhade, and then to try your worth. 
1zb. She that can credit give to things fo {trange, 
And can comply with fuch afudden change, 
Has mighty faith, and kindnefs too fo ftrong, 
That the extream cannot continue long. 
Iam fo pleas’d with Clandio’s liberty, 


That the example fhall preferve me free. ee 
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Ang. Was I when bad fo quickly underftood 5 
And cannot be believ’d when I[ am good. 
Fab. 1 favour of my Sex and not of you, 
{ wifh your love fo violent and true, 
That thofe who fhall hereafter curious be, 
To feek that frailty, which they would not fee, 
May by your punifhment become afraid, 
To ufe thofe Nets which you ignobly laid. 
Ang. Ah Ifebel! you blam’d my cruelty! 
Will you, when I fhew mercy, cruel be? 
Zab. You might have met a weaker breaft thaa mine, 
Which at approach to parley would incline: 
How little honour then you had obtain’d, 
If, where but little was, you that had ftain’d ? 
Had you been great of mind, you would have {trove 
T’ have hid, or helpt th wezknetles of love 5 
And not have us’d resprations to the frail, 
Or pow’r, where “twas difhonour to prevail. 
You will Cifnow your love diflembled be) 
Deceive your felf, in not deceiving me. 
If it be true, you fhall not be believ’d, 
Left you fhould think me apt to be deceiv'd. (Exit. 
Ang. Break heart! farewel the cruel and the juft! 
Fools feek belief, where they have bred diftruit: 
Becaufe fhe doubts my virtue I mult dye; 
Who did with vitious arts her virtue try. [ Exit. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter Duke and Mabel. 


Duke. CU told me, Daughter, that the Marfhal has 
Y Your Brother’s pardon feal’d, and I fhall watch 
All means to keep him fafe, left Angelo 
Should turn his clemency into revenge. 
Do not th’aflurance of his freedom buy 
With hazard of a Virgins liberty. 
Ifab. I thall with patience follow your inftruction. 
Duke. Night’s fhady Curtains are already drawn; 
And you fhall hear ftrange news before the dawn. [Exit Duke. 
Enter Franci{ca. 
Franc. Is the good Father gone? 
Ifab. Yes, Sifter, and has left my breaft in peace. [4 Bell rings. 
Franc. This Bell does nightly warn us e’re we fleep, 
T’ appeafe offended Heaven. Let us go pray, 
That the worlds crimes may vanifh with the day. [ Exennt. 
Enter Benedick, Efchalus, Beatrice, Viola, Lucio, 
finging a Chorus within. 
Efth. Your Brother, Sir, has an unquiet mind: 
Tis late, and he would take his reft. 
Viol, We'll fing him afleep. 
Ben. 
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Ben. Shall he who fhould 
Live lean with care of the whole Common: wealth, 
Grow fat with fleep like a Groenland-Bear ? 
Ech. Rulers are but mortals and fhould have reft. 
Ben. A States-man fhould take a nap in his Chair, 
And only dream of fleep. 
Beat. Thefe great tame Lions of the Law 
(Who make Offenders of the weak) 
Should {till feem watchful, and like wild Lions 
Sleep with their eyes open. 
Efch. Is night a feafon for finging? 
Viol. We'll fing like Nightingales, and they fing at night. 
Efch. Take heed; for the Grand-Watch does walk the Round. 
Beat. Signior, when did you hear of Nightingales 
Taken by the Watch? 
Luc. Madam, we'll fing. The Governour 
May come (if he pleafe) and figh to the Chorus. 
Efch. Vll bear no part, Sir, in your Song, 
Nor in your punifhment. [Exit Efchalus. 


The SONG. 


Luc. Our Ruler has got the vertigo of State 3 
The world turns round in his politick pate. 
He ftears in a Sea, where his Courfé cannot laft 5 
And bears too much Sail for the firength of his Maft. 
Cho. Let hive plot all he can, 
Like a politick man, 
Tet Love though aCchild may fit him. 
The fall Archer though blind, 
Such an Arrow will find, 
As with an old trick fhall hit hin. 
2 


Beat. sure Angelo kxows Loves party is ftrong5 
Love melts, like foft wax, the hearts of the young. 
And none are fo old but they think on the tate, 
And weep with remembrance of kindneffes paft. 
Cho. Let hin plot all he can, &c. 


By 
Ben. Love in the wiféfi is veld a mad fits 
And madnefs in Fools is reckon'd for Wit. 
The Wife value Love, juft as Fools Wifdom prize 5 
Which when they cann’t gain, they feem to difpife. 
Cho. Let him plot all he can, &c- 


4. 
Viol. Cold Cowards all perils of anger {hun 
To dangers of Love they leap when they run. 
The valiant in frolicks did follow the Boy, 
When he led theme a Dance from Greece to old Troy. 
Cho. Let him plot all he can, &c. 


Enter Balthazar. 
Balt. Behind the Garden of the Auguftines 
Your friends attend. You muft be fudden if 
You'll be fuccefsful. Ben. 
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Ben. I come. Bid Lucio in awhifper to 
Retire, and to expect my Orders at 
Saint Lawrence Gate. Lady, though you deny 
Sleep to my Brother, yet, you may dowell _ 
T allow a little of it to your felt. 
It grows late; and /7olz, methinks, begins 
To lofe an eye with watching in your fervice. 
Viol. Ylove watching and dancing too in Moon-fhine nights, 
Like any Fairy. 
Beat. Can whifpers hide your bus’nels, Rewecick, 
When you are fuch a Weather-Cock, that with 
But looking on you [ can quickly find 
Where the wind fits. Well, [ with you fome danger, 
That you may get the more honour. | Exennt feveral ways. 
Enter Angelo, Efchalus. 
Arg. It isnot juft f fhould rebuke them for 
Their harmony of mind: that were to thew 
The rage, and envious malice of the Devil, 
Who quarrels wit!; the geod, becanfe they have 
That happinefs, which he can ne er enjoy. 
E(ch. My Lord,I find you fick for want of reft5 
And grieve to hear you fay, the caufe of your 
Difeafe isin your felf. 
Ang. No ficknefs, E/chalus, 
Can be more dangerous than mine, of which 
The caufe is known tothat Phyfician, who 
Enjoins me to difpair of cure. 
Efch. Your words amaze me. [ Enter 1. Servant. 
1.Serv. To Arms, my Lord, to Arms! 
The ancient Citizens are wakt interrour 
By the infulting youth; who in loud throngs 
March through the Streets to the Parade. 
Ang. Hence Coward! thou art frighted by thy dream. [Ex. Serv. 
Enter 2, Servant. 
2.Serv. Arm,arm,my Lord! your Brother is revolted, 
Heading a Body of disbanded Officers. 
He is in skirmifh with your Guards, 
To refcue Claudio from the Law. 
Ang. My Brother grown my publick Enemy > 
This iteration founds like truth. I was 
Juft now fending to declare Claxdio’s Pardon, 
And to haften his and Julet’s liberty. 
Efch. You purpos’d well, but your performance was 
Too flow. [Enter 1. Servant. 
1. Serv. Tis {aid the Marfhal of your Guards is flain. 
Ang. That’s a furprife of fortune; for he had 
Claudio’s Pardon, and, had he fhewn it, might 
Perhaps have quencht the mutiny. 
My Armour! and command my Guard of Switzs 
To march, and to make good the Pafs, which leads 
To Saint Jago's Port. Hafte, E/chalus, 
And bid Montano make a fally from 
Thre Citadel. [ Exeunt feveral ways. 


Enter 
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Enter Duke, Provoft. 
Duk, Lock up your Pris’ners, and fecure the Gates. 
Prov. I did fufpect by Lucio’s menacings, 
That Benedick would Claudio’s liberty 
Attempt by force; and therefore did provide 
For oppofition to attend th’ affault. 
Forty felected from the Guards without, 
I have drawn in. 
Duke. Are they enter’d>? 
Prov. They are, and bold Urfizoa does command ’em. 
Duke. Th’ expedient which, in hatte, I have prefcrib’d, 
Will in extremity be fit to ufe 5 
Though when you threaten’t men may think youcruel. 
Prov. Father, Pll ftriGly follow your advice. 
Deke. Offer a parly from the Battlements, 
Be careful, valiant Provolt, of your charge, 
And Heaven take care of you. 
Prov. I'll through the Poftern lead you out: 
Your function will protec you. [Exeunt. 
Enter Benedick, Balthazar, Officers. 
Ben. Remove the Martial ftraight where Surgeons may 
Attend his wound, which is not mortal, though 
His lofs of blood deprive him of his {peech. 
Balt. A Squadron of the Guards at our approach, 
Retir'd into the Prifon, to make good 
The Gates againft affault. 
Ben. Their fudden fear begot that policy, 
Rather to make conditions for themfelves, 
Than for the place. 
Balt. The Provott will be obftinate. 
Ben. It may be fafer for him to preferve 
His courage for fome other ufe. 
Enter Lucio, Duke, 
Luc. Father Fox the Fryer, is {toln out of his hole; 
And is going to make a vilit to 
The Geefe of his Parith. 
Ben. Lucio, let him pats. 
Luc. If you give quarter to the Enemies 
Of Lovers, you will be follow’d in your 
Next War, by none but decrepid old Souldiers 5 
The youth will all forfake you. 
Ben. Unhand him ftraight: we muft in rev’rence to 
His function make him free. 
Duke. Peace be with your Lordfhip. 
Luc. Take care of Lovers in your Orizons, 
And the rather, becaufe praying for them, 
You pray for the Duke. Remember that Fryer. 
Duke. {f e’re I fee the Duke, Sir, he fhall know 
How much he is oblig’d to you. ‘ 
Ben. Lucio, be {tedfaft in your {tation. [ Exennt Duke, Lucio. 
Provofi from the Battlements. 
Ben. Look up! the Provoft does relent: he feems 
Inclin’d to parly. 
Prov. May Fortune ferve the valiant Benedick 
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In all attempts, but when he does invade 
The Forts of Law, where Jultice would fecure 
The Trophies of her Victories. 

Ben. Provoft, I take your greeting well, and with 
Your courage more fuccef’; than you in your 
Refiftance now are liketo find. You are 
Too wife to talk of Law tothofe who mean 
To juftifie their actions by their Swords, 

Prov. My Lord, fome honour I have gotten in 
The face of Enemies; and will not lofe 
It in the fight of friends. 

Ben. You mutt give Claudioand Fulietts liberty 5 
And then your other Pris’ners, and your felf, 

Shall, undifturb’d, be at your own difpofe. 

Prov. Claudio by fentence is condemn’d 5 and {ure 
My Office does engage my honour to 
Make good the fentence of the Law. 

Balt. Provoft, we come not here to make a War, 
Like Women, with vain words. 

Ben. Accept of peace by yielding that which I 
Would gain by a requeft, or elfe expect 
The worft event of force. 

Prov. Your force I will 
Oppofe; and when my temper is too much 
Provokt, perhaps the extremity may make 
Me thew you fuch an object, as will hurt 
Your eyes. [Enter Lucio. 

Luc. My Lord retire to face your Brother's pow’r, 
Which now is doubled by a fally from 
The Citadel. 

Ben. Make good the paflage at Saint Lawrence Gate: 
And, whilft my Squadron does advance, 

You, Balthazar, muft march at diftancé with 


The Reer. 
Prov. Urfivo! range your Partizans! 
*Tis now our time to make a fally too. [ Exennt. 


{Clafhing of Arms within. 
Enter Beatrice, Viola, Lacquay. 
Viol. Sifter! Sifter! can we not hide our felves> 
Beat. Fear nothing, Viola, tll you are in love. 
But then our Faces we like Wood-Cocks hide ; 
Whilft foolith fear (which is in women fhame) 
Makes us but tempt the Fowler to give aim. 
Enter 1. Page. 
1. Page. Madam, all’s our own. 
Beat. Well, {peak ! you are ane of thofe Meffengers 
Who loft his Wages by his diligence 
Running fo fa{t to bring good news, that he 
Wanted breath to utter it. 
1. Page. Count Benedick’s a moft fubftantial man. 
Would the Sun were up, that his friends might fee 
How he ftands to’t, whilft his Enemies flye from him. 
Feat. He isa{ubftanoe fit toftandi'th’ Sun 
Tomake a fhadow. And being the fubftance, 
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Lucio muft be the fhadow > if Benedich 
Flye firft, Lucio will not fail to follow him. 
1. Page. There isno end of Count Benedicks valour. 
Beat. Valiant without end3 that is, {tout to no purpofe. 
Enter 2. Page. 
2. Page. Ch Madam! Count Benedick is loft. 
Beat. How? this foolifh Boy was ever given to lying. 
Lacquay, go out, and bring me truth; fuch truth 
As I fhall like, or elfe return no more. 
2. Page. Madam, all the Maids—— 
Beat. Peace! your Intellpgence comes from the Laundry. 
Viol. Well, [fear the news may be tootrue then; 
They know what they fay. Carlo, tellitme. [Page and Viola whifper. 
Beat. My eyes are not prophetical; perhaps 
They melt too foon. Loft, valiant Benedick , 
Loft by thy noble kindnefs for my fake 5 
Who whilft I pity’d Claudio in his danger, 
Had of thy fafety no indulgent care. 
Enter Balthazar. 
Balt. Madam, pardon my hatte, which is as rude 
As my unfeafonable vifit. 
Beat. Tellme, I pray, the bufinefs of this night 2 
Balt. Count Bexedick began it with fuccefs; 
Who to redeem unhappy Claadio from 
The arms of death, and Juliet from the fhame 
Of publick penance, did affault the Guards 
Attending near the Prifon Gate; and at 
The firft encounter did difperfe, that force. 
Beat. This is no wonder; for in Honours Game 
(Where many throw at the laft great {take, life, 
As if twere but light Gold) young Gamefters oft 
Are lucky. 
Balt. The Provoft offer’d parly, but deny’d 
To yield the Pris‘ners, and the caufe which made 
Him obftinate grew quickly evident 5 
By old Afontaxo’s {ally from the Citadel, 
And Angelo’s advance with all his Zits. 
Thefe were by valiant Benedick repulft. 
Beat. I’m not forry now that [ have his Pidure: 
For the vain Gentleman will quickly grow 
So alter’d by fuccefs, that without his 
Image I fhould hardly know him. ie 
Balt. Lord Angelo would have retir’d into the Citadel 5 
But in the ftrife of that retreat 
Brave Benedick receiv'd a wound. 
Reat. A wound-----Excufe me, Balthazar, if I 
A{fume the feeling of your friendfhip to him, 
And pity him for your fake. 
Balt. The wound was flight 5 
And rather ferv’d t’augment his courage, than 
To wafte his {trength. 
Beat. Well, V'll allow him courage. Pray proceed. 
Ralt. With many fhouts faluted, he again 


Summon’d the Provoft; who enraged at our 
Refiftance 
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Refiftance of his {ally from the Prifon, 
Licens’d his anger even to cruelty 5 

For, as a dire expedient to prevent 

Th’ occafion of a new affault, he doom’d 
Young Claudio to endure the bloody Axe; 
And from the Battlements fhew’d us his head. 

Beat. Enough! your {tory grows too difmal to 
Be heard. Dead Claudio, yet more happy is 
Than living Juliet. Pray be brief, if you 
Have any other forrows to reveal ! 

Balt. The cruel Provoft having thus provoke 
Count Bezedicks he f{traight prepares to {torm 
The Prifons and th’ affault was {carce begun, 
When fuddenly our Sov’raign Duke breaks forth, 
From the dark Cloud of that difguife, in which, 
It feems, he hath remain’d conceal’d in Turin. 

Beat. The Duke in Town? 

Balt. Moft vifibly in perfon, and in pow’r. 
For by his high command victorious Bexedick, 

Is now with conquer’d Axzgelo, and both 
Are Pris’ners to the Provolt, 
Beat. Sudden and ftrange. 
Balt. Lord Angelo is kept from Vifitants, 
To make him ignorant of what is paft 5 
And by the ftrictnefs of the Guards to Benedick, 
Tis whifper’d and fufpected, that he will 
Be fentenc’d for Rebellion. 
Beat. I'll to the Duke. He’s full of clemency : 
A Prince who by forgiving does reclaim, 
And tenderly preferve for noble ufe, 
Many whom rigid Juftice, by exemplar death, 
Would make for ever ufelefs to the world. 
Balt. ’Tis fit you haften to him. 
Beat. In his own arms he bred my infancy. 
He ever yielded to me when I fu’d 
For men who had no other plea to get 
Their pardon but their mifery; and fure 
He'll not deny me when in tears I kneel, 
For valiant Benedick. [ Exeuxt. 
Enter Duke in his own Habit, E{chalus, Provoft, 
Fryer Thomas, Attendants. 

Duke. In favour of that pow’r, which I did leave 
In Angelo’s pofleffion, as my Subftitute, 

I have reliev’d him from his Brother’s fury. 
But Angelo in his (hort Government, 
Disfigur’d and disgrac’d that fair 
Refemblance which he wore of me, 

By many blemifhes. 

Efch. Though your accuftom’d clemency fhould give 
Him leave to ufe his eloquence, in’s own 
Defence, yet he would filence it, and hope 
For no relief, but from your gracious mercy. 

Duke. Provoft, he is your Pris’ner now, 

With Benedick. Take care they donot meet. 
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Prov. Sir, they are iever’d under watchful Guards. 
Duke. ‘Vis well. Go do what further  enjoin’d you. 
Prov. 1 humbly beg your Highnefs pardon, for my 
Ignorance of what you were when you 
Were pleas’d to make your vifits in difguife. 
Duke. You need no pardon, but have merited 
My thanks and favour. [Exit Provoft, 
Fry.Tho. Is it your Highnefs will that I attend you? 
Duke. I’ve left your habit, but will ne’er forfake 
Your company nor counfel. Father now 
You mult make hafte, and doas I direGed. 
Fry. Tho. I fhall be diligent in both of your 
Commands. [Exit Fryer Thowsas: 
Duke. You, Efchalus, complain of being wrong’d 
By having been made ignorant of all 
Thefe evils paft. I left you not to fleep 
Away your time. 
Efch. If you vouchfafe me not your pardon, 
I fhall with fhame receive my punifhment ; 
Though it ts better to be ignorant, 
Than to be guilty. 
Enter Beatrice, Viola, 2 Pages, Lacqnay. 
Beat. As virtuous Virgins, by their vows to Heaven, 
Have brought you here, fo may their Prayers 
Preferve you long amongft us. 
Duke. 1 thank you, beauteous Maid. But I perceive 
Affliction in your Eyes. Whence does it come? 
Beat. I am alowly Sutor to your Highnefs, 
Duke. I hope you are not fo unfortunate, 
As to defire a benefit, which I 
Unwillingly fhall grant. 
Beat. If no offenders were, then Sov'raign Pow’r 
Would have no ufe of mercy: 
Though Beredick has much offended, yet 
Forgive that valour which by yours was bred 5 
And let him not be loft who was mifled. 
Deke. Your heart 1s alter'd fince I faw you laft. 
Can Benedick in his affliction now 
Prevail; and be petition’d for by you 
Who {corn’d him when he did in triumph fue ? 
This riddle I will leave to E/chalus. 
Give mea quick account of it. I {hall 
Confider and take care of your requelt. [Exeunt feveral ways. 
Enter Angelo, Frycr Thomas. 
Ang. In the perplexity of Fight, when I 
Was forc’d toa retreat, I did fuppofe 
My Brother (to procure the people to 
His fide) had publifh’d but in artifice 
The Dukes return. 
Fry. Tho. The Duke is certainly in Town, and has, 
During the time of your Vicegerency, 
Remain’d here in difguife, he did converte, 
With I/abellz, and continually 
Receiv'd from her, true knowledge of her griefs, 
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And by what art you have afflicted her. 

Ang. Ob, Father, I am loft. 

Fryer Tho. Could you fuppofe 
You were your Brother’s Prifoner here ? 

Ang. Inthe dark mift of our encounter, 

I was led to that miftake. 

Fryer Tho. ’Twas a miftake indeed 5 
For Bexedick’s your fellow prifoner now, 

And under {trict command. 

Ang. 1 know him noble, though by paflion urg’d 
To this outragious violence, againf{t 
My ill difpos’d authority : and had 
He now been free, I eafily fhould have hop’d 
His favour with the Duke, might have procur'd 
My peace and pardon too. But, in my {trickt 
Reftraint, how, Father, did you get this vifit> 

Fryer Tho. By an efpecial leavetocomfort you. — [_E#ter Provoft. 
The Provoft has perhaps occafion of concernment 
With you. I'll take leave a while. [Exit Fryer: 

Prov. My Lord, with bluthes I appear 
I’th’ prefence of your moft ushappy fortune, 
Afham’d of my authority 5 but ‘tis 
His Highnefs will, that you fhould now 
Be fubject to my pow’r, who have been long 
Govern’d by yours. , 

Ang. You wiil be civil to me, Provoft, if 
You think [am contented with this change. 

Prov. You are fo well prepard for grief, 
That I may now afk ‘cave, to tell you, he, whom 
You did haftily condemn, was with difpatch, 

As fatal as your fentence, executed. 

Ang who can you mean? 

Prov. Thunhappy Clandio. 

Ang. Is he executed? The Marfhal had his Pardon feal’d. 

Prov. The Marfhal (who is now in hope of cure) 
Was by his wound laft night in the fir'!t charge 
Deprivd of fpeech; fo by the Law of deftiny, 
Your purpos’d remedy again{t your Law 
Was known too late: for (to divert 
The fury of th’affault, by taking from 
His friends that hope which was the caufe of ftrife) 
{ did appoint him for the Ax; and from 
Our Battlements fhew’d th:-m his head. 

Ang. All my finifter Stars, have met at once, 

In confultation how to ruine me. 

Prov. A moment e’re his death, a Fryer who was 
Official here, did marry him to Juliet: 

And therefore now I come to know, how far 
You by your plentiful Eftate, will pleafe 

To give {ubfiftance to his mourning Widow? 
You know that his Poffeffions, and her Dowry, 
(He dying guilty by the fentence of 

Yhe Law) are both confifcate to the Duke. 

Ang. My bofom is too narrow for this grief; 

J give her all I have. Enter 
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Enter Efchalus. 
Efch. My Lord, I grieve to tell you, that the Duke 
As a reward to Jfabella’s vertue for 
Her fuff’rings, has already by his promife, 
Given hes th'iatended confifeation of 
Your Lands and Treafure. 
Ang. ’Tis righteoully beftow’d. But where alas, 
She having all, is Juliet’s recompence ? 
Prov. Let’s leave him, Signtor, to his thoughts. LEx. Provoft. 
Ang. How wifely Fate ordain’d for humane kind 
Calamity, which 1s the perfeé Glafs 
Wherein we truly fee and know our felves. 
How juftly it created life but fhort 5 
For being incident to many griefs, 
Had it been deftin’d to continue long, 
Fate, to pleafe Fools, had done the Wife great wrong. 
Enter I{abella. 
fab. T come, my Lord, to fee you in eclipfe : 
You did too hurtful to mine eyes appear, 
When with your glory you did fill your Sphear. 
Ang. Is 1 revenge that hath this vifit bred 5 
Or are you hither by compaffion led > 
Ifab. With no revenge nor pity ! comply 5 
But come, perhaps, in curiofity 5 
As in a great Eclipfe the curious run 
Tinform themfelves exadly of the Sun: 
For when his light is leflen’d, they fee more 
Of his unevennefs, than they faw before. 
Ang. The {pots in him only imagin’d be; 
But all reported {tains are true in me. 
fab. As your confeflion of the worft of you 
Seems now to utter more than does feem true, 
So of the beft of you, which is your love, 
Perhaps you told much more than you could prove. 
Ang. In anill feafon you require a teft, 
T’aflure you of that love which I profeft5 
When I can offer nothing that is fit, 
To be a pledge to make you credit it 5 
Since all had is by the Duke (as due 
To injur'd virtue) freely given to you. 
tfab. Take back your wealth; improperly confign'd 
To me, who prize no wealth, but of the mind. 
Ang How Iabell? would you a prefent make 
Of fuch a gift, as you difdain to take. 
It would more worthy of your bounty prove, 
To keep fuch trifles, and to give me love. 
But I would have what you can never give 5 
Claudio 1s dead , whofe life fhould make me live. 
1f2b. I fhall redeem you now from half your fear; 
I mutt be gone, but Claudio fhall appear. [Exit. 
Ang. What may this mean? Virgins fo foft as fhe 
Can never pleafure take in cruelty. 
Heav'n oft in wonders does propitious grow, 
Fortune no fafter ebbs than it can flow. 
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Enter Claudio, Julietta. 
Claud. Let thofe who loft their youth retire to Graves, 
Deaths Clofets, where, though there be privacy, 
Yet there is never ufe of thoughts. Let us thank 
Heaven that we have life, fince we together - 
May enjoy it. 
Jul. From a wild Tempeft, where we both were loft, 
Heaven lands us {trangely on a Floury coaft. 
Claud. Since none could thus recover'd be by Heaven, 
Were not the crimes which loft them quite forgiven, 
Let us exprefs a kind forgivenefs too; 
Jul. Honour would that without Religion do. 
Ang. Are you the mortal fubftances of forms 
Which yourefemble, Clzvdio and Julietta; 
Yet, like immortal Angels, can fo much 
Of good forgivenefs {peak ? 
Claud. What act hath Angelo feverely done, 
For which his Brother Bezedick hath not 
By kindnefs ample fattsfaction given? 
Ang. How is this wonder to be underftood ? _ [ Exter Benedick. 
Ben. The Provoft, Brother, has to happy purpofe 
Deceiv'd us by the death of Berzardine. 
Let us embrace and mutually exchange 
Forgivenefs. 
Ang. Sure our offences to each other will 
Admit excufe, fince the authority of mighty love 
Did {way us both. This meeting has much comfort 
In it though it be in Prifon. [ Enter Beatrice, Viola. 
Beat. Where 1s the Rebel ? 
Ben. NoRebel, Lady, to your pow’r. 
Beat. If you had err’d that way, y'had never been 
Forgiven; but you may offend your Prince 
As often as youpleafe. There’s your Pardon—— [Gives him a Paper 
Ben. I hope you will not undo me. Cfeat’d. 
Beat. How fo, Sir? 
Ben. 1 am afraid ‘tis a Licence for Marriage. 
Beat. No, Sir, Plays that end fo, begin to be 
Out of fafhion. 
Ben. Do you not fee your Coulin Juliet 2 
She has been advisd by a bauld Dramatick Poet 
Of the next Cloifter, to end her Tragy-Comedy 
With Hymen the old way. [Beatrice falutes Juliet. 
Beat. Alas poor Coufin! Love has Jed thee a Dance 
Through a Brake of Thorns and Briers. 
Ful. Madam, take heed; though he be blind 
He may find the way to tead you too. 
viol. Warrant ye [ll run from that foolifh Boy, 
And then let him try to overtake me. [4 fhout within. 
Within. The Duke! the Duke! 


Enter Duke, Ifabella, E{chalus, Provoft, Fryar Thomas, Guards, 
Attendants, Balthazar, Lucio, behind the reff, 


Duke. The motive which la{t caus’d my vifits 
To this Prifon, was to give good counfel and to 
Reclaim 
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Reclaim the ill advis'd. But now | come 
To count’nance the Reclaim’d. I can relate 
Your latter Story, Axgelos and am 

Not ignorant, Bezedick, of yours; but in 
Remembrance of your former merits [ 
Forget your lave attempts. 

Ang. Your Highnefs makes 
An hourly conqueft of our hearts, and we 
Moft humbly bew in thankfulnefs for your 
Continual clemency. 

Duke. The eye of Pow’r does not alone obferve 
The heights, but lower Regions of the world. 
I have a Convert here, whom I would fee. 

Prov. Cail Beruardine. 

Ben. Is he alive? 

Duke Iam more willingly appeas’d, becaufe 
The fury of the Jaft encounter has 
Not loft me any of my Subjects lives. 

The Martial’s free from danger of his wound 5 
And as the military Sword has not 
Prevail’d fo far as life, fo Juftice, with 
Contrition fatisfy’d, did fheath up hers. 
[Exter Faylor, Fool, Bernardine. 

Balt. There's no harm yet. 

Luc. I hope we fhall all {cape. 

Duke. The Provoft (whofe fidelity I fhall 
Reward ) did in the ftorm preferve from wrack 
This Penitent: and from the Battlements 
Deceiv'd you with a Head of one, who of 
A natural ficknefs dy’d 1'th’ Prifon. 

Luc. Under your Highnefs favour I fufpected 
Afar off, that "twas not Bernardine’s, by 
A fmall Wart upon his left eye-lid. 

Duke. You were not bid to fpeak. 

Luc. No an’t pleafe your Highnefs, 

Nor wifht to hold my peace. 

Balt. Lucio, you will be talking. 

Duke. Remember, Bernardine, your Vows to Heaven3 
And fo behave your felf in future life, 

That I fhall ne’er repent my mercy. 

Bern. | am your Highnefs Debtor for this life, 
And for th’ occafion of that happinefs, 

Which may fucceed it after death. 

Duke. {s there not, Father, in this Company 
One too much troubled with a lib’ral tongue, 
Who hath traduc'd me toa Brother of 
Your Cloifter > 

Fry. Tho. Yes, Sir, and here behold the man. 

Luc. Whol, Father? I know you not. 

Fry.Tbo. No, Sir, but I know you. 

Luc. | fhall be glad, Sir, of your acquaintance, 
For my Confeffor 1s Jately dead. 

Duke. But, Lucio, you perhaps, would know me too, 


Should I again put on the Habit which 
I wore 
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{ wore, when boldly to my face you did 
Traduce me in this Prifon. 

Luc. If your Highnefs, forgiving now fo many, 
Will pardon me too, I'll hereafter hang 
A Padlock at my lips, and this good Father ~ 
Shall keep the Key of it. 

Duke. Your flanders, Lucio, cannot do me harm. 
Be forrcwful, and be forgiven. 

Balt. Thy Mother hath bewitcht thee the right way, 
For no Sword can pierce thee. 

Duke. Think me not fingular, becaufe 
I did my felfa while depofe 5 
For many Monarchs have their Thrones 
Forfaken for a Cloiftral life; and I, 

Perhaps, may really that Habit take, 
Which I have worn but in difguife. 

Ang. That were t’undo the world by leaving it. 

Bex. Whilft fo you feek imagin’d happinels, 
We all hall find effential mifery. 

Duke. My refolutions are not foon remov'd: 

I’m old and weary of authority. 

But, e’re I leave it quite (fince Ihave no 
Succeflors of my own) let me difpofe 

Of beft advantages to thofe whom I 

Efteem, who may enjoy my pow’r. Lend me, 
Chatt Z/abella, your fair hand; which with 
Your heart I dedicate to Angelo; 

He now fufficiently that virtue knows, 

Which he too much, too curioufly has try’d. 

fab. Thave fo long your counfel follow’d with 
Succefs, as I am taught not to fufpect 
Much happinefs will ftill attend 
Th’ obedience which does yield 
To your command. 

Avg. 1 fear my joys are grown too great to laft. 

Duke. T have a good occafion, Benedick , 

To thank you now for your fuccefsful toils 
And Victory tn the Aé//ain War; for which, 
In ample recompence, I give vou but 

The heart, which I perceive you had before. 
The witty war which you fo long have had 
With virtuous Be’trice, now muft gently end, 
In joyful triumphs of a nuptial peace. 

Beat. Take heed! our quarrel will begin again; 
And th’end of this long Treaty will but bring 
The war home to your own doors. 

Ben, Vl venture. *Tis but providing good ftore of 
Cradles for Barracadoes to line my Chamber. 

Duke. Be happy, Claudio, in your faithful Fulzer, 
The perfecutions of your loves are paft. 

Claud. They feel not joy who have not forrow felt. 
We through afflictions make our way to Heaven. 

Luc. Fool, I've a mind to marry your Grandmother. 

Fool. She ftays for youin the Church, and will prove 
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A {weet Bed-fellow, for fhe has not been 
Bury’d above a Month. 
Duke. Provolt, open your Prifon Gates, and make 
Your Pris’ners free. The ftory of this day, 
When ’tis to future Ages told, will feem 
A moral drawn froma poetick Dream. 
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PROLOGUE. 


I. 
O Country Lady ever yet did ask 
N such fhrewd advice before a Ball or Mafque 


(When curious dreffing is the Courts great task.) 
2 


As now young Poets do, in this nice Age, 
To gain the froward Lovers of the Stage 5 
Whofe beat of humours nothing can affwage. 


2. 
The Mufe, difdain’d, does as fond Women do; 
Inflead of being courted fhe courts you: 
But Women are lefs valu’d when they woo. 


4. 
And as young Poets, like young Ladies, fear 
A Concourfe, great as this Affembly here, 
*Till they feek counfel how they fhould appear. 


Re 
So all old Poets, like old Ladies, may 
Be more afraid to venture the furvay 
Of many apt to cenfure their decay. 
6 


Both know they have been oa of fafhion long 5 
And, e’re they come before a fhining Throng, 
Would drefs themfélves by Patterns of the Toung. 
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Te 
Well, our old Poet hopes this Comedie 
Will fomewhat in the fine new fafhion be 5 
But, if all gay, twould not with Age agree. 
8. 


A little he was fain to moralize 
That he might ferve your minds as well as eyes : 
The Proverb fays, Be merry and be wife. 


9. 
This, Gentlemen, is all be bad me fay 
Of his important Trifle call'd a Play 5 
For which, he does confefs, you dearly pay. 
I 


O. 

But he did fear that he could hardly make 

A Prologue fo in fafhion as might take, 

For he does uzuch of too much boldnefs lack. 
If. 

He never durft, nor ever thought it fit, 

To cenfure thofe who Judges are of Wit. 

Now you expect the Rime will end iz Pit. 


The Perfons reprefented. 


Don Ferdinand, Father to Z/abella. 


Don ‘John. Suitor to Lfabella. 

Don Lewis. His Rival. 

Sancho. Steward to Don Ferdinand. 
Jodlet. Servant to Don Jobn. 
Stephano. Servant to Don Lewis. 
Tfabella. Daughter to Don Ferdinand. 
Lucilla. Sifter to Dow Fohu. 

Bettris. Tfabella’s Maid. 

Laura. Lucilla’s Maid. 


The SCENE Madrid. 


And in one Houfe. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
Exter Lucilla, avd Laura with a dark Lanthorn. 


Enc. OU have ferv’d me but two days, and are you weary 
already > 


Lau. Pray add the nights to the dayss for I have not flept fince 
I came into your fervice. 

Luc. Love has ordain’d us for thefe Journeys; and will, I hope, 
bring us at laft where we may reft quietly. Lan. 
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Lax. Yes, to the laft Inn of all Travellers, where we thal] meet = 
Worms inftead of Fleas; Lovers never reft quietly till they lodge 
at the Sign of the Grave. 

Luc. Prethee be patient, Laura. 

Lau. If [ had been waiting-woman to Will of the Wisp, t could 
not have wander’d with fo much uncertainty as when! follow a Mi- 
{trefs led about by love. 

Luc. But, Laura, I follow you now. 

Lau. You may with eafe enough, when I’m fo tir’d that I can go 
no further 3 this is the pretty Foot belonging to a Leg; which 
(though I fay’t) was fit to lead a Dance in Hymens Hall. 

Luc. And does it limp now, and grow weary of the errands of 
two days. 

Eau. You have little reafon to blame that Leg which has been fo 
nimble in your fervice; but the other will follow it no further. Me- 
thinks it has got a fhackle inftead ofa Garter. (She limps alittle. 

Enter Sancho with a dark Lanthorn. 

Luc. Take heed, Laura; I fee light. 

Lax. Why, what would you fee, darknefs? are not your eyes 
made for the light ? 

Luc. “T1sa Man; he feems to feek fome body witha Lanthorn. 

Lau. He feeks me here by appointment. 

Luc. I'll retire to this Portico. 

Lax. Do, Whillt I accoft him. 

Luc. What is he? 

Lau. ’Tis Sancho, Don Ferdinando’s Steward; he was my {worn 
Brother over a Poffit, he is by the length of his Beard and the heat 
of his Conftitution, a very Goat. 

Luc. For Heaven’s fake lofe no time. 

Lay. You need not fear his lof of time; I ufetocall him my Bro- 
ther Brevity; He is fothrifty of his {peech, that his tongue does fel- 
dom allow his thoughts above two words to exprefs them, 

San. Laura. 

Lau. Are not you my Brother Sancho ? 

San. Lam. 

Laz. Have you contriv’d a way to conceal my Lady in your Ma- 
{ters Houfe ? 

San. Yes. 

Lau. Can you admit her now? 

san. No. 

Lau. May it be to morrow ? 

San. It may. 

Lau. Vl attend you in the motning. 

San. Do. 

Lay. Pray name the hour. 

san. Nine. 

Lau. My Mittrefs is very {enfible of your care, and would know 
if I may have leave to give you this Gold? 

San. You may. 

Lax. I hope you hate not me, nor the prefent. 

San. Neither. 

Lau. Are we both acceptable? 

San, Both..— [He looks on the Gold. 

Lau. ’Tis Gold; and Signior sancho you thall find me to be astrue 
Metal asit. cee 


The Man's the Mafter, iy? 


33 5 The Man's the Mafter. 


San. Vl try —_——— | Offers to if ber. 

Laz. Not fo foon, good Signior Szxcho, bring me to the Wed- 
ding night, and try, if like Gold, I can endure the touch. 

San. Humph! 

Laz. Lovers may pretend tohave true Metal, but Marriage is the 
Touch-ftone. 

San. Of Fools. [ Afide. 

Lau. Hands off, good Signior Saa#cho, You want fleep, Good 
night, Pray let me go. 

San. Pafs——. ( Ex7t Sancho. 

Laz. Come, Madam, we may haften home, Nine is the appointed 
hour when you fhall have admittance. 

Lu. After [have fought opportunity, I am afraid to find it. 

Laz. Madam, I donot yet underftand your intrigues of Love. You 
are afraid to find the opportunity you feek, and I, poor wretch, feek 
more opportunities than I fear [ fhall find. 

Lu. Lord help thee! thou doft want a great deal of forrow to 
make thee a little wife. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Don John azd Jodlet. 

Jod. Sir, by your favour, you are either mad, or the Devil is ma- 
litious to bring youto Madrid, at founfeafonable an hour, after ri- 
ding Poft, or rather flying, without meat or drink, as empty as wild 
Hawks, and as uncertain of your Quarry. 

D. Joba. 1 confefs thou maift be tir'd all over, all but thy Tongue, 
and that can never be weary. The Street where we are now, is that 
which I have fought. 

Jod. What will you do here, go fee Dox Ferdinand when ’tis palt 
Midnight ? 

D. John. Yes, and this very night I'll vifit /2bella. 

Jod. *Tis ill to have an empty ftomach, but worfe to have an 
empty head. 

D. John. Fodlet,I know you are hungry,but hunger makes you fitter 
for watching5I’ll not ftir out of this {treet till Ifeemy Miftrefs. 

jod. Remember ’tis paft One,a feafon when Dox Ferdinand’s Gates 
are always fhut : we have ridden this morning from Burgos. [know no 
kind of Lovers but Ow!s would have chofen the night for a journey. 

D. johz. To love nothing but fleep, and eating, is to be a Beaftin 
the habit of a Serving-man. 

jod. How I hate raillery ? 

D. John. And I eating and fleep, in comparifon of this Picture of 
Tfabella. 

Jod. You areone of thofe who are fill’d with wild-fire at fight of a 
cold Picture; and if Mafter Painter, has luckily drawna Snout of Ivo- 
ry anda Mouth of Coral, which perhaps does inclofe an ill Tongue and 
worfe Teethsthen he makes you mad ofa Miftrefsswill a Picture reveal 
whether her crooked body be arm’d with a Coat of Mail,or whether 
fhe be fome skeleton whofe Beauties lye at night upon her dreffing- 
cloth? you'll not be much pity’d if men find you ill provided of a 
Woman, fince you'll be gull’d with one before you have feen her. 

aL Thou art as (coward at this time o’th’ night as a wak’d 
Child. 

Jod. Wou'd any man keep patience about him when he muft rua 
in the dark from Street to Street, and grope out his way like a blind 
Man without a Dog? or ftand fo long under a Balcony (lifting himfelf 

upon 
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upon One leg to ftare higher about him) tul he thift his feeras often 
as a Stork? 


D. John. Fodlet! 

Fod. Dow John. 

D. Jolin. My Picture was rarely drawn; and fureitc 
but se my Miftrefs. p orate 

fod. I know the contrary, 

D. Johu. What fay’ft thou > 

Jod. I tell you it has rather difpleas’d her. 

D. John. How the Devil can{t thou know that! 

Jod. Alas, I know it too well. 

D.Fohn. Hah! tell me how? 

Jod. Good Sir, have patience! inftead of your Picture, the re- 
ceived mine. 

D.jobn. Traitor, ‘tis well thou doft not ufe to {peak truth, for 
elfe I fhould fearch for thy life in the very bottom of thy Bowels. 

jod. You may, Sir, and begin at my Throat: But in piercing my 
body, [ pray fpare my Doublet for I made it new at Lurgos. 

D. john. Pox of your Railery, Tell me what thou haft done? 

Jod. Sir, put your anger up firft. 

D. John. I never had fo much caufe to let it out, But fpeak, and 
let not Fear fright Truth from thee. 

od. Str, when we left Flaunders 

D Jobu. Well, proceed. 

Jod You having your Brother kill’d, and a Sifter carried away 
by ftealth (not knowing where, nor how, nor wherefore, nur by 
whom) you rode fo faft that you left all your judgement a great 
way behind you. : 

D. fohn.To what purpofe, Villain,doft thou openthefe two wounds? 
proceed upace to thy Picture. 

Fod. Sir, I go as faft can; but your anger interrupts me fo, ‘at 
11a sain fometimes to go back to recover my Tongue, thoughI ave 
nothing within me but what is much to the purpofe. 

D. John. Why doft thou not render it in few words ? 

Yod. (cannot, Sir, for [always {peak things in order, but for your 
Picture which I had e’en forgot ———_. 

D.jobn. Was ever Man {fo tir’d with the tedious length of no- 
thing ? 

Sod. We were but newly return’d to Ca/tile when Don Ferdinand 
de Rochas propos'd his Daughter to you in Marriage: her Picture 
was made a Prefent to you, and the offer of Twenty thouland 
Crowns in portion, and then you (t’inchant her with your own 
Picture as much as you were charm’d by hers) made hafte to fend 
her it: and fo, as the Proverb fays, put an old Cat to an old Rat. 
It was a Lovers ftratagem, and villanoufly fubtle. But Heav’n (not 
always a Friend toLovers) ordain’d a fuccefs contrary to your ex- 
pectation. ; 

D.fobn. Art thou about the Hiftory of the World; and wilt thou 
not finifh it till the World ends ? 

Jod. Yes, Sir, but I muft refrefh my memory, for it is almoft 
weary. 

D. John. 1 would thy Tongue were fo too. 

Jod. You remember that your Painter (in thank fulnefs for the 
great reward you gave him) wou'dafter he had drawn your Picture, 
take a little pains about mine, D, Jobe. 
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D.fobn. | know that: but proceed. 

Jod. Then you likewife know it coft me nothing, Well, that Flez- 
ming’s abraveman. None of your Jan Van Lievens, nor your Elfha- 
mers, nor your Branwers, nor your ‘Joos Kan Winghens ever drew like 
him, Then give him but a Rummer, over a Pickell’d Herring, and he 
will drink fo kindly, as if he had the heart of a Whale. 

D.jeh2. Wilt thou never conclude ? haft thou fold, burnt, eat, or 
drank my Picture? Havel it yet, or was it fent to Z/abella? {peak and 
be quick! 

Jod. If you have not patience to ftay awhile rather than hear ill 
news, but will needs ride Poft to overtake the Devil, I wil: leave 
Flanders and go the neareft way to the purpofe. 

D.Jobn. Stull wilt thou be tedious ? 

Jod. Nay, Sir, fince you Jove unwelcome brevity, know «hen 1 
was to fend away the laft Packet, I would (being a little cur: ous) 
compare the workmanfhip of my Pi@ure with vores P fer thom up. 
pofite to one another, turning my eyes often from th: to that. 44 be- 
ing call’d for in hafte by the Poft-Boy, I put my little Picture in the 
Packet inftead of yours! 

D. John, How ® yours intead of mine? 

Jod. Sir, your P.cure had the happy lazinefs to {tay heres but 
mine was de(ftin’d to ride Poft with the Devil to your Miftrefs. 

D. john. Canft thou live, or] either, after [have aeard this? 

Jod. Good Sir, make »"e of patience as 1 did. Time, which wears 
out forrows as well as joys, bas fince th’unhappy accident given me 
afew quiet nights, andI have ceas'd to grieve for fear of being fick. 

D. John. Dog! what will fhe fay of thy horn-face, and Badgers 


nole > 

Jod. Alas, Sir, he willrotthink you very handfom, Imean in my 
Picture; but if we were /ii; our own Painters we fhould not want 
Beauty. 


Enter Stephano. 

D.jFobz. Peace, there comes one who perhaps knows Doz Ferdi- 
nand’s houfe; Go, afk him. 

Jod. But Sir-—_— 

D.Jobn, Well, {peak low. 

Jod. Perhaps he'll expect a reward if he tell us. In Afzdrid you muft 
hold out your money if you do but afk what’s a clock ? 

D.john. Unlucky Rogue, wou’d he would cudgel thee. 

Jod. He has not leifure to doit; he feems in hatte. 

Steph. Who goes there? 

Jod. Not to difpleafe you, Sir, where dwells Dow Ferdinand 2 

Steph. This is his houfe. 

Jod. Are we inthe right already ? for this bout my Matter has rea- 
fon, the Father-in-law is founds and the Son-in-law-elect has nothing 
to do but to knock. 

Steph. I begin to find my felf a Fool for having fhew’d them where 
my Matter is fecretly enter’d,and whence | expect he'll prefently come 
forth; I mutt find fome expedient. 

Jod. Does he dwell here? 

steph. Yes, but heis fick, and does not love noife, what are you? 

Jod. We, Sir, are Night-walkers3 or rather men of Norway, a 
Northern-Country where he 1s curs'd, who does not {leep continual- 
Jy, for my part I never {leep; and that’s my Mafter, Sir, the greateft 
waker in the World. Steph. 
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Steph. Or rather the greateft Robber. He hall give me fatisfacti 
on for what he lately took from me3 I k i aan 
you were with Sint aes ens 

Jod. You are very cholerick, and I think fomewhat mad. If 
were fotoo, you would have little fafety but in flying. Sir, as fober 
as ee 4 vas fcarce keep my hand from my hilt. j 

0D.fobn. Sir! Sir! advance a little, I begin to gr 
were it not dark, I fhould appear fomewhat ae one ig ig 

D. John to Steph. Approach Sir, come on towards me. I'll make 
you civil. 

Steph. How! Don of the dark? are you fo brifk>? but I thall take 
the pains to drive you hence: for though you are Two (would I 
were rid of ’em) if you dare follow me as faft as I’ll lead the way 
ye fhall come toa better place for fighting. ; 

D. John. Say you fo, Sir? I'll follow you, ftay! I hear a noife. It 
feems to be above us. 

Jod. Pox on this cholerick Cur! if his barking had not frighted 
me, I had, perhaps, without any danger, broke his very bones: but 
whence the Devil comes that other Devil? D.Lewis defcends from 

D.Lenwis. Stephano! (from the Balcony. 

Jod. They are going. 

D. Joh, Sure that’s hisman whom he calls. 

D.Lewis. Either { arm much coufen'd, or fam watch’d. But the 
noife of a quarrel will fright Z/abel/a. To care of herI muft neglect 
my honour. Let's {teal away, fince it mult be fo. 

| Exeunt D. Lewis, Stephano. 

D. John to Jod. Stay, or thou art dead. Stay but one thruft. 

Jod. My Matter has Mettle, but I’m no Touchftone to try it on. 

D John. Give me thy name, or I'll take thy life. 

Jod 1am Don Jodlet of Segovia. 

D.John. Three curies on thee, and a thoufand on him that leapt 
from the Balcony. What’s become of him. 

Fod. He flew through the dark like Lightning, and I like a furi- 
ous Fool, follow’d him like Thunder, till the invifible Rogue thread- 
ed a Lane as narrow as a Needles Eye. Well, I'm the Hercules 
whom you always expofe againft Two. You area little prompt, but 
by your leave, Mafter 5 it 1s the cuftom of Azadrid to {cape thus out 
of a Window ? 

D.John. Did’{t thou perfectly difcern him? 

Jod. Yes. 

D. John. Lam amaz’d. 

Jod. And I, if it were poffible, am quite confounded. 

D.Johx. {mult not here take up a quarrel at the firft bound. 

Jod. Methinks your mindis a little troubled. 

D.Jobn. It iss and I have much caufe, but let’s confult upon’t. 

Jod. That’s well faid; I never found my felf fo much inclin’d to 
reafoning, and if you pleafe, let’s confult foundly. 

D. John. U was born at Burgos 5 left poor, but of a noble race ex- 
empted even as far as my felf, from all difgraces, 

‘od. Very well. 

D John. At my return from the War to Burgos, I found my felf 
attacqu’d with two different Evils. I had a Brother murder’d, and 
was rob’d of a Sifter; though fhe was bred with all the cares of ho- 
nour. And this makes me exceeding cholerick. sod 

od. 
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Jod. That's ill, very ill, exceeding ill. 

D.Jobz. Don Ferdinand chofe me for a Hufband to J/abella 5 and fhe 
has receiv’d thy Pitture in{tead of mine. 

Jod. That’s not very ill. 

D. john. Wetreated of this bufinefs in fecrets_and I took horfe for 
Madrid, where! now arrive late at night. 

Fod. That’s a little ill. 

D.fohz. Without feeking out a Lodging my love leads me direét- 
ly hither. 

Fod. That’s a little too foon. 

D. john. I met before Don Ferdinand’s houfe a Serving-man who 
thru(ts me, by defign, upon an Almain quarrel. 

Jod. That’s very true, but fomewhat unwillingly, like a Coward 
as he 1s. 

D.John. Perhaps ’twas for fear of {candal5 for he didnot approach 
us like a Coward. 

Jod. How did the unlucky Thief come then ? 

D. John. He came on like the Lover of Z/abella. 

jod. That’s very ill. 

D.Jobn. ‘Tis that which will wound my head more than his {word. 

Jod. Let's fall to to reafoning again. 

D. john. Ah! no more reafoning, when reafon grows fuperfluous. 
But prithee mark the counfel which Love fuggelts to me. My hope 
liesinthee. To morrow, my dear Jod/et, thou muft pafs for my Ma- 
fter, and I for thy Man. Thy Picture isto work Miracles. What ay! ft 
thou? doft thou fhake thy ears? 

Jod. Thefe kind of difguifes fmell too much of the Cudgel. I'ld 
rather proceed to reafoning again. For what will the world fay? 
Don Fon is grown the Man, and Jodlet the Matter, and by ill fortune 
too; for perhaps, at laft, your Miftrefs may love me, and [ her. 

D.John. Fear not that; for then the mifchief will be mine: but 
I, being Jodlet, may get acquainted with my Rivals man. I'll bea 
Lover from the Kitching to the Garret; and my Prefents fhall open 
the Locks of every bofom: whilft thou fhalt fhine in gold Chains 
like the King of Perz, without having any fhare of my forrows. 

Joa. \ begin to like the Invention. 

D.john. Thou fhalt be feafted and cramm’d at Don Ferdinands, 
whilft I am choak’d with my jealoufies. 

jod. But may Inot (to reprefent Dow John the better) give your 
fhoulders now and then a tafte of the Cudgel ? 

D.fobn. Yes, when we are alone, without Witnefles. 

od. Well, Vermechulli fhall my Palat pleafe, 

Serv’d in with Bifques, Ragous, and Intermets. 
Wait clofe upon Dox Fodlet thy Matter 5 
And thou mayft be my Carver, or my Tafter, 
If thou doft fetch me Girls, and watch, and trudge well, 
Thou fhalt have food, if not, thou fhalt have Cudgel. 
[Exeunt. 
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ACT II. Scene J. 


Enter Ifabella, Bettris, 


Ife. Bonet make up your Pack, without thinking to reconcile 
me by long tattle; I'll have no more of you. 

Bet. Truly Madam, I’m ignorant of the caufe of your anger. 

1fab. You know it not ? 

Bet. If 1 do, may I never be haunted again by men of honour. 

Ifab. ‘Tis no matter, [ difmifs you. 

Bet. Well my confcience is clear. But Jet Flatterers go fine while 
Truth may-be fhut out o'doors and walk naked. 

Tfab. Yes, Dame Bettris, you are innocent: You have not open- 
ed a Balcony to night, nor have walkt bare-footed to make le(s 
noife ? 

Bet. Alas! isthatit? I left your lac’d Linen drying ona Line, and 
went into the Garden for fear fome body fhould fteal it. 

Ifab. Yes, and you difcourft with my Linen: my ears deceiv’d 
me, I did not hear you talk ? 

Bet. Perhaps I was at prayers. 

1fab. What, fo loud? 

Tet. Yes, that Heav’n might hear me. 

1fab. And ‘twas no man, but my linen, that leapt down fromm y 
Balcony. 

Bet. Pray do not believe it. 

Ifab. I {aw it, Bettris. 

Bet. Ah my dear Miftrefs, itistrue. But Dox Lewis 

1fab. O Heaven! how that name frights me? was it Don Lewis 2 

Bet. Yes, Madam, your fair Coufin. 

if2b. My fair Coufin! Thou black wretch! for what defign had 
he admittance ? 

Bet. If ’tis a great fin to be charitable you have caufe to be angry. 
But if you will but hear me {peak _—— 

1fab. You may {peak long enough before I believe you. 

Bet. Twas laft night when that delicate Don Lewis came to fee you, 
and becaufe it rain’d I let him into the Hall; and much again{t my 
wills for Iam tender of {candal: but the poor man, being impatient, 
went up; and prefently after Iheard your Father Dox Ferdinand (pit 
aloud (for he always coughs when he fpits) and will be heard far e- 
nough. Ill warrant him as found as any man of Madrid. 

fab. Well, proceed to the ill purpofe. 

Bet. At this noife Dox Lewis fav'd himfelf at your Balcony, which 
he found half open, and Ilockt him in till you arriv’d with the old 
man; with whom you difcourft too long,and made Dow Lewis impa- 
tient again. ne 

Ifab. Troth we were very uncivil to bim. ; 

Bet. I ftay’d till you were a beds and then (being in my nature 
always inclin’d to charitable deeds) I went to free him from his im- 


prifonment. 
Ifab. Good heart ! 
Bet. He faid he muft needs fpeak with you one moment, but I 
warrant 
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warrant you, I was fharp enough, and told him plainly that your 
Curtains were drawn. 

Ifab. That was fevere indeed. 

Bet. I {aw tears fall from his eyes, and at the fame time felt a few 
Piftols drop into my hand. He conjur’d me with fuch fweet words 5 
calling me, my Heart, my dear Bettris, and then put on my finger 
a Diamond-R ing; which did fo vex me, that I was ready to fly in’s 
face. 

fab. That had been too cruel. 

Bet. Nay, not but that his fuff’rings wrought me again into pity 5 
for truly [cannot hatetheman. But in your int’reft I know no body. 

Ifab. I thank you, good Mittrefs Bettris. 

Bet. But when he faw I was fo much in earneft, that my face was 
all fire 

Ifab. He faw the flufhing of your anger though it were darks but 
indeed all kind of fire is moft vifible at night. 

Bet. He leapt from the Balcony into the Street; where I heard 
them cry, kill! kill! and this is the notable caufe of your putting me 
away. 

Tee Well, you'll forgive me if I muft needs be too blame. 

Bet. I built my bappinefs upon your Marriage. But if my zeal to 
ferve you were known to Dor Fohx (who they fay is come to Town) 
I fhou!d hope for as ill fuccefs as I have now. 

Ifab. How? Dox John, too? the man I fear and moft abhor. Af- 
ter my rage againft Doz Lewis do you think to af{wage me with the 
mention of Dox John? Fare you well, Maid of Honour, let me fee 
you no more. 

Bet. Let the Devil take Doz Lewis who is the caufe of this. 

. (exit Iabella. 
Enter D. Ferdinand at the other Door. 


Ferd. What's the matter Bettris, are you weeping ? 

Bet. Your Daughter, Sir, has difmift me from her fervice, and for 
nothing, Sir, but for wifhing her favourable opinion of Dox Jobz, 
becaufe he deferves it, and you defire it. 

D. Ferd. That's a {mall caufe for your difmiffion; but I'll endea- 
vour to reconcile you. Bid your Miftrefs come hither. [Exit Bettris 
They have often little quarrels; fometimes for a Cur! diforder’d, or 
a black-Patch mif-plac’d 5 and more often they differ in expounding 
of Dreams: but this is no time for expulfion of Servants. If Doz 
John D' Alverad come, (who is expected to night) I'll throw away 


my Staff, whichismy Third Leg, and with my other two lead’em 
a Dance. 


Exter Ifabella. 


Tfab. Sir, you are perhaps, contriving my marriage with Dow Johns 
but [ hope you'll ordain me a death lefs cruel. 

D. Ferd. Minion, you are for fome unexperienc’d Gallant, that ne- 
ver travell’d, who {pends the morning in tiring good men with the 
repetition of ill Verfes, and in the afternoon lies {tretcht out at 
length, in his open Gilt Coach, like the Image of Lazinefs drawn 


in Triumph through the City-—The Baggage laughs when I would 
have her ween- 
Tab. 
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Ifzb. Sir, you have reafon to be angry 3 but I’ve as much caufe 
to laugh when I behold this Picture of a Suitor fo deform’d that he 
feems ridiculous. 

D. Ferd. You judge of a man by his Pictures let me (ee it.------ 
How the Devil have I baited my Hook at Court, that [ have been 
fix Months a fifhing for this Cods-head? yet many havetold methat 
D. John a’ Alverad wasa perfon highly efteem'd. 

ee If he had been tolerably handfom, your command might be 
obey'd. 

D. Ferd. Well, however you hall promife meto ufe him civilly, 
and I'll then find a remedy for your grief. ( Exter Lucilla, waal'd, 
But here comes a Lady that will not fhew her felf, I wonder who let 
her in,. and would not firft ask, whether we would be vifible? Ma- 
dam, without feeing your face, or enquiring your name, you may 
freely command me. 

Luc. Don Ferdinand, expect no lefs from your civil reputation. 
I come to you for refuge, and befeech you without any witnefs I 
muy tell you my misfortunes. 

Ferd You may. Daughter retire. [ Exit Ifabella. 

Luc. I would Icould fo exprefs my griefs that you might find fome 
excufe for my faults. But if you could number my tears perhaps 
you would confefs that my eyes have been fufficiently punitht by 
my Crimes. 

Ferd. This Stranger has no ill behaviour. 

Luc. Sir, let me embrace your knees, and not rife from mine till 
I obtain that fuccour which [ hope you will afford me. 

Ferd. This {tile is fomewhat Romantick. My foolifh Daughter 
never read Romances, but, for my part, I e{teem Amadis and all fuch 
ancient and difcreet R ecords of Love and Honour. Madam you feem 
not a perfon to whom a Gentleman fhould refufe any thing. 

Luc. Sir, { muft then give you the trouble of knowing my Race, 
and of hearing my misfortunes. My Race you will eafily know, 
for my dead Father often told me, that he had made a friendthip 
with you at Rowe, and that you are a perfon both obliging and 
brave. 

Ferd. 1 owe him much for that Character, and fhall be ready to 
pay the debt to you. 

Luc. Sir, Burgos isthe Town where I receiv’d my firft bemg, and 
unfortunately the flames of love. My Mother dy’dat my birth, and 
my Father deceas’d foon after, when he perceiv’dthe misfortune of 
my love. His name was Diego d’ Aluerad. He bred me with great 
care and bounty, and he had much hope of my Infancy but alas! 
it was afalfehope. My two Brothers were no lefs cherifht by him, 
and [as much by them; with whom I happily liv’d. Bat oh, how 
love did change my deftiny ! 

Ferd. A thoufand Curfes take that Devil Love, it embroils 
us all. 

Luc. A Stranger who came to fee the Triumphs at Burgos did in 
thofe Turnaments appear to have no equal. We firft faw one ano- 
ther in an Affembly ; [ was courted by him, and did endure his 
Courtthip, or rather { was charm’d by him. He pretended to love me, 
and I Jov'd him, but now, Sir, let my tears {peak for me. ; 

Ferd. Sure all Lovers were born in 4pril: they never mention 
Sun-fhine without afhower after it. This may teach meto marry my 

Daughter 
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Daughter to fome Gentleman whom fhe does not love. But, Madam, 
pray proceed. 

Luc. The reft is fatal, Sir, and full of fhame. Alas my fault de-+ 
priv’d me of a Brother, and my afflicted Father {oon dy’d after him, 
My paflion had fo overmafter'd my reafon, that I {till ador’d my 
unfaithful Lover, whofe: return to Burgos I did two years vainly 
expect, and at laft found that I was cruelly forfaken: and then I 
forfook my Kindred, and, curfing fatal Love, am guided hither by 
madnefs to feek that falfe man whom more than juftly [ ought to 
hate. 

Ferd. Is not this fufficient to teach Parents to marry their Daugh- 
ters without any leaft mention of love. Madam,how the Devil could 
you be coufen’d with love? : 

Luc. Alas, Sir, he told me he would be faithful. But Women 
fhou’d never believe that beauty can fufficiently oblige the hearts of 
men, efpecially if men be fo handfom as to prevail on women. 

Ferd. Lam glad Dox John’s Picture renders him ugly. 

Luc. Oh Don Ferdinand! 1 ama fearful example for having too 
much believ’d a cruel man, who triumphs over me, difguifing his 
name as falfely as his faith: a name which no man feems to know, 
yet I am certain he lurks hereabouts. To you I addrefs my {elf as 
my laft remedy, and! demand your aid to find him out. I know the 
quality you bear about this place may apprehend him, and force him 
to do me reafon. 

Ferd. I fhall be one of Cupids Baylifs, and watch to arreft aman 
for debts of love. 

Luc. Vl not alledge my Father nor his memory, but by your 
own glory will conjure you, and not oblige you by any phrafe of 
flattery. 

Ferd. Madam, to be fhort, Iam your humble Servant; and fuch 
I have been ever to your Father, who did me the honour to call me 
Brother. Difpofe of all my power; my Daughter fhall endeavour 
to affwage your griefs. 


Exter Bettris. 


Bet. Your Nephew, Sir, defires your ear for fomething of impor- 
tance. 

Ferd. to Luc. Madam, my return fhall be fudden. Bettris lead her 
to my Apartment, and admit my Nephew prefently. 

LExeunt Lucilla, Bettris. 

The chance is odd that this Lady proves the Sifter of my elected 
Son-in-Law. [ mutt prefent her to him if he will fee her. My Ne- 
phew and I will join our powers to feek her Lover, and to do her 
Juftice. [ Enter D. Lewis. 

O dear Dox Lewis, my brave Nephew, what brings you hither, 
how may I ferve you? 

D. Lewis. Sir, a friend of mine has lately advertis’d me of a quar- 
rel coming towards me, andI am come for your advice, who are a 
perfect Judge of Combats of Honour. 

Ferd. If you can employ no other whom you love more than me, 
nor that loves you more than I do, I’m at your fervice. What is that 
Paper in your hand? 

D. Lewis. Tl read it to you. 

Ferd. 
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Ferd. Do, for I have loft my fpectacles. 
D. Lewis reads. 


The younger Brother of hive whons you killed upon fome love accompts, 
departs from this place to day to go where you are. I kuow not perfectly 
the occalion, but am certain that to give you notice of it is not ill done by 
your Servant Don Pedro Offorio. 


Ferd. Where did you encounter him who is fain? 

D. Lewis. In Burgos. 

Ferd. Was hea Cavalier? 

D. Lewis. Yes, and my great Friend. 

Ferd. In fingle Combat ? 

D. Lewis. No, by miftake, in the darknef of the night. 

Ferd. Tell me the manner of it. 

I). Lewis. You remember the Triumphs at Burgos for the firft 
Infante. A Friend of mine invited me thither to fhew methe common 
valour of our Nation inthe Juego de Toros. The night after the Tri- 
umph he led me to fee the Ladies at a Ball, where I was conquer’d 


by a Beauty, and the by me; but this’great happinefs foon turn’d 
into a great misfortune. 


Ferd. Well, Sir, proceed. 

D. Lewis. I was allow’d the honour the next day to give her a vi- 
fit, lov’d her fincerely, and being one night together I heard an at- 
tempt to break open the door. I {aw her tremble and drew my Sword 
for her fafety. She took the Candle and blew it out. The door was 
open’d, andI was attacqu’d, and in the encounter, not having the ufe 
of my eyes, there fell at my feet one mortally wounded; the dark- 
nefs made my efcape eafie. But in the morning I was overwhelm’d 
with grief, being inform’d that the perfon flain was Brother to my 
Mittrefs, and the fame intimate Friend, who invited me to Burgos. 

Ferd. Thefe are the effects of love, and yet my foolifh Daughter 
will needs be in love before fhe marry. 

D. Lewis. My efcape from Burgos was eafie, becaufe I was not 
known in publick. You fee the intelligence which is given me, and 
of what ufe your counfel may be tn the affair. A Gentleman 1s in 
fearch of me, who is led hither by revenge. [t were lofs of honour 
to avoid him, andit were cruelty to kill him. But fome body knocks 
at your Gate. ( Kuocking within. 

Ferd. And rudely too. Who dares be thus infolent? 


Enter Bettris. 


Bet. O, Sir, give me a hundred Crowns for my good news. 
Ferd. Pray ftay till they are told out, and give me the news 
firft. 

Bet. Where is my Miftrefs? Her Suitor is below all over pow- 
der’d, and perfum’d. He feems a merry and innocent man, for he 
laughs at every thing as if he had no more cares than a Capuchin. 

Lewis. Sir, it feems you havea defign to marry my Coufin, and 
fecretly. 

Ferd. Yes. 

D. Lewis afide. How am I wounded with this news! 

Ferd. Bid my Daughter come down. Make hafte. 

Bet. 
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Bet. You need not doubt my {peed when I'm to bring Lovers to- 
gether. [ Exit. 

D. Lewis. How fhall I bear this perfecution ? 

Ferd. afide. I fhall have ufe of all my underftanding to get clear 
from the perplexity of my divided int’reft. My Nephew has kill’d 
the Brother of him who ts to marry my Daughter. 


Enter Mabella. 


Lewis. I fhall grow mad. 
Ferd. Come Ifabella, we mutt prepare to meet your Suitor. 
fab. Or rather to meet death. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Sancho, Jodelet, 2 Don John’s Habit; Don John 
in Jodelets Habit. 


D. John. I told you my Matters name.. 

sanch. You did. 

©. Johz. And does your Mafter know that he is here > 

Sanch. He doth. 

D. jobz. Sure Don Ferdinand’s detain’d by fome important bu- 
finels? 

Sanch. He is. 

D. john. I hope when that’s difpatcht, Dow Fohx fhall have the 
honour to kif his hands. 

Sanch. He thall. 

D. Fohz. This Laconick Foo! makes brevity ridiculous. 

jod. An Afs for brevity fake fhould have cropt Ears and a bob’d 
Tail. 

D. John. My Mafteris arriv’d upon defign of Alliance with yours, 
and I hope we, who are their Servants, may become akin to one 
another by friendfhip. 

Sancn. ‘Tis fit. 

D. John. Your hand— 

Sach, Take it 

D. John. Your name? 

Sanch. Sancho. 

D. Fobn. ’Tis well. 

Sanch. Your name? 

D. John. Fodelet. 

Sanch. Good. [They embrace. 

Jod. Friend you are a man of brevity. I would your Mafter were 
fo too. Shall I not fee him ? 

Sanch. You thall. 

Jod. But (by your favour) in what quantity of time ? 

Sanch. A trice. 

Jod. I'm fatisfy’d: but have not yet fatisfy’d you for your dili- 
gence-----I'm forry ’tis the fafhion for Gallants ¢ Feels ix his Pockets 
to Carry no money about ’em. ae finds no money. 

sanch. That's ill. 

jod. But my Trunks are coming. 

Sanch. That’s good. 

Jod. If my Sumpter proves lame I (hall borrow of your Matter ra- 
ther than be in debt to his man. 

D.Fohn. 
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D. ‘Joba. tHe means to repreioot me firft by thewing his bounty. 

Jod. | cro:y impatient, and mialt be diverted. Friend, what is 
there here to fee? 

Sanch. The Houle. 

Jod. Lute to fpend my time in things of more importance. Jodelet. 

D. John. Sir. 

Jod. Enquire if his Mafter be learned. 

sanch. He's fo fo. 

jod. Let’s vifit his Library. Yet, nowI think on’t, [have had my 
head twice crackt with reaching down great Books from high 
Shelves. Well, tis {trange how fince my childhood I ever lov’d huge 
Brest Books, and could read in ’em as eafily as if they were but 
itile. 

D. John. This is to thew he is a man of learning. 

jod. Next to great Books f love intollerable long Letters in fhort 
hand. If! had one here, you fhould fee me begin at Loving kind 
Friend, and ina moment, end at Yours as his own. 

D. Jo. This fhews him aman of bufinefs and of difpatch too. 

Jod. Uhis(U take it) is your Anti-chamber. The Floor is {mooth, 
but fomewhat bare : my Rooms at home are all matted. 

D.Johv. How like a dull Rogue he boatts of his rich furniture. 

Sanch. Veufe no Mats. 

Fod. Why Friend ? 

Sanch. For fear 

Jod. OF what? 

Sanch. Of Fleas. 
Pate Alas poof poor things! they do no harm, we never ufe to 

il] ’em. i 

D. Fobu. Now he fhews himfelf a man of mercy. 

Sanch. Inthis Country —- 

Jod. Well, {peak your mind. 

Sanch. Fleas ufe 

Jod. What? 

Sanch, To bite. 

fod. We have abundance of em, but not a man of mine does 
ever feel ‘em. 

Sanch. That's {tringe. 

fod. My Family feeds well, and then they fleep fo foundly that 
Punefes cannot wake ’em. Lord, how I love to hear my Servants 
fnore after dinner. 

D. John. Now he thews his Hofpitality. 

Sanch.to D. Join. We fhall all grow fat when your Matter keeps 
houfe here: yet you, methinks,are fomewhat lean. 

D. Johw. I thought this Fellows Tongue had been wound up like 
a Clock to regular (rops, but now it {truck above twelve words. Sir 
I may trutt you, who are hereafter to be my faithful Friend. The 
chief reafon why fam not fat is, moft efpecially, becaufe I amin love 
With three of our Neighbours Maids. 

Sanch. Vhiee? 

D foby. { confefs I am unfortunate init. 

Sanch. You are. 

D. John. My Grandmother was a Poetefs, and a great obferver of 
love, and was wont to put her thoughts into Verfe, which were very 


pithy. 


Sanch. 
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Sanch. And fhort. 
D. ‘Jobz. She wrote according to her own Size, for fhe wasa very 
fhort Woman. Shall [ repeat? 
Sanch. Pronounce, 
D. Jobu. A Ruddy Sanguine Man 
Grows quickly pale and wan, 
And is by Love undone, 
Even when he loves but one. 
But Iam much miftaken 
If two will not make 
As lean as a Rake 
A Lover fat as Bacon. 


Exter D. Ferd. D. Lewis, Ifabel, Bettris. 


D. Ferd. Don Fobn, firtt for your Father’s fake, then for your own 
I muft embrace; nay Jet me bind you clofeto my heart. 

Jod. Sir, you may clafp meas hard as you pleafe, for I'll affure 
you I am very found both Spring and Fall. 

D. Ferd. afide. Sound? that’s an odd affurance from a Son-in-Law. 
Sir, you are welcome. 

Jod. 1 knew that before, Sir; which may give you a {mall tafte of 
my underftanding3 pray {peak only things that are neceffary 5 for I 
love few words. 

D. Ferd. This Son-ia-Law will prove wife. 

Ifabella draws Jodelets Pidiure, and looks on it afide. 

Ifab. The Painter has done him no wrong. 

D. John afide. Her Beauty exceeds al] that any Pencil can draw. 

D. John looks oz Mabella’s piGure alide. 

Jod. My Father-in-Law looks as gravely as an Cwl at Noon 
pearcht over a Church Porch. 

D. Ferd. I fear my Son-in-Law is not very eloquent, he {peaks in 
private between the teeth. 

Ifab. afide. Was ever deformity copy’d with more exaét propor- 
tion to the Original. 

od. to I/ab. I can fee you through my Fingers, and know you at 
fir{t fight by the Picture you fent me. 

Bet. He’s one of thofe fubtle Spies who peeps through the Key- 
hole when the door 1s open. 

Jod. to Ifabel. Youthink mea very defperate man. 

Tab. Why fo, Sir? 

Jod. For coming near fo bright a Sun as you are without a Parafol, 
Umbrellia, or a Bongrace. 

Ifab. You intend to be very witty, Sir. 

od. I tell you again, my bright Sun, not one among a thoufand 
would venture his complexion fo near you as[ do, But what care I 
for being tann’d. 

Bet. Tis but tleaing the old skin, and when your cheeks are raw 
the crimfon will appear prefently. 

Fod. That Damfel is too pert. Dear Chuck, you fhould keep 
thefe Paraqueeto’s ina Cage. How many of ’em haveyou? ‘Slight, 
I think I’m left alone Jodelet! where are all my People? Jodeler? 

D. John. Sir. 

Jod. 
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Jod. My heart beatstoo much at fight of my Miftrefs. IF I faint 
with love be fure to hold me up. 

D. John. { fhall, Sir. 

Jot. Lady, you fay nothing: but I’m glad you are filent, for if you 
fhould fhew as much wit as you do beauty, I were a dead man. Fodelet. 

D. John, Sir. 

Jod. To drive away the forrows of love, I prethee break a Jeaft or 
two, or tell my Miltrcfs fome of mine to cure her melancholy. 

Ifab, My Father has made ararechoice. This extraordinary Fool 
is only fit for Chriftmas. 

Jod. Don Ferdinind, do you always ferve for a Skreen to your 
Daughter. 

D. John afide. Unlucky Rogue! what Devil taught thee to ask 
that ? 

D. Lewis. That queftion-ts not very civil. 

jod. Thofe that are angry may thew their teeth; but Jet them be 
fure that they be fharp. 

D. Lewis. Sir, no man will doubt yours. 

Jod. Thofe who dare doubt mine may meet me——at dinner 3 and 
after dinner may walk a turn in the Field. It may be wholfom for 
fome, but for others it may prove dangerous. 

Ifab. He grows angry. 

jod. May not aman fee a {nip of her face? I pray, Lady of my 
lips, blink on mea little with one eye. Don Ferdinand, let fome body 
bring her near mes; or at leaft fhew me her Hand, or her Arm, or a 
little of her Leg. 

D. John. This coorfe Villain has been bred in a Butcher-Row. 

Ferd. My Daughter had reafon. My Son-in-Law is a Coxcomb. 

jod. Lord, how nice they are of their Brides in thisCountry ! any 
where elfe [ might e’re this have had a dozen kiffes. 

Ferd. How [ am vext at his want of breeding! 

Jod. Father-in-Law you muft pardon me. [ ama little boiftrous, 
but [am very loving. My dainty Duckling may I know what guft 
you take in having the honour to {ee me? 

D. Lewis. That’s civilly ask. 

Ferd. O impertinent Son-in-Law. 

Jod. They laugh. I fhall be loth to marry in fo foolifha Kindred 
as have no more wit thanto laugh at me. Dow Ferdinand, pray call 
for a Chair: you are ill ferv'd; but I will vouchfafe to reach one 
my felf. 

D. Ferd. afide. | fay again, my Son-in-Law is a very Coxcomb. 
Bettris reach a Chair. 

Jod, Sweet Syrrop of my Soul, pray tell me, do you wear Cho- 
peens? in truth if youdo not, you are of a reafonable good {tature, 
and worthy of me. 

D. Lewis. An excellent good Complement. 

Jod. That young manis givento prating. Tellme, my bright Sun, 
do you fhine onhim? 

Ifab, He is my Coufin German. ; ; 

Ferd. I pronounce the third time, that my Son-in-Law is a Cox- 
comb. 

D. John. This Coufin German revives my jealoufie. 

Jod. Lady, have you never an Ear-picker about you 5 there's 


fomething tickles me within, and I broke mine with picking ay 
teeth. 
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teeth. What all laughing again? Lady, you laugh fcurvily! you 
Jaugh like a Monkey that has {toln Cherries; he, he, he, he! 

D.Lewis to Ifabel. Coufin you do not fatisfie the Gentleman, he 
afkt you e’ne now how you did relifh the honour of feeing him. 

Ifab. Imutt confefs I never faw his Equal both in body and mind. 

od. Madam, every one fays as much of me. But the twenty 

thoufand Crowns, are they ready ? Let’s difpatch the Marriage. 

D. Lewis. How, D. John? you are mercenary. 

Jod. Thofe whe believe it are very defperate. But wouldI could 
meet ‘em in Alverad. 

D.Lewis. In Alverad! Had you not a Brother, Sir? 

Jod. Yes, whom a bafe Murderer kill’d in the dark. 

D. John. If Dow Jobx could find the Murderer he would eat his 
heart; but the Coward hides himfelf. 

D.Lewis. This Groom is very impudent. But, Friend, I have 
been told 

D. john. What have you been told, Sir? 

D.Lewis. That it was meerly by mifchance. 

D. ohn. He ly’d that told you fos it was treachery. 

D.Lewis to Ifabel. Do you obferve his fawcinefs > 

Ifab. Methinks his anger has fomething graceful in it. 

D.Lewis Then you allow his infolence ? 

fab. He fhews no meannefs in his courage. 

D.Lewis to D. John. I fhall find you. 

D. John. You may, for I fhall never avoid you 

Ifab. O pity hide thine eyes! how canft thou fee fuch Gallantry 
in {uch a low condition? 

D.Lewis. Wer't not in this piace, I thould make you filent. 

Jod. My man is almoft as valiant as my felf, but a little rath. 

D.Lewis. Uncle, fhal! I indure this from that Groom > 

D.Ferd. I charge you be difcreet. Here’s a fair beginning of a 
marriage. 

Jod. My dear dumpling, et “em quarrel; and let us talk and be 
witty, and fell Bargains. 

D.Ferd. Sir, you ha’not feen the Houfe. 
Bettris make hafte, open the Gallery. Nephew, I conjure you to 
make ufe of your difcretion. Come Gentlemen, what do you ftay 
for > 

‘Jod. I love the down-right familiarity of Alverad, and hate Com- 
plement. 

D.Ferd. That's for faving of time. 

Jod. We often (out of heartinefs and hafte) falute Ladies with 
our hats on. 

D.Ferd. Do you fo, Sir ? 

Jod. Yes, and take ’em by the hand without the tedious Ceremo- 
ny of pulling off our Gloves. 

D.Ferd. ‘Tis true, time is a pretious thing and ought to be fav'd. 
Son-in-law it becomes you. | Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Bettris, Stephano. 


Bet. Retire to the Garret over that Chamber where I muft hide 
your Mafter, and there you muft lye clofe, 
Steph. I fhould lye clofer if you were with me. 
Bet. 
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Bet. Certainly you men are very cold Creatures: alw 
withing for ave to keep ae warm. nee yar vt 

Steph. Ah Bettris, a Garret without a.Chimney isa cold habitation 
Butif you were near me . ; 
eae I know but one Hoop inthe World can bind us clofe toge- 
ther. 

Steph. What do you mean? 

Bet. A Wedding-Ring. 

Steph. That’s a {trong Hoop indeed, and will hold out long. I 
have no Land nor Houfe; and though there are many Houfes in 
Town, yet thofe Tenants never get much furniture who begin with 
a Cradle. [am not rich enough to marry. 

Bet. That's ill news, but I will tell you better. 

Steph. I prethee do. 

Bet. At night when the Matters are abed, the Men thall have a 
Sack-Poflet. 

Steph. And (hall they be. very merry with the Maids ? 

Bet. Yes, unlefs the Men be in love, for then, alas, they'll do no- 
thing but figh. 

Steph. What Lady isthat whom your Miftrefs does conceal ? 

Bet. [know her not. Sancho does manage that defign; her Maid 
is his Sweet-heart. 

Steph. Shall fhe be with us? 

Bet. He has invited her. 

You wifh my company and enquire after her. None but a cold Bed- 
fellow would have two warming-Pans. 


Enter Sancho, D.John, Laura. 


D.jobn. Signior, Sancho, there is nothing more medicinal againft 
the confumption of Love than aSack-Poflet. But fhall I beat it > 

Sancho. You fhall. 

D.Johz. Iam much oblig’d to you for the Invitation. 

Sancho. You are. 

D.John. I hope I may have leave to feal an acquaintance on this 
fair Gentlewomans hand ? 

Sancho. You may. [.D. John /alutes Laura. 

Laura. You are pleas’d to make ufe of your authority. 

Sancho. 1 am. 

Laura. I pray give me leave to falute Miftrefs Bettris. 

Sancho. Do. 

Steph. The favour ought to go round. I hope I fhall not be a ftran- 
ger to your Miftrefs. 

Sancho. No. [Stephano /alates Laura. 

D.john. Your authority extends fo far as to make me likewife 
known to Miftrefs Bettris. 

Sancho. It doth. [D.John /alutes Bettris. 

Bet. Well, we halt be all happy when our Lords and Ladies are 
afleep. There is nothing fo {weet as Midnight and Sack-Poffet. Is 
there Signior Sancho? 

sancho. Yes. 

Bet. What can be {weeter in this World ? 

Sancho. Bufs and Poffet. 

Label within. Bettris. 

Bet. 
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Bet. My Lady calls me. Let every one haften to their appointed 
{tations. 
Steph. The next time when our Matters go to bed early we mutt 
be contented to fit up late. 
Bet. Alas! we Servants are miferable. We mutt be fainto watch 
when they {leep. 
D. John. Pray let us meet cheerfully, and with fliort ceremonies. 
Sancho. And long fpoons. [Exexnt all feveral ways but Don John. 
D. John. | have more light to lead my jealoufie. 
And now mutt feek the man to whom Revenge 
Is yet indebted for my Brother’s blood 5 
Than where my vain imprudent Sifter lives, 
And where her perjur’d Friend. Well, it grows {trong 
In my belief that Z/zbella’s Coufin 
Is he whom I difcern’d in the Balcony 5 
Oh I/abel! be wife as thou art fair 5 
Turn not my love to dangerous defpair. [ Exit. 


ACT Ill. SCENE IL. 


Enter Don Lewis, Stephano. 


D.Lewis. Rge me no more; the lot is caft. 

Steph. In troth Dow John is much beholding to you. 
You have forfaken his Sifter, kill’d his Brother, and now pretendto 
his Wife. 

D.Lewis. My hope relies on my perfeverance, and on Bettris, and 
on thee; on my Uncle, on J/abella, and on my felf: I rely much teo 
on the rudenefs of Dow John’s behaviour, but moft of all on the ci- 
vility of my Goddefs Fortune. 


Enter Bettris. 


Bet. O, Sir, is it you? 

steph. None but a Maid, who loves to meet men in the dark 
would afk that queftion with her eyes open. 

Bet. You are ftill drawing the Fools weapon: I pray put up your 
Tongue. [come not to you, but to your Matter. 

D.Lewis. Dear Bettris, tell mea little of the Son-in-Law. 

Bet. Would you have but a little when much may be fpoken? He 
din’d, and did eat till his doublet grew fo narrow that ‘twas dange- 
rous to fit near him; for his buttons flew about like a volley of thot, 
and after dinner he retir’d toa dirty Entry, where he {lept on a Bench 
and fnor’dinconfort, like three fat Carriers in one Bed. ButI’l! tell 
you what pafs’d befides. 

D.Lewis. My poor Bettris / 

Bet. My poor D.Lewis ! 

D.Lewis. My fortune I expect from thee. 

Bet. And I mine from you: but you have yet proceeded no fur- 
ther than promife: yet that’s fufficient to one who abhors intereft. 4 

D.Lewis, I prithee afk my Man if I have not left my Gold under 
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Sige ees whether I am not to morrow to reccive four hun- 
Bet. Well, well! hear me in few wards. ‘erdi , 
Uncle has chaf’d himfelf into a Fever: he Eee ene sae 
Your dear I/¢bella is more vext than he. Now is the time or aoe 
you mult endeavour to fee her: and give her as many promifes AS 
thofe make who intend to keep none. Write her Poetical eters 
and be fure not to leave out her Lillies nor her Rofes: you mutt 
weep, ligh, and pull off your Perruque, that you may tear your own 
hair: tellher you'll cut your own throat, or at leaft that you know 

an eafie way to hang your felf. 
-Lewis. Concerning that, Bettris, you may fafely pafs your word 
for mie. 

Bet. If the infolence of paflion will not prevail, you muft refume 
your modefty, whine civilly, and only with your felf dead; andbe 
not car when fhe grows impatient. What, you {mile at this good 
co. xfel? 

D.Lewis. No, but it feemsa little new. 

Bet. [he practice of it is as antient as the Love-tricks in Troy. 
But [have ftayd too long. Befhrew my heart for my kindnefs to you. 
Go, Sir, {teal through the Garden door. Farewel, Sir, and I pray 
give your man leave to fhift your Trenchers before they are empty. 
He Jooks leaner than Lent. 

Steph. Farewel falfe moncy. 

Bet. Remember that [ clipt your beard by Moon-fhine, with the 
Gard’ners great Sheers when you lay afleep in the Arbour. O, y’are 
a proper Watchman to attend Lovers. 

Steph. My Beard Miftrefs Azarmalad. 

Bet. Yes, when my Ladies little dog {melt you out, by the bro- 
ken meat in your pocket. 

steph. Well, T'll marry thee for a month, that I may get autho- 
rity to fwadle thee for having no Portion. [Excunt. 


Enter Ferdinand, Ifabella. 


Ferd. Vl rather dye than break my word. 

ifab. Dear Father! 

Ferd. YouareaFool, andall that you can hope, is that I may de- 
fer your marriage a fewdays. But wasever any bufinefs fo incum- 
ber’d? My Son-in-Jaw-is oflended, and my Nephew being the caule 
of it, I ought to be fotoo. Shall I abandon one and joyn with the 
other? I owe my felf to one by blood, and to the other by honor. 

Ifab. It feems, Sir, twas Don Lewis that kill’d his Brother. 

Ferd. Yes, andtoencreafe the perplexity, the Silter of Dow Jobn 
implores me again(t him: how can I, tn honor, refufe to affilt her ? 
and to day my Nephew tells me, he has need of my advice again{t a 
man whom he has doubly offended, and that man muft be my Son-in- 
law. Headhold out one day, and fplit not during this ftorm of bufi- 
nefs. Farewel, I'll gotafte my Son-in-law . [ Exit. 

Ifeb. And I'll go weep. O Heaven! to what a Brute am I con- 
demn’d? Was not my averfion a fufficient torment without giving 
me a new affiction by another paffion? Was’t not enough to be un- 
happy by the addrefs of the Matter, but Imuft love his Man? Ah, 
my {tars hate me too much, when they make me love one whom 
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from this entangled deftiny ? 


Enter Don Lewis. 

D. Lewis. ‘Tis 1, O charming Ifazbella! that willdeliver you, and 
Ls you from Doz Fobx: for fince Dox Lewis, whom you have 
defpis'd, 1s now admitted to your favour, your breath contains my 
Rivals deftiny. Profcribe him with one word, and, with this Sword 
I am his Executioner. 

Ifab. Oh Heav'ns! dare you propofe a mifchief of this bloody 
fhape? Be gone, unhappy Wretch: thou art unworthy of that pity, 
which, tothe injury of Juftice, thy name and blood being mine, makes 
me afford thee. How canft thou love me if thou think{t me capable 
even but to hear thy black defign? Fly, fly to Burgos with thy per- 
fidioufnefs, and there go actthy Tragedies. Go and deceive the Sifter 
of the Brother thou haft f{lain. 

D. Lewis. Hah! if ever------ 

Ifab. Peace, peace, thou blackeft of ill {pirits, or I will fill the 
Houfe with exclamations. 


Enter Pettris. 

Bet. Pray {peak low; Dox Ferdinand and the Son-in-law are upon 
the ftairs, they may hear you. How fhall we fhift Dow Lewis away, 
for Don John’s man isin the next Chamber. I would he would thew 
his extraordinary difcretion and good meen fome where elfe. 

Ifab. What fhall we do? 

D. Lewis. If I durft appear 

fab. Keep your expedients, for your ownufe; ‘tis Ithat amcon- 
cern’d now. 

D. Lewis. If his angry man 

ifab. Hold, Sir, he feems not one whofe anger may be tam’d with 
threatning. Bettris / 

Bet, Madam, [tremble all over. What think you if I awhile con- 
ceal Dox Lewis in your Chamber ? 

Ifab. Difpofe of him any where, provided he be far from my 
fight. 

Bet. Madam, be froward thena while; and raife your voice, and 
call me bold and impudent. 

fab. 1 underftand you. [ Exeznt Don Lewis, Bettris. 
You fay Dox Jobx is not handfom. ([Uabella /peaks loud. 
What, he difpleafes you? you'll mend his making, I like him as heis. 
I would my Father heard you. Y’are.infolent, be gone! 


Enter D. Ferdinand, Jod. and D. Jokn. 
Ferd. We hear you Daughter. You are angry. 
fab. *Tis only fora trifle which my Maid has loft. 
jod. Humph. This will not pafs; for, though I’m ftuft in the 
head, yet I can blow my Nofe as well as another to fmell things out. 
No, no, I fee I may make love long enough before you fmicker at me. 
You may e’en keep your Portion, I fhall find my Land in the old 
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Ifeb. How, Sir, will you be gone ? 

od. When two or three have fufficiently forfworn themfelves 
to yee then youll tuck up your Petticoats and follow me to 4L 
verdad, 

D. John. This dull Rogue, for fear he fhould not be unlucky enough 
todomemifchief, makes it up with inundations of folly. 

Ferd. Son-in-law, methinks your behaviour is a little out of fae 
fhion, and, in plain terms, you want wifdom. 

fod. Father-in-law, this is but a trick of mineto try her love. !'ll 
found her heart though it lies as deep as her belly. 

Ferd. Nay they are politick in your Province. Butif my Danch- 
ter be throughly anger’>d—— i . 

Jod. Thefe area kind of witty frumps of mine like felling of Bar- 
gains 5 I'll come off well enough. Let’s walk into the Gallery. 

D. Ferd. For fear this extraordinary Brute fhould find out his Si- 
fter, Pll leave him in the hands of his Miltrefs. Stay here a while, 
Sir, with my Daughter. I muft part from you one moment ups a 
preffing occafion. [exit D. Ferd, 

Jod. My dainty Dear 3 your Father being gone, and here being 
none but friends left, you may {wear tome in private how much ae 
love me. I'll fay nothing to any body. Ican keep fecrets 5 for when 
I'm askt what a Clock ‘tis, I never tell for fear men fhould take me 
for a blab. 

Ifab. Sir, Vll deal freely with you. Z wasnever inlove till today : 
I had formerly an averfion to it, difdain was all my paffion. Believe 
me, Sir, the flame of love is only known to me fince your arrival. But 
fince my love can meet none equal to it, thould it rej sice wien it 
encounters yours? No, Sir, tothe contrary; I’m in extreme pain to 
fee you love me, and that [ mult likewife love. 

Fod. Humph! if [ had not a great deal of wit I fhould hardly un- 
derf{tand you. 

yfab. Your paffion equals not the price of mine, 

Though what is with you, and to you belongs, 
Is e’en all that which [ do moft adore, 
‘Yet in you 1s, all that which I abhor. 

Jod. Hah! what belongs to me, and is with me, you adore, and 
what isin me, you abhor. Lady to fuch dark fayings as thefe, the 
ancient Philofophers of A/werad make an{wer in a fubtle queftion 3 
which is, Ridle my Ridle, what's this? 

Ifab. Sir, I mutt juftifie my meaning to you, 

You doubt my flame, but, Str, [ fay again 

I love that whichis yours, and love it much. 

In feeing it I altogether fee 

The object of my love, and then [ burn and tremble, 
Burn with defice, and tremble with my fear. 

You caufe at once my joy and my difpair 5 

What evil can there be more f{trange and rare ? 
Which when I hide [ then almoft declare. 

If I, to eafe my pain, my mind reveal 

I danger bring to that which T would heal. 

D. Jobx. She has wit prevailing as her beauty, but ’cis myftical, 

Jou. If men {wear they are bew:tcht when they arein love, then [, 
being in love, may fay you are a Witch, efpectally becaufe you 
fpeak things as hard to be underfiood as Charms, 
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D Fohn. O Love, why art thou born with the difeafe of jealou- 
fie. All curfes meet upon Dox Lewis. 

Yod. You, my Serving man, come nearer and make love for me, 
and a'terwards we'll do it by turns. 

D. John. But Sir , 

Sod. How Coxcomb! perhaps you would give me counfel. Am 
not I your Matter? does any man know fo much as you the love [ 
bear her, and who thencan better tellher of it? That's fine y’ faiths 
belike I want underftanding to direct what's fit to be done. 

D. Jobu. Madam, { mult obey fince lam commanded. 

Jod. The Fellow is afraid! Madam, he wants a little breeding, 
yet I have been a Pattern tohim above feven years. 

Tfab. Sure he has been an ill obferver then. 

Jod. Sirrah, 1 fay advance! and court her handfomly, whilft I go 
tothe Gate, and confult with the Porter how to {catter a little Gold 
amongft the Servants, to fhew my bounty and make Friends. 

Jab. How fhall I then get Dow Lewis out: curfe on this Fool. Sir 
you mutt needs ftay: for if th’ Original be gone you'll have an ill 
account ofthe Copy: ‘tis a hard thing to draw Love well. 

Jod. If the fhould be now really in love with me, aa John Courts 
then I were ina finecafe. My Mafter wants no her in whifpers. 
Cudjels; and I fhould be the moft bearen Bridegroom that ever med- 
Icd with more than his match. Let me coniider. Hah, Matter valet 
de Chambre. Have I put you thence to do nothing. You talk in her 
ear, Sirrah, either {peak out, or keep farther cif. 

D. Joi. Sir, Vm afnam'd to {peak loud, your Worfhip will but 
laugh at me. 

od. No doubt of that. But I’vea mind to laugh, for to fay truth 
I am afraid of fighing. She’s damnable hand{fom ! [ Afide. 

D. John ¢o abel afde. ? 
When Love’s afraid, co not that fear difpife 5 
Flame trembles moft when it doth higheft rife 5 
And yet my love may juftly be dif{dain’d, 

Since you believe it from a Lover feign’d. 

I am not here that which I ought to be, 

I ferve, yet from all bonds but yours am free. 
Though Player-like I feign my M. “ers part, 
Yet real jealoufie afflicts mv heart. 

For whillt his feigned Rival f appear, 

Ithen another real Rival fear, 

Tab. This language has more myftery thar mine. 

Fod. Arcal Rival. That's I, or Dow Lewrs. A pox o' thefe intoxi- 
catirg Riddles5 canany man ftand fti!] when charms make his head 
turn round? Tl hear no more of ’em. Avant Jodelet! thou art a 
foolifh Conjurer! Prefto, be gone! 

D. John. Is your Worfhip in earneft? 

Jod. ve athought in my head worth the weight of it in Gold. 
Hab! now I have Icft it. Sweet Nofegay of my Nofe, whea I re- 
member you T always forget my felf: or elfe ’tis that Baggage Bet- 
tris, which tranfports me 5 for, to fay truth, fhe runs in my mind too. 
My Serving-man be gone. 

D. john. | mult obey you, Sir. 

Jod. You'd fain {tay to fing Loth to depart. Why then I fay------ 

LD. John goes and fiands clofe at the door. 
I will 
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I will be left alone with my Miftrefs. 
fib. How, Sir, alone? what will the Servants fay ? 

Jod. What can they fay when I think fitto be private? 

Tub. Um fure Bettris will take notice of it. 

Jod. That’s true, for Bettris likes me fo well, that if the fee us 
making love it may coft her half her life. But that’s all one, [love 
you only. 

fab. Yes and Bettris alfo. 

Jod. Faith Lady Tam free of making my belt parts known.What, 
I have made you jealous of me? That’s another of my Politick Love- 
tricks. [’m grown fo fubtle that the Devil will be afraid of me. But 
let him fhun me then: for take one time with another, he does me 
more hurt than good. 

Ifab. But, Sir, what mean you? why muft we be alone >? 

fod. -Tothew my confidence: for let’em fay what they will,! dare 
traft my felf with you. [ have not feen the Balcony yet. Let’s go 
take the Arr. 

If2b. There is no wind ftirring. 

D. Jokx. What new firk of folly has enter’d into the Rafcals 
head >. I muft obferve him. 

Jod. Come along {weet heart. 

Ifab. You fhall excufe me, Sir. [ll not ftir from hence. 

Jod. How, not ftir? my Dear, you muft know I’m very cho- 
lerick ------ 

1fib. What drawn by force? y’are infolent. 

LHe offers to reach her hand. 

Jod. My Duck you are fqueamifh. Lord, what diff’rence there is 
in People? you feel am not fo------ 

fab. Rude wretch forbear! wer’t not for that patience which is 
ordain'd.me by my Father, I'd tear your eyes out with thefe hands. 

Jod. With thofe hands? you’d pleafe me more, if you would let 
me kifs em. 

If2b. Sir, you are mad, and would make me fo too. Is this the 
bruitifh Court(hip of your Province? _ (Exit. 

D. John. O Villain! you would prefume to kifs her hand. 

[D. John furprifes hin. 

Jod. *Tisa {trange thing to fee how men may be miftaken. 
*Twas fhe, Sir, would prefume to kifs mine. 

D. Fohn. Slave! you are in jeaft then, and you think I’m fo too. 
Yl] make you repent your impudence------ (D.Johno ferikes him. 

Jod. Sir, why Matter, Pray Sir? 

D. John. Pattern of Rogues/ thou Gallows climber! 

(D. John kicks hive. 

Jod. Nay pray, Sir, do not punifh behinds all that I (aid to her 
was face to face. 


Enter Ifabella. 


Ifzb. ‘Tis anger,and grows loud. Pray heav’nthey have hot found 
the mifchievous Dox Lewis. 
D. Fobn. Dog! you may be glad that my refpect to her ' prefence 
{tops my fury. 
_Jod. Now the’s here, iff fhould ftrike him he dares not difcover 
himfelf. [Jodelet faults D. Jone 
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I'll teach you to fpeak ill of Z/abella. Is fhe but reafonable handfom ? 
Hah! 
ifab. Ah do not ftrike himSir. Be not cruel to your Servant. 

[Jod. fpeaks low and fafi to Don John. 

Fod. Sir, I muft counterfeit your perfon to the life, you ufe to 
kick too. I have a great mind to give youa tafte of my foot, that 
I may refemble you thoroughly. 

D.Johz. Be lefs in earneft when you counterfeit, or I'll cut your 
throat. 

Ifab. Rude man! what has he doneto you? 

Jod. Thefe are cholerick heats. which pafs away, Lady. If I 
fhould kick him I could not hurt him; he’s all oak behind, meer 
Wantcote-board. We who have tender toes are ill provided for 
tough Bums. D.John fpeaks foftly to him again. 

D.Fohn. Sirrah! were not fhe here 

Jod. He fits too much on bare Benches and Joynt-{tools. I-muft 
buy Cufhions for him to make him fofter. 

Ifab. But how has he deferv’d this ufage? 

Jod. He {aid your beauty could not kill a man a mile off. 

Jfab. Was that all, Sir? If he hates me, alas! he knows not yet 
he 1s ingrateful. 

D. John, 1 can no longer defer it. I muft difcover my felf—— 

Jod. Sirrah, begone. Expect nothing from me but a Cudgel to 
meafure your bones. Lady, may I not {trip him naked, and keep 
his clothes now [ turn him away ? 

Tfab. O no, Sir, if [have any credit with you, turn him not away. 

D. John afide. Did ever Rogue ufe his Mafter thus, or Mafter fo 
foolifhly truft the difcretion of his Man? 

jod. My Lilly white Lamb! you are too merciful. I cannot ftay 
near you upon fuch cowardly terms. I'll into the Garden a while. 
We men of mettle ufe to walk a turn to cool our courage. — [Exit. 

Tab. afide. 1 blufh, and know not what to fay. 

Is Love acrime when it ufarps a Monarchs power 

In giving dignity to that which it efteems? 

You were e’re while another perfon and [To Don John. 
Did reprefent Dox Johz, and then I {poke 

Some words which you might mifinterpret to 

Be Love. But, you are now poor Jodlet, 

And ought to alter your opinion of my 

Paffion fince your perfon’s chang’d. 

D.John. Madam, If I had reafon to believe 
That you efteem’d Don John, I fhould grow weary 
Of my being as I am, and reprefent again 
The perfon that I was. 

fab. Sure you efteem him much, fince you 
Can take fuch pleafure in affuming of his love. 

D. john, Next my defire of Heav’nI with Don John 
Made happy by your love with Hymen’s rites. 

Ifab. Vil leave you till you learn to afk of Heaven 
A better deftiny for me, that fo I may 
Be taught to make an equal wifh for you. 

D. John. Her love does ftill grow darker, yet fee, 

‘y too much light my caufe of Jealoufie. [Exit 


Enter 
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Enter Bettris. 


Ret. Don John. your Countrey-Lover is gone into the Town to 
learn civility, He needs not ftay long, for he may be taught it in 
the {treet by every Mule he meets. 

Tfab. Did you fee him go out ? 

Ret. Madam, he is not found about the Houfe; andI may now 
releafe Don Lewis from his confinement. 

Ifab. Be fure you do it prefently; and then make hafte to find 
me in the Garden. [ Exit. 

Bet. | {aw juft now the weeping Lady: he’s unluckily broke 
loofe too. I would we were well rid of thefe foolith Lovers. Sure 
common underftanding has left the World. Young people cannot 
meet privately but they muft needs fall in love. ( Exit. 


Enter Lucilla vesl’d. 


Luc. Tis {trange Don Ferdinand fhould ufe me thus. Is this pro- 
tection when he ftrait abandons me? He told me, he would return 
in a moments and then (as if grown weary of civility, and of lend- 
ding me his Chamber for fhelter) he went perhaps to divert him felf 
in the Town. [heard juft now a noife like the confufion of a quarrel. 
This is an ill fign of my fecure retreat. I muft proceed in order to my 
fafety; and yet I ought t’advertife them before I go. Sure this 1s 
Lfabella’s Chamber; the door is open; I'll in, and take my leave of 
her. [enter D.Lewis. 
Hah! I difcern a man, and I cann’t avoid him 

D.Lewis. | hope my friend Bettris (whom I have bound to me 
with the {trings of my Purfe) does mean to make this Chamber my 
Lodging. O dear S/abel/a! whither would yourun fo faft? 

[He fpies Lucilla veil’d. 
How, will you not vouchfafe to hear me? Alas! allow me but one 
word. You havereproacht my love as criminal; thinking fome o- 
ther beauty has poffeft my heart. Have I not {worn, that fhe who 
does pretend to ft had but the promifes of my pity? and fince I faw 
her at Burgos, I never did retain her in my thought? 

Lucill, O Heavens! I have not patience to hear more.s She opens 
Falfe man! behold her now: For! am fhe who too much, ber Veil. 
has lov’d thee, and whom thou never lov’d{t. She, whofe fatal and 
unexperienc’d heart too foon believ’d thy many Oaths. She, who 
does hate thee now, and will proclaim thy perjuries. She, whom thou 
call’d{t thy Soul and Queen, is now without a Brother, without her 
honour, and is lefs provided for than Birds blown off to Sea by Tem- 

efts. 
: D. Lewis. Hear me but {peak ! 

Luc. No Traitor, no. Thy former perjuries have {topt my earsfo 
much thatI canhear nomore. Helpho! help! 

D.Lewis. Ah, Madam, give methen leave to {wear, and you fhall 
foon be fatisfyed. 

Luc. Soul without faith! canft thou again expect belief? Help ho! 
help! 


Exter 
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Enter Don John. 


D.john. This grief is loud, and ’tis a womans voice. 

Lucil.O Heav’ns! whom do I fee? 

D. John. Hah! is not that my Sifter? 

Lucilla afide. \ cali for help, and Heav'n has fent deftruétion in a 
Brother. — 

D. John afide. My eyes cannot miftake, She is my Sifter 5 
And th’other is the object of my jealoufie. 

I have enough of anger for ‘em both. 

D.Lewis. He carries mifchief in his eyes, 

But feems in doubt, on which of us he fhould direct it firft. 

D John afide. | am too certain of my Sifters crime, 

But have not fuch fufficient proofs as may 
Allow my jealoufie juft leave to be 
Reveng’d on him; I'll then begin with her. 
O thou unhappy, wicked woman! 

Lucil. If 1 am wicked think me then 
More fit to have fome time for prayer. 

D.Lewis. Hold! hold! I'll undertake her quarrel, 

Though with that voice which brought the hither fhe 
Was calling for revenge onme. But tell 

Me by what title thou pretend’{t to have 

Authority to punifh her ? 

D.Jobn. I ought to do it. 

D.Lewis. That’sinfolence. Art thou not aServant? 

D. John. D.jJobn’s my Matter, and his honour’s mine. 

Lucilla afide. My ruine was prepar’d by fome defign 5 
Elfe wherefore fhould my Brother hide himfelf 
In this difguife ? 

D.Lewis. Shall I endure to be affronted twice by him 
Who ferves my equa] > [Lucilla exdeavours to go out. 

D. John. Hah! Are you going? ftay! who brought you to 
This Houfe? and wherefore did you call for help? 

Lucilla. You hall know all, Tenter’d in this Chamber to fee 1/2 
bella, where I found this man; but cannot tell for what intent he 
there did hide himfelf. Ithencry’d out at the fuprife, and tremble 
ES ees cco ee 

D. John. Enough! my jealoufie is apt to credit his offence. 

I’)! fhut the door ————. [Goes backward and fhuts the door. 

Lucil. My fear will kill me to prevent your cruelty. 

D. John. Don Lewis I fhall give you caufe to (hew your valour---- 

D.Lewis {think it honour’d when ‘tis us’d in her defence, but it 
deferves a nobler trya] than your hand can make 

Lucil. Oh fatal hour! how many deaths fhall I endure > 
My perjur’d Lover is yet kind when he 
Does f{trive to refcue me. LA noife of kvocking within. 

D.Lewis. The people of the houfe will force the door. 

D.Jobn. No matter, Sir. Let us difpatch 

D. Ferd. within. Let’s force our paflage and break thorough. 

Lucil. Vm counfell’d both by fear and love to open it. 

D.John peaks low to Lucilla. Stir not to let them in3 for if by thee 
Tam difcover’d——— 
Enter 
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Enter Don Ferdinand and Ifabella. 


Lucil. Ah? Dow Ferdinand! call all your Servants to your aid. 
__D.Ferd. Proceed not in your fury, for by death 
I {wear, that he who does not fheath his {word, 

Engages me againft him. Oh what ftrange 

Unlucky wonders meet to day t’amaze 

And ruine me? Nephew, who put you here ? 

Ah! Lucilla, who difcover’d you? And you, [speaks to D.John. 
What Devil urges you? who fince you came into 

My houfe have {peat no minute but in quarrels. 

D.Lewis Hear me, and you hall {traight know all. 

D.John. No, let me fpeak! for I can better 
Tell it, Sir,than he. But I muft firft demand 
If Lucilla did not in your houfe conceal her felf? 

And likewile if Dox Lewis be not your near Kinfman? 

D.Ferd. The one and th’other too is true. 

D.John. And is’t not reafon that a Servant, Sir, 
Should own an int’reft in his Mafters honour > 

D.Ferd. That cannot be deny’d. 

_ D.joL-. Then, oir, obferve if Iam wrong’d. 

I enter’d here, urg’d by Lucilla’s cryes. 

She found (ssIbelicve, by accident) | 

Don Lewis in this Cusmber where your Daughter lodges, 
Tin Lucilla faw the figns of a furprife. 

*Tis evident to veafon that he was hidden here all day 5 
For I have fo obferv'd a!! paffage to the ftreet 

That it was hard for him to {cape my eyes, 

D.Lewis aide. This reafoning does appear too much refin’d, 
For one of his coorfe quality. 

D.Jobn. My Matter Cwhois to marry I/abella, 
Andis Brother to Lyci/la) mult be offended 
For his Miftrefs or bis sitter: and it 
Is likely he is wrorg’¢ in both. My duty 
Therefore is to finifh my Revenge upon Dow Lewis. 

D.Lewis. You area man of rare difpatch, who are 
So fure to finish that whica is not yet begun.— 

D.Ferd. Dow Lewis, {tay! Art thou mad? {tay Jodlet! I prithee 
hold! This is the moft perplext encounter that I ever faw. 

Ifab. He certainly is jealous for his Mafter. 

Ah Jodlet/ let me intreat you to retire. 

D.John. Madam, for your fake I will prefcribe the means how to 
defer this quarrel 5 whicn is, that each engage his promife to me. 
You, Dox Ferdinand, to render Lucilla in her Brothers power when 
herequiresit. And you, Don Lemis, tomakea trial of your valour 
with Dow John when he invites you to the Field. 

D.Lewis. 1 cannot without fome torment, make promifes of ho- 
nour to one of thy Jow condition. 

D.Johx. Don Jobn, Sir, isno more aman than[ am. 

But if he fails to ca!l you fuddenly 
T’accompt, then you fhall knew whether ’'m now, 
Or may be made hereafter, fit to entertain your {word. 


D.Ferd. Enough, we promife that which you defire. i. 
ay, 
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Nay, Nephew, you are wont to yeild to my Authority. 
D.Lewis. Well, Sir5 your pleafure 1s my Law 5 
And here[ give my promife. 
D. john. AndI mine, that Dox John hall jultifie this quarrel. 
D.Lewis. Nothing does then remain but that I feek 
Your Matter out to morrow. 
D. John. Your journey, Sir, will not be far to find him. 
D.Ferd. Vl be the foremoft in the fearch. 
D. john. You'll give me leave to follow you. 
D.Ferd. That will be needful, and without delay. 
ifab. This man 1s brave and loyal where he ferves. 
All is perplext. O Love lend me thy Clue 
To lead me fafethrough this dark Labyrinth. 
Lucil: Don Lewis now, does, after crueity, 
Shew fome remorfe in my defence; andI 
Am apt to think him penitent. But death 
Will {oon a period give to Love and Fear. 
D.Ferd. To morrow early is the appointed time to feek D. John. 
Night now has drawn her Curtains clofe. Let me 
Condué you to your feveral beds, where fleep 
May quench that fire which makes your anger rafh. 
D. john. My pretious rogue ftole out to (hun a quarrel. 
His fear does ever make him fick, and I fhall 
Find him drunk, for that’s his conftant cure. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Stephano, Sancho. 


A Table fpread with Linen, Trenchers and Spoons are fet ont, and 
five Chairs. 


Steph. This Room ftanding in the Garden, at diftance from the 
Honfe, feems built for our purpofe. Our happy hour isnear, Dear 
Signior Sancho, hall we be merry ? 

Sancho, As Maids? 

Steph. is there any Creature, except Man, that has the wit to be 
merry at Midnight? 

Sancho. The Owle. 

Steph. Y’areinthe right. But what fhall we have to make us re- 
joyce befides a Sack-poffet > 

Sancho. Fiddles. 

Steph. Your words are feldom many, but always pithy. Heark! 
there’s fomething ftirring behind the Hanging. 

Sancho. A Rat. 

Steph. If it bea Rat, then it has fhooes on, for it treads hard. I 
rather fear ‘tis the old Rat-catcher your Matter, that has caught us 
here in a Trap. Who’s there ? 

Jod. within fpeaks low. A Friend. 

Steph. ’Tisa Mans voice, but he {peaks fo low, that he feems more 
afraid than we are. Who is it > 

Jod. within. ’Tis I. 

steph. That were fome anfwer to the queftion, if we knew him 
that made it. 

Jod. within. Who are you? 

Steph. To teftifie that our being here is not for any harm, you may 
know that we 

Sancho. Arewe. — Steph. 
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Steph. Well {aid, Signior sancho3 that’s a valuable return of in- 
telligence from us for what he gave of himfelf. 

Jod. Nay, if you name Sigwior Sancho, [ Evter Jodelet 
Don John may appear. 

Steph. wide to Sanch. Our {port ts prevented. We may e’en hang 
up our Fiddles and our felves by em. Who (ent him hither 2 i 

Sunca, The Devil. 

Stepa. Pray, Sir, what occa‘ion brought you behind the Hanging ? 

Jod. I was ted thither by Conicience. ‘ 

Steph. Coalcience is a good Guide, Sir. 

‘Jod. Don Ferdinard’s Houle is fo full of quarrels as makes it very 
wearif{om to one that has been aiready too much tir’d in the Field 
with wicked entertainments of honour. 

Steph. Sir you fhew both your valour and your reafon. 

Jod. My Man Jodelet is honeft: but the Cutlers of Toledo are not 
able to make Swords enough to furnith his Duels. 

Steph. Say you fo, Sir? 

Jod tthe old Roarer, satax, were young again, my Man were 
fit to ferve him. 

Steph. aide to Sanch. The manof blood which he mentions is your 
Gueft to night, Signior Saxcho, but not fit to be treated with a tame 
Sack-Poflet. What fhall We provide for him? 

Sanch. Raw Puddings. 

Jod. Friends, to deal entirely with you, I {tole hither to hide my 
felf, partly out of Coafcience, but more out of difcretion: for ’tfs 
not fit a Gentleman of my Poffeflions, and near marriage, fhould up- 
onevery peevith humor of hisServant venture his Eftate and Body--- 

sanch. Politick. 

Steph. But, Sir, your man is coming hither. We expecthim ina 
moment. 

Jod. VM not fee him till his foolifh quarrels are ended. 

Steph. Then, Sir, you mult pleafe to retire again behind the 
Hanging. 

Fod. Agreed. My Friends, no words where [ am. 

steph. Fy, no, Sir. But we fhall ftay here long. I hope you can 
have patience. 

Fod. Lord Friends, you do not yet underitand my difpofition, for 
*tis my patience which makes me {teal from quarrels. 

Steph. You muft be as little heard as feen. I hope you are not 
troubled witha Cold, nor apt to fall afleep? 

Jad. What mean you? 

Steph. Why, Sir, Z would not have you cough. 

sanch. Nor {nore. 

Jod. Friends, I fay again you know me not throughly. Tell not 
me of fnoring: Z dare {nore with any man in Spaiz, and Chap what 
hap may) I'll venture again behind the Hanging to hide my felf. 

steph. Nay, Sir, we know you are valiant. 

sanch. And wife. [Exit Jodelet. 


Enter Bettris, Laura. 


Bet. Sancho, our Entertainment is provided, are your Stomachs 
ready ? 
Sanch. They are. 
Lan. 
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Lau. Then help tobring it to the Table. (Eater Don John. 
Sanch. In ftate. [Exit and brings in a great Bufon with a Pofet. 
Bet. Signior Fodelet you make good your promife, for you come 
in the very nick. 

Sanch. In Poflet time. 


Enter two young Women who alfift in the Dance. 


D. John. Who are thefe? 

Bet. Two young marry’d Neighbours thatlong’d for Sack-Poflet. 

D. John. Are your Ladies afleep ! 

Bet. They went to Bed as early as Brides, and I hope will lye as 
Jong as Bridegrooms. 

D. John. Then the Maids may be as merry as the Men. 

Steph. And encounter a whole Pail of Poffet. 


Enter Jodelet. 


Fod. V'll meet as many quarrels as there be Drunkards in Dutch- 
land rather than mi{s a Sack-Poffet. 

D. Fohe. Ha! how comes he here? 

Bet. Befhrew your heart Signior Don Fohn for farting forth fo fud- 
denly. ’Tis well we were all awake. 

Lau. If we had not been us’d to meet men in the dark it might 
have frighted us. 

Fod. Ladies, without fans ceremony, I'll ft down firft. 

Sanch, And I. 

D. John whifpers Jodelet. Villain be gone to my Chamber; you'll 
{till difcover your coorfe breeding. 

Jod. Prithee forbear thy good manners to thy Mafter, fit down, 
fit downs I fay fit down. There are feafons when Matters may be 
familiar with their men. 

D. Fohn whifpers Jodelet. Sirrah, I'll cut your throat. 

Jod. whifpers D. John. Thad rather you fhould cut my throat than 
coufin my belly. 

D. John. Villain, haft thou the impudence to {tay ? 

od. Lord what ado here is with civilities out of feafon: once 
more I charge thee to fit down, and I give thee leave to be familiar. 

D. Jobz. Rogue! to morrow will come. 

Jod. Still over-mannerly ! Ladies pray take your Spoons. This 
Coxcomb my Man is fo troublefom with his untimely refpects. 

D. John. You will not ftir then ? 

Jod. Prithee put thy Hat on. Ladies, when 7 am at home and a 
little in drink, 7 often fit with my Servants. 

D.Johz. Ladies and Gentlemen, having my Matters leave 7 will 
prefume on yours. 

Sanch. You may. 

Jod. 1 fuppofe the Poffet is very hot, but Coragio is the word. 
’Tis but the {poiling of a few good teeth. I'll venture at it. 

Sanch. AndI. - 

jod. Hold, 1 wil firft tafte----’Tis as hot as if they had {trew’d it 
with parcht Pepper in{tead of Cinnamon. 

LHe /putters as if his mouth were burnt. 

Sanch, Stay! ftay! 

Bet. 
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Bet. Why Signior Sancho ? 

Sanch. Stir it-—— [They all ir, nd then Cay posetie 

jod. Ladies you eat too faft. i ses 

ED: Joba rifes and wkifpers Jodelet again. 

D. John. Dog! Shew more civility, and do not difgrace the perfon 
whom you counterfeit. 

Jod. I tell thee ‘twill not make me fick. I have beenus’d to abun- 
dance of Poflet. This good natur’d Fool takes {uch care of my health. 

Bet. Sigmior Jodelet pray fit down again, and take care of your 
own health; Poffets are very wholfom. 

Laur, Pray do, Sir, The Cinnamon is good againft wind. 

Steph, Miltrefs Bettris, here’s to your good health, and to yours 
Mittrefs Laura. 

sanch. To both. [Sancho flabbers his Beard. 


Jod. Signior Sancho, that {punge your Beard, foaks up too much 
of the Pollet. 


sanch. It doth. 

Jod. I only civilly fuppofe it doth. 

Sanch. All {tay ———— 

LHe takes a huge Knife out of his Pocket, fcrapes the 
Poffet off frow his Beard, and then eats it. 

fod. Who will pledge the Founders health > 

D. John. Let it come. I am your Man. 

Jod. Youarefo; but a very fawcy one: you ufe to talk and give 
counfel over your Liquor. 

D. John. Your Noble Worfhip may fay your pleafure. I know 
you love men that ply their Poffet. 

Jod. 1am for men of few words. Let fuch a one anfwer to ALafa- 
quedit. Here's the Founders health. 

Sanch. Tope. 

D. John. Signior Sancho, you made a promife of Fiddles. I pray 
forbear your Spoon while that you may call for’em. 

Sanch, { (hall. 

Laur. Servant I pray do. 

od. Signior Sancho, \et us have fair play. Did you invite your 
Beard to half the Poflet? 

Sanch. Few words are beft. 

Steph. In what fenfe Signior Sancho? 

Sanch. In Poffet. 

D. John. Come, Sir, difpatch; for brevity is as convenient in 
Poffet as itis in Speech. I'll give you a Song if you will call for 
Mufick. 

Sanch. Firk your Fiddles. 


The SONG in Recitativo and in Parts. 
D. John. a ie Bread is all bak'd, 


The Embers are rak’d 3 
"Tis Midnight now by Chanticlears firft crowing. 
Let's kindly caroufe 
Whilft ’top of the Houfé 
The Cats fall out in the heat of their wooing. 
Time, whilft thy Hour glafs does run out, 
This flowing Glafs fhall go about. 
Stag, 
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——— 


Stay, fiay, the Nurfé is wak'd, the Child does cry, 
No Song fo ancient is as Lulla-by. 
The Cradle’s rockt, the Child is hufht again, 
Then hey for the Maids, and ho for the Men. 
Now ev'ry one advance his Glafs3 
Then all at once together clafh, 
Experienc d Lovers know 
This clafhing does but fhow, 
That as in Mufick fo in Love muft be 
Some difcord to make up a harmony. 
Sing, fing! When Crickets fing why fhould not we ? 
The Crickets were merry before us 3 
They fung us thanks e’re we made them a fire. 
They taught us to fing in a Chorus: 
The Chimney is their Church, the Ov'n their Quier. 
Once more the Cock cryes Cock-a-doodle-doo. 
The Owl cryes o’re the Barn, to-whit-to-whoo! 
Benighted Travellers now lofé their way 
Whom Will-of-the- wifp bewitches : 
About and about he leads thew aftray 
Through Bogs, through Hedges and Ditches. 
Heark! heark! the Cloyfter Bell is rung! 
Alas! the Midnight Dirge is fung. 
Let ’en ring, 
Let em fing, 
Whilft we {pend the Night in love and in laughter. 
When Night is gone 
O then too foon 
The difcords, and cares of the Day come after. 
Come Boys! a health, a health, a double health 
To thofé who {cape from care by fhunning wealth. 
Difpatch it away 
Before it be day. 
"Twill quickly grow early when it is late: 
A health to thee, 
To him, to me, 
To all who Beauty love, and Bus nefi hate. 


Jod. Well, my Man were an incomparable Varlet if he would 
forbear to give me counfel in whifpers. Jodelet. 
D. John. Sit. 


jod. Lead ema Dance. I'll have a Dance. 
D. John. My feet are at your fervice, Sir. 


aE you fhall feel to morrow by a {core of kicks which 
Jodelet. Streferve for you. 


Jod. Heark, he’s giving me counfel again. I fay lead’em a Dance. 
The DANCE. Which being ended a Bell rings within. 


Bet. My Ladies little Dog has wak’d her. Alas! now the {weet of 
the Night 1s coming we muft all part. 


D. John whifpers Fod. Sirrah, follow me tomy Chamber. 


LExeunt all feveral ways but Jodelet. 
jod. Not to night good Signior Dow Fohz, 
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lll fooner follow a Drum that beats for Volunteers to the North of a 
Norway. Voe back door of the Garden is only bolted within. Pl 
fteal forth, and to morrow when fleep has made him tamet I'll 
return. 
Ill rather feed with Fiends on Brimftone Broth. 
Than eat Sack Poffet with a man of wrath. ; L Exit. 


ACT IV. SCENE. I. 
Enter Laura, Stephano. 


Laura. {7 OU are very inquifitive. 
¥Y Steph. And you are very fecret. 

Laur. Do you intend me that as commendation >? 

Steph. Yes, and yet I donot thank you for it. 

Laur. You may take your praife back again, for I will not be com- 
mended for keeping that fecret which I do not know. 

Steph. Can you be ignorant of the Lady whom you ferve ? 

Laur. told you I had not ferv’d her above three days. But ftill 
you are inquifitive, and why I pray ? 

Steph. The endeavour of knowing things fhews diligence of the 
Mind, and you fhould praife me for it. 

Laur. Thofe may praife Spies who employ ’em. 

Steph. You take me then for a Spy > 

Laur. So impertinent a Spy that [ wonder you do not walk with a 
Lanthorn when the Sun fhines. 

steph. What to feek chafte womenas Diogenes fought honeft men. 
Come, I confefs you have wit. 

Laur. I thank you, Sir. 

steph. I would you would thank me for being in love with your 
beauty. 

nee Love! Is that Fools-Bauble in fafhion {till >? 

Steph. Tis the only fafhion which never changes. 

Laur. Miftrefs Rettris will hardly believe you. 

steph. No, fhe believes in nothing but Marriage. 

Laur. O,cry you mercy, for indeed Marriage is grown as dange- 
rous as Jove is foolith. 


Enter Sancho. 


steph. I'll retire to make that Coxcomb jealous. [Exit Steph. 

sanch. How! hah! 

Laur. O Signior Sancho, ‘tis well you are come. 

Sanch. Too well. 

Laur. Your Friend Stephano would fain be your Rival, but you 
are the man for whom I mean to figh. 

Sanch. Yes, much! 

Laur. Yl lay my life you are jealous. 

sanch. Who, I? 

Laur. Pray come frombehind your Beard and fhew your bare face 


if you are angry. — 
anch. 
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Sanch. 1 am. 
Laur. If you are, I can endure it. 
Sanch. Youcan? 


Laar. Yes. 

Sanch. Who cares? 

Laur. You do. 

Sanch. Not this——— [ Makes a fign of difdain with his 
Laur. ’Tis well. (thuesb at his tecth. 


Sanch. ’Tis ill. 

Laur. Tis not. 

Sanch. You lye. 

Laur, Hey day ! 

Sanch. Hey too! 

Laur. Farewell.—— 

Sanch. Go.—— { Exit Sancho. 


Enter Stephano, Bettris. 

Steph. How now Mittrefs Laura? 

Laur. This Steward, though he be exceeding dull, is very fharp 
at reparties. 

Bet. Why, what has he faid > 

Laur. He gave me the lye. 

Steph. *Tis impoffible. 

Laur. If he did not i'm an Eunuch, 

Steph. None but a Eunuch would have done’t. 

Laur. Don Ferdinand has been gallant in his youth: he fhall re- 
pair my honour. 

I'll tell him how often this Tarquin-Steward would have kift me 
by force. 

Steph. Kifs you! fye, that’s a paw-word. 

Bet. No, no, he’s a cleanly man, and would only have brufht your 
lips with his Beard. 

Laur. May be fo, for they grow fomewhat dafty for want of 
ufe. 

Bet. Don Ferdinand {hall not wake hisfleeping Sword in this quar- 
rel; tru{t me for your revenge. 

Laur. Why, what will you do? 

Bet. V'll render sazcho up to your correction, and he fhall be then 
as blind as Cupid. 

Steph. But how? 

Bet. He fhall feel our perfecution and not fee it. 

Laur. You have fome defign, but ‘tis very dark. 

Bet. You know the Ladies and our Mafters are lately much retir’d 
with thoughtful intanglements of love and angers which will give 
me Opportunity to invite folemn Sancho this Evening to our Room 
of Revels in the Garden. 

Laur. Well, what then? 

Bet. You likewife know, he paflionately loves a Sack-Poffet. 

Steph. Mott longingly. 

Bet. Then you apprehend my Bait 5 but inftead of that for his 
entertainment he fhall entertain us with {port fufficiently ridiculous, 
though it be more out of fafhion than himfelf or a Morrice. 

Laur. (long to fee it but—— 

Bet. Nomore queftions. Let’s prefently goinand confult. [ Exeunt, 

Enter 
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Enter Vfabella, Lucilla. 


fab. You mutt not think of youg efcape from hence. 
Lac. Whilft you are civil you are cruel too. 
Fair Ifadella, Jet me take my leave. 
Tfab. My Father is not eafily deceiv’d ; 
Whilft you attempt it you deceive your felf. 
Your reconcilement with your Brother may 
Seem difficult at firft, but if you doubt 
My Fathers skill to govern him, you mutt 
Depend on Heav’n, and then you mutt have fuith. 
Luc. Nothing but death can quench my Brothers wrath, 
Pray free your felf from the unfortunate 5 
Thefe tears agree not with your Nuptial joys: 
And let me tell you (what you foon wili find) 
Dow John is nothing lefs than what he feems. 
Tfab. 1 faw him tn the Garden but juft now, and my Maid. 
Walking towards him. Go hide your felf. 
Pafs through the Gall'ry up the Tarras-{tairs into my Clofet, where 
I will meet you {traight. [ will awhile conceal my fe!f in fome clofe 
Arbor to obferve him and Bettris together. | Exeunt. 


Enter Don Lewis, Stephano. 


D. Lewis. Some heav'nly power contrives thefe accidents 5 they 
have a fecret method in them, and more than Fortune makes me 
ftill unhappy. 

Steph. | am amaz’d that you by chance fhould court her whom 
you forfook, and meet the Miltrefs here from whom you fled fo ma- 
ny Miles. , 

D. Lewis. Haft thou difcourft with her Maid ? 

Steph. Yes, but fhe is newly come into her fervice, and is either 
a {tranger to her Ladies defigns, or elfe fo fecret that no man but 
a Husband can fee her bofom bare. 

D. Lewis. Heav’n takes Lucélla’s part again{t me, for I have done 
her wrong. - 

Steph. O, have you fo? you Lovers are very diligent Spies and 
bold, but very incredulous; you always are f{couting abroad, yet 
never fee or believe mifchief till you feel it. 

D. Lewis. I think fhe loves me and with true paffion. 

Steph. But you love another, and that’s a rare remedy for her 
difeafe. 

D. Lewis. 1 am perplext beyond the help of reafon. I know there 
are Laws againtt irregular Love, but Nature never made’em.I would 
thou wert valiant. 

Steph. So would not I. I’m content to have no holes in my skin 
rather than pay a Surgeon to fow ‘em up. 

D. Lewis. Well, however I would thou hadft courage. _ 

steph. ThenI fhould be an Afs in {pight of my under{tanding, and 
fight for Fame, the Fools Miltrefs. Ho 

D. Lewis. Don John’s man is faucily infolent, and his condition is 
below the revenge of my Sword; but if thou hadft courage to under- 


take’ him-— ae 
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Steph. Sir, [never queftion’d my own courage, andI wifhno man 
may, for I, and others too may be miftaken. 

D. Lewis. Lam going now where [ fhall meet D. Ferdizanad, who 
will bring mean account of Dog Fobu. 

steph. Sir, told you my infirmity when you firlt receiv’d me un- 
der your Roof. I'll ferve you faithfully, but I mult obey the King, 
who does enjoin peace amongft his Subjects. 

D. Lewis. Well, though thou haft no courage, yet I am fatisfy’d 
with thy diligence. I {tole hither chiefly to make thee encreafe thy 
acquaintance with Laura, Lucilla’s Maid: and whatfoever (hall fuc- 
ceed upon this engagement of my honour, be fure to endeavour that 
fhe may give good impreflions of me to her Miftrels. 

Steph. This, Sir, is a work of peace, and [ dare go through with 
it; but as for matters of {trife if you wouldtake my advice 

D. Lewis. No more words. [ll take no countel from men that are 
afraid. 

Steph. Well, Sir, Fortune be your Friend. But [humbly conceive 
that men of difcretion feldom depend upon her courtelic. 

[Fxeunt feveral ways. 


Enter Jodelet avd Bettris. 


Bet. I will affure you, Sir, you have been fought, and for my part, 
I was fo concern’d in your abfence that I offer’d to employ the 
Town-Cryer. 

Jod. It had been tono purpofe, for that publick voice cannot be 
heard. Alas, he’s grown hoarfe withcrying for loft Maidenheads. 

Bet. Sir, you are fometimes merry, but always wife. 

Jod. Alas! not I! yet it feems I am of fome importance, fince 
I have been fo much fought. But who were the fearchers ? 

‘Bet. Your Father-in-Law, and Dow Lewis. Your Man too was fo 
fad, as if he had not only loft his Mafter, but his wages, 

Jod. 1 owe him nothing but a Cudgel for being fo faucy asto mifs 
me without my order. May nota Matter {teal out to feek a Miftrefs 
unlefs he ask leave of his Man? 

Bet. But where were you, Sir? 

Jod. I was invited by a Friend to a difh of {tew’d Tripes with 
Garlick, What Key is that ? 

Bet. It belongs to your Chamber. Dom Ferdinand has appointed 
you another Lodging near the Garden. 

Jod. I had rather it had been near the Kitchin. I efteem his Cook 
above his Gardener. The {team of Beef to me, who am not over- 
curious, is better than the odour of Violets. But why amI remov’d? 

Bet. The old Gentleman is afraid of fcandal. And, to fay truth, 
it might do fome harm to you (I mean to your modeft reputation) 
if, before the Marriage Night, you fhould be lodg’d too near his 
Daughter. 

od. Nay, let her look to that; I care not what People fay,when 
Tam innocent. But, dear Betfris, thou doft not know how much I 
love thee. 

Bet. How fhould I know it? you take me to be old; I’m none 
of thofe who pretend to knowledge. 

jod. L ever lov'd one of thy complexions ever: and fince I faw 
thee firft [ have been as hot as any Pepper. 


Bet. 
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Bet. Why truly, Sir (though [ bluth when I fay it) eee fonds 


all the Dow Fohus in the world; and when you firlt came hither my 
foolifh heart-----but VIl fay no more. 

Jod. Nay we mult be fecret’: for if the leaft notice be taken of it 
I fhall ftraight have flufhings in my faces and bluth likearofe. 

Bet. (’m fure you make nie hide mine. I pray ftand farther off 

Jod. Poor little Fool. Well, innocence is a ftrange things it 
makes us (trange to one another, but a little of that which ancient 
People ca'! wickednefs will make us familiar. [ prethee thew me the 
way down to my Chamber. 

Bet. fighing. Hey downa down! in troth y’are an odd man. You 
make me figh e’en when I fing. Heretakethe Key: I'll be gone. 

Jod. Pretty Thief! [could find in my heart to weep when I think 
thou wilt be hang’d for ftealing mens hearts. Dear flat------ Iam 
Maudiin-kind, would { had one of thy Hoods to cover my face; I 
fhall be fo afham’d if 'm feen thus whining for thee. But ’tis no 
matter 3 go, lead the way tomy Chamber. Ul {neak after thee. 

Ret You mutt follow me apace then; for Pma very light Huf- 
wife. ; [ she runs away. 

Jod. The Bunting 1s flown. Now I could e’en weep indeed. I 
mutt for very fhame overtake her. 

Label farts from the door, and furprifes hiw. 

Ifzb. Stay, Don John! what are you courfing my Maid? 

Jod. We are only at Childrens play. Are you fo old that you 
have forgot it? ’Tishide-and-feek, and when Maids run away,then 
the Boys make hafte to catch ’em. 

fab. {st nothing elfe? But however, [ did not think you had 
been fo wanton. 

od. The tricks of youth are left when we grow old. 

Ifab. But you'll beget an ill opinion of your Chaftity 5 and give 
me caufe to doubt your affection. 

Jod. Our future Spoufe, you may go fpin! Madam-Nature is a 
greater Lady than you, and I was always her humble Servant 3 and 
thofe who fpeak againft it may {top their mouths witha Fig. 

Ifab. It feems you are difpleas’d. I'll leave you, Sir, 

od. Mott wife Lady,and alfo moft beautiful, you cannot do better. 
fab. V\l take your opinion. Fare you well, Sir. [ Exit. 

Jod. Humph! Are you fo proud becaufe of your portion: this is 
only her want of breeding. Methinks I counterfeit a Dow Jobn rarely 5 
for Husbands of quality muft be fometime difcontented with their 
Wives, and often pleas’d with their Maids. 


Enter Don Ferdinand. 


D.Ferd. Don John, 1am glad (after fome affection and care in 
feeking you_) that you are not loft. 

jod. Mott careful, Sir, [alfo am glad, and for the feekers fake, 
becaufe the lofs would be his. [think that was fpoken again like a 
Don John. But what are your commands ? 

Ferd. Have you heard nothing of your Man Jodelet? nothing 
from any of his acquaintance ? 

jod. Lufe not to converfe with my Mans Companions. 

Ferd. But fomething, Sir, will be propos'd to you, which ina 
feafon before marriage, may be, perhaps, a little unpleafant. 


jod. 
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Jod. How? what is it? 

Ferd. You mutt abfolutely 5 but, Sir, excufe me, for I fpeak with 
fome regret. 

Jod. What, muftI, Sir? pray fpeak the worft, and let it out for 
your own eafe, if you are troubled with keeping it in. 

Ferd. Youare invited to the Field; andit imports you much. 

Jod. Isthatall? A turn or two in the field is wholefom after a full 
{tomach. 

Ferd. But, Sir, it is to fight. 

Jod. That may import me much indeed. I donot like the phrafe 
of being invited to the Field to be kill’d. Men are very fimple when 
they go into aGrave to take the air. 

Ferd. It isthe fafhion, Sir, and men of honor have aJlow’d it, 

Jod. The fafhion > but, Sir, if without refiftance, I am contented 
to go peaceably into the field, why fhould any man who meets me 
there be angry? efpecially when, perhaps, his being pleas’d would 
at that time better agree with my difpofition? 

Ferd. I know not what you mean. 

Jod. Tam forry fort: I held you to be an old Gentleman of a 
long underftanding: but to {peak plainly, why fhould a man take 
the pains to walk a mile to meet another whois of a different humour? 

Ferd. You have been bred to afk that queftion ? 

Jod. Don Ferdinand, you feem fometimes not very wife. I doubt 
that in your youth y’ave been inclin’d to this foolifh way of invita- 
tions to the Field, and have been hurtin the head. I fay your reafon 
at prefent is not exceeding found. 

Ferd. Come, Courage Dox John and firlt let me know, why you 
infer I am not wife? 

Jod. Becaufe you come to tell me of a quarrel which I knew not, 
nor perhaps did not defire to know. 

Ferd. Sir, in thisf have done my duty, and you'll do well t’acquit 
your felf of yours, without being ferv’d by the valour of another. 
To day you ought t’encounter him who kill’d your Brother. AndI 
am forry, Sir, to tell you, that he kill’d him inthe night. 

Jod. Hay! was it at night. 

Ferd. I, Sir, at night? 

Jod. Then for my part, let the Devil fight with his own matchs 
for if he be able to kill a man without feeing hims he will be fure to 
kill me when he fees me. 

Ferd. This founds ftrangely. 

jod. Befides, Sir, this dangerous Enemy fights by advantage, for 
having found the way how to kill one of my kindred, he knows by 
that, the fafhion how to kill me. 

Ferd. Sir, you ought to confider 

Jod. Sir, I have well confider'd it, and muft tell you, asa great 
fecret, that all the family of the Alverads do ever fight one and the 
fame way. 

Ferd. Don John! do you think that you have courage? 

jod. A plague onit; [have buttoo much. Alas, ‘tis not for that, 
Sir, do not afk me whether I have courage, but rather tell me where 
he lives? ist farfrom hence? muftI ftay for him? or do you know 
his Lodging? Or may I enquire it out ? and, inthe mean time, tell me 
but his name. 

Ferd. It is Don Lewis de Rochas. 


$+ 


Fod. 
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Jod. A pox on him. I knew he would feape my hand. pon Pe 
de Rochas? why that’s your Nephew. Sir, you mult know [ reye- 
rence all men of your name. 

Ferd. I partly thank you, Sir. 

Jod. Any manof the Family of the Rochas is fo confiderable tome 
that I will lay my head at his feet. And particularly, as for Dow Lewis 
if you pleafe, I am very well pleas’d tolove him. , 
_ Ferd, But, Sir, [ have not told you alls for he has done a fecond 
injury, which fhould more provoke youto revenge. Your Sifter has 
too much reafon to complain of him. i 

Jod. Sir, as for my Sifter, truly he may be afham’d to wrong her 3 
but I have madea vow, and the Ladies mutt pardon me for it---- 

Ferd. What was your vow? 

jod. Never to draw my {word in a Womans quarrel. 

Ferd. Sir, 1am much deceiv'd 1f you are not a Coward. 

Jod. Ah Father-in-Jaw! if that could poffibly be, yet your ditt 
cretion fhould not meddle in nice things, which (by the care Tought 
totake) fhould never concern you. 

Ferd. But you fhall know that it concerns me much. 

od. Blefs me! what a ftrange Father-in-law would you be> has 
the Devil fent you hither to tempt me? not only to homicide, but 
alfo to kill my new allyance, your Nephew; nay and before con- 
fummation, which, for ought I know, may likewife kill your 
Daughter. 

Ferd. 1 would thou wert valiant but one minute, that, without 
lofs of my honour, I might kill thee before thou grow’ft a Coward 
again. 

Jod. O fie, Don Ferdinand, Vhave found your difpofition ; you 
would fain be too cruel; but [I’m refolv’d to be merciful; and will 
not tell you how valiant Lam. 

Ferd. But tamnow refolv’d totell you, that your man has given 
his word to fight for you. 

Jod. His word? The jealous Coxcomb needs not keep it; for [ 
did never doubt his courage. 

Ferd. [s that all? 

Fod. Why then, Sir, if he will needs fight for me, let him know I 
fhall not be jealous that my own valour is lefs than his. 

Ferd. Aad yet you will not fight, either for your Brother or your 
Sifter, 

Jod. Aman muftbe in humour when he fights, and let me dye like 
a Dog (which [ would not fay falfely to get the whole world) if, to 
my remembrance, I ever had a les difpofition to fighting than now. 
Miftake me not, I fpeak but according to my remembrance. 

Ferd. Well, [thought you valiant, but I am coufen’d. 

Fod. Sir, lconfefs I have taken too much pleafure in deceiving the 
world, for Ihave couzen’d many who thought me valiant, and many 
who thought me a Coward. 

Ferd. You have given your felf a rare recreation. 

Jod. But, Sir, let’s leave the pleafant part of our difcourfe, and _ 
be a little {erious. 

Ferd. Do fo, but with as much brevity as you can. 

Jod. { pray tell me, Sir, fuppofe that witha Sa-ha-ghun, or witha 
Rapier of Toledo, I were pierc’d like a Cullender; or fuppofe that 


with a syriaz Scemiter I were minc’d into a Pye; how would a 
Brother 
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Brother, or my Sifter be the better for it? 

Ferd. Well, for your Fathers {ake my antient friend, I'll leave you 
whole, without being either picerc’d or minc’d. 

Jod. For his fake, Sir, I will with patience endure your courtefie. 

Ferd. You fhall do well in doing {03 but for my own fake, you 
mutt, inftead of my Daughter, feek another wife in Atadrid. 

Jod. What, you would havea Cid to your Son-in-Jaw, that fhould 
kill you firft, then marry Chimera ? 

Ferd. Expect nothing from me but {corn and hatred. O incom- 
parable Coward! 

od. Lam (O Dor Ferdinand! ) defpite of your cruelty, and of 

your black Teeth, your moft humble and moft faithful Servant 3 and 
I am as much, or more, to the Lady I/abella. 

Ferd. [amnot yours; and when youare out of my houfe (which 
mutt be fuddenly, and without noife) I thall do my felf the difho- 
nor to force you to another kind of account. 


Enter Don John. 


D. john. Don Ferdinand! I pray, Sir, what puts you into cho- 
ler? 

Ferd. My ill choice of a curfed Son-in-law. 

Jod. Don Ferdinand, I'll be gone, that you may {peak better of a 
Friend behind his back. [ Exit. 

Ferd, Lethim go, Jodlet. He difavows you inal], and has told me 
plainly, he was not of opinion that he ought totake notice of injuries; 
and that he was never inclin’d torevenge. Nay he has almoft profeft 
that he has Joft his courage. 

D. John afide. ’Tis {trange that he took no more care to Keep it 
having fo little. . 

Ferd. Pray call him back to fave his honour. Tell him what he 
ought to do, being doubly affronted by Dow Lewis. Dear Fodlet, 
thew the friendfhip of a Servant by perfwading a Mafter to courage. 

D.Jobn. Sir, 1am fure he has a kind of Country-courage. 

Ferd. What do you mean? 

D. John. I mean he’s very obftinate, and will feldom yield to per- 
{wafion. 

Ferd. I'm forry for his Fathers fake 5 efpecially fince I have pro- 
ceeded fo far towards anallyance. If I were doubly injur’das he is, 
I fhould not behave my {elf like him. His enemy {tays for me at the 
end of the ftreet: I'll go to him. 


Enter Jodlet. 


D.John. Do, Sir, for my Matter is come back, though Zfear (hall 
find him too haughty to be counfell’d into courage. (ex. Ferd. 

Jod. Is he gone, Sir? 

D.Jobn. Yes, but tell me Jodlet, what new affront have we to re- 
venge? 

jod. Iam the fon of a Sow if he has not remov’d my patience fo 
far from me that Zcan hardly reach it again: yet I’m as unwilling tobe 
angry asanother. Sir, you mutt difguife your felf no longer. Thefe 
falfe habits may grow to be Fools Coats, and Dox Lewis will turn all 
intolaughter. But you did challenge him for me? 


D.John. 
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_ D. ohn. Yes, and without telling him that I was Dox Fohn. ‘a 

in troth I did fufpect that the ae Gallant had Lae 

In fhort { found him hidden in her Chambers and (but for an aecit 

eee [ muft conceal from thee) we fhould have met in the 
ield. 

Jod. That is to fay, you had invited him to take the Air ina 
Grave. 

D. John. I have deferr'd the bus’nefs till 1 fee one thing more e- 
vident, which is yet but the fubject of my fufpicion: for, perhaps, I 
may find it but a falfe-Game which Bettris plays to get money. 

Jod. That Baggage carries her Purfe in her Bolom 3 and accord- 
ing to the Northern Proverb) is as liquorifh at a Penny as at a 
Poffet. 

D. Jobn. I have fome reafons to believe that J/abella is very ig- 
norant of the Artifice. 

Jod. Sir, there may be more in’t than you fufpe&. I’m loth to 
fay it, but (iff could {peak without making any words) I would 
tell you that [ think Dox Lewis offends you in private. 

D. John. Ah, fay no more: I guefs too much. Ali my paft misfor- 
tunes aad the prefent concur again{t me: but [have fome comfort 
yet, for nobody takes notice of it. 

od. None know it (for ought [ know) unlefs it be the People. 

D. Jobn. Thou mak’{t me mad. I will confider nothing but re- 
venge. 

Is Don Ferdinand our Friend or Enemy ? 

Jod. Don Lewis 1s of his bloods but for the honour of yours, he 
does that which no man ever did for another. He would have Don 
Lewis give you {atisfaction, and Dox Lewis {tays for me near this 
houfe; who {till believes me to be Dox John. 

D. Joba.  muft kill him: but men of action are often parted in 
the {treet. The War which Honour makes in ftreets does quickly end 
in peace, and I grow doubtful where to fight. 

Jod. ’Tis great pity there is not fome Amphitheatre; built at the 
publick charge of Butchers, for the honorable exercife of cutting 
mens throats. 

D. John. Revenge is often interrupted in the Field, becaufe now 
evenall peculiar Fields are turn'd tocommor Roads about this popu- 
lous Town. If I could find fome Houle, though ‘tis again(t the fa- 
fhion us’d in Duels —— 

Jod. Stay, Sir. [Il fic you'with a place. I have the Key of a low 
Apartment where we are to lodge. There you may conveniently be 
reveng’d, almoft in the fight of your Miftrefs, and yet neither fhe 
nor her Father can fee it. 

D. Johx. Thou haft made an excellent choice my dear Jodelet. . 

Jod. My dear Don John. 

D. John. Go and appoint him a meeting in the Evening. 

Jod. But rather, Sir, do you go. “Tis now high time that men 
fhould know who youare. How can you think tocontinue your fury 
and pafs for Jodelet? Go, go, Sir, difcover your felf, and fight 
foundly. Revenge is a hearty food for thofe who have a ftomach 
tot. 

D. John. How Jodelet? becaufe for a meer provocation of jea- 
loufie, for a fimple fufpicion, I have difguis'd my Name, wilt thou 
therefore have me difcover my felf before the injury be evident? 

No, 
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No, thou fhalt remain Don John awhile, and invite him to the low 
Chamber, to meafure Weapons there, and to confult about contri- 
ving the privacy of the Duel. 

Jod. Then youcommand me to be {till Dow John? 

D. John. I do rather conjure thee. 

Jod. Well T obey you, Sir. Buttf by chance (as men are often im- 
patient) he fhould draw his Sword before he enters this Houfe, what 
fhall Fodelet do? who has no inclinationto war, and is, perhaps, con- 
tented to fojourn in this fooli{h world. 

D. John. Make figns to him far off. He’s prompr, and will not 
fail to follow thee till he comes where [ will {tay to kill him. 

jod. There’s another fcruple, which lies in the very bottom of 
my Bowels. 

D. ‘John. What's that ? 

Jod. He may be fhort fighted, and thinking my Sword drawn, may 
run at me. 

D. John. Fy, fy! thy imagination istoofubtle. He hasanEyelike 
an Eagle and will diftingutfh at a miles diftance. Thou fhait becken 
him far off, then lead him to me. 

Jod. Thefe appointments are fomewhat hard. But, Sir, pray be 
fure that you likewife take heed of miftakes. Mens eyes are often 
dazled with choler. If f (without thinking of you) fhould enter be- 
fore Dow Lewis and you (without thinking of me) fhould run a tile 
at my Belly-—————. 

D. John. Thou bafta Jefuitical way of making impoffible {cruples. 

Jod. Nay, Sir, I know if [am wounded, you 
W's!) cry, in troth, poor Jodelet, I’m forry 5 
Exufe a foolifh chance! Then J, good foul, 

Shall quickly be contented and foon whole. [Exeunt feveral Ways. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter [fabella, Lucilla, Bettris. 4Cazdle on the Table. 


Ifab. Adam Bettris, what do you here? 
M Bet. | am preparing a warm Chamber for your be- 


num’d Lover; and, I befeech you, from whence come you,and Ma- 
dam Lucilla. 

fab. We have been fighing in a fhade. 

Luc. Madam, I muft tell you again, if fortune fhould bring the 
whole Sex of Men before you, and give youleaveto make your own 
election, you could not chufe a more worthy Husband than Doz John 5 
and when you know him better, you will confefs my belief is guid- 
ed by reafon. 

Tfab. And I muft needs declare (fince your opinion is fo confident 
again{t mine ) that one of us is very ignorant. 

Luc. You make me wonder, Madam; but if all wonder did not 
proceed from ignorance, I fhould not quickly yield in this debate. 

fab. Alas you are his Sifter; and that may well excufe your parti- 
ality,you may allow me liberty to tell you this, becaufe we have con- 


tracted a friendfhip. 
Bet. 
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Bet. Weret my Miftrefs, if there were no more men in the world, 
I would marry Dox John, becaufe I would have children, and becaufe 
al] Children are not like the Father. 

Luc, Eettris, { cannot be angry when you pleafe to be merry. 

Bet. Madam,what ever your griefs be,f wonder you are not mer- 
ry too, for Dow John makes all the world laugh. 

Ifab. Bettris, you are too rude. 

Bet. Madam, you are too grave. If I were to be Bride, like you, 
I would not carry my felf like a Nun. 

Ifab. afide. Lam unhappy above the help of Fortune3 ordain’d to 
be poffelt of what I hate, and by unnatural Cuftom I am made a- 
fham’d of what [ love. 

Bet. Madam, let us haften up ftairs, fome Noifé within like a 
body opens the Door and will farprife us. Key turning a Lock. 
afite | ’Tts Laura, who (as [ appointed.) makes a noife about the 
Lock to fright thefe Love-fick Ladies, and make them retire. 
Madam, [ hear’t again. 

Ifab. You are {car'd. 

Bet. If you bad been as often privately in love as I have been, 
you'd foou be afraid at the opening of a Door. 

[Exeunt Wabella, Lucilla. 
So, let them feed on forrows of Love; which is commonly at Court 
the ill fecond Courfe at the promifing Fealts of Lovers, whilft we, 
poor Wenches, are contented with Country fports. Exit. 
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Enter Sancho, Stephano, avd Laura, with a Scarf in her hand, 
another Spaniard and two young Women. 


Laur. The lye, Signior Sancho, is hard of digeftion; but, having 
firft fwallow’d the gilded Pill of Love, it prepares the {tomach for 
any thing. 

Steph. And I have faid fo much, to cure your jealoufie, as would 
make an old Jtalian truft his Wife with a young Painter, and leave her 
with bim to draw her naked. 

Ssanch. Not naked. 

Steph. You hall, befides the materials of our laft Collation, have 
an inundation of Olio, where you may bathe your knuckles till you 
cure ‘em of the Gout. 

Laur. But we muft inable our appetites with exercife. We have 
appointed a Dance for Blind-man-Buff, in which you fhall be hood- 
winkt, and appear all over, Cupid the fecond. 

sanch. Bating Beard. 

Laur. Come, Gentle Love, let me blind you; and then—— 

Sanch. Collation. 

Steph. Tis prepar’d within. 

Sanch. Mighty Olio’s? ; 

steph. A Sea of Olio, and in it Hams of Baijon lying at Hull with 
Sails furl’d up of Cabbidge-leaves. 

Sanch. Then Bisks. 

Laur. Embroider’d with Piftachoes. 

sanch. And Muflels ? 

steph. Broy!’d; and then (to make you corpulent) roafted Chett- 
nuts {tew'd in Gravy. 

Sanch. And Chitterlings. 

Steph. 
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Steph. 1, 1, to fill up Chinks. 

Sanch. And Ragous ?. 

Steph. Strew'd over with Salt-peter and Jam.ica-Pepper,to make 
you thirft for whole Flagons of Scarges and Kavidavios and you 
thall be a very ————. 

Sanch. Drunken Cupid. 

Laur. Pray Love be humble and ftoop a little—— 

Sanch. L yield. [Laura hoodminks Sancho with a Scarf. 


Enter Bettris. 


Bett. We have now both place and opportunity for mirth. The 
Ladies are retir’d, Dow Ferdinand’s abroad, the three Strangers are 
feverally difperft, and gone, I think, inthe queft of wandring Love. 

Laur. We have a f{tayd old Cupid here who wears his Quiver in 
his Pocket, full of Tooth-picks inftead of Arrows, in expectation 
of a Featt. 

Bet. What blinded already ? Come then, let’s begin. 

[They put themfelves into feveral Stations and Sancho iz 

Steph. Now we have blinded fo your fight (the middle. 

That ev'n at Noon the Rays of light 
Are loft as if your eyes were out. 

We'll turn you once and twice about. 
About, about; about again; 

Twice for the Maids, once for the men. 

Bet. Here ftandsa Maid, and there a Man. 

Omnes.We all are near; catch whom you can. 

Steph. We clos'd your eyes left you fhould fees 

And fo your Ears hall ufelefs be. 
For now, as in the calm of fleep, 
All thall commanded filence keep 5 
Left any Man or any Maid, 

Be by diftinguifht voice betray’d. 

Bet. _ Here {tands a Maid and there a Man. 

Omnes, We'll all {tart fair. Catch whom you can. 

[They Dance, in which the men kick Sancho by turns, and 

Che at feveral times fays the following words. 

That’s a Man 

That’s no Maid—— 

sanch. S That's a Horfe 
Courage brave Bum 


[The Dance being ended 2 Bell rings. 
Bet. My Lady rings. She wants me. Let’s away. 
Sanch. Where’s Collation > He pulls down his scarf. 
Laur. Signior Sancho, I took thelye from you, and now you mutt 
accept of one from me. I promift you a Collation, but there is none. 
You muft e’en faft and pray for better manners. 
~Bet. We did this to fave you a labour: for when no €rums can 
fall upon your Beard you need not bruth it. 
sanch. I could eat—— 
Laur. What > 
sanch. Thee. [Exeunt Sancho one way, and the ref? at 
the other Door. 


Enter 
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Enter Don John. 


D.Jobn. | hear em coming. I'll leave the door open. take away 
the Key, and conceal my felf in the Alcove. E AW ay 


Enter Jodlet, Don Lewis. 


jod. Now where’s the evil Spiritmy Mafter? Hah! vanitht! he’s 
gone, quite gone! This Don Lewis is as famous as Cain for matters 
of killing, and, which is worfe tome than no help, he fhuts the door 
Well, fincei’m pent in would I were but as valiant as an imprifon'd 
Cat, that might flye at hisface “Tis very inconvenient to be a man 
without manhood, O that Traitor, my Matter ! . 

Peas Now, Sir, we are inclos’d, and may fight without inter- 
ruption. 

Jod afide. I would he were hane’d that is not here to part us. 

, ee You mutter, Sir, you may exprefS your anger with your 
Ww . 

jod. Whol, Sir? I {corn to mutter any thing again{t any man who 
will give me any reafonable {atisfaction. 

D.Lewis. I was bravely invited and am ready to do youreafon. 

Jod. Sir, | fhall always report you are not only a very reafonable 
man, but are alfo willing to confider—— 

D.Lewis What mean you by confider ? 

Jod. That's well afkt, Sir, and Iam apt toanfwer your queftions 
if you will fpend a little time in difcourfe. i 

D.Lewis. [s this a time to be {pent in words? 

Jod. Nay, Sir, Zfee you are hat! y, but, perhaps, [may have pati- 
ence to hear you out. 

D.Lewis. To hear me out? Do you take me fora Talker whenI 
come to be in action? 

Jod. afide. This ’tis to meet with brute Beafts that are not capable 
of difcourfe. I’m quite forfaken. My Matter has, certainly, no kind 
of confcience 

D.Lewis. What the Devil do you feek? 

[Jodlet looks np and clown. 
teens Two things, which Zfear 7fhall not find, my valour and 
my Matter. 
D Leis, This isa myftery ! {till you are muttering, but what look 
ou for ? 
‘ Jod. I hope you are alone. 

D. Lewis. How, Sir, do you bring me hither to afk that? 

Jod. Lord youare focholerick that one cannot {peak to you: may 
not a man afk a queftion for your good? 

D.Lewis. I have attended to fee your {word out; and Honour 
taught me that patience: but now I'll tru{t you with no more time---s 

[He draws. 

Fod. Blefs me! what a long {pit he draws? I have been araw fel- 
low at fighting, and now am like to be roafted. 

D.Lewis. Come, Sir. Are you ready ? for Z {corn to take advan- 
tage. 

“rod. In troth Z fee you are a man of honour, and Z could find in 


my heart to confider a while how Zmay requite your courtefie. 
D.Lewis. 
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D.Lewis. Courtefie? J difdain to receive it from you. Prepare 
your felf-———— 

Jod. Stay, ftay a little, Sir! 

Let me advife you as a Friend to lay afide your paflion when you 
fight, for in good faith you are too hafty. 

D.Lewis. Is this behaviour equa! to your former heat? Methinks 
you grow cold. Your courage is an Ague, for it comes in fits) But Z 
fhall cure it. 

Jod. afide. Heav'n 7 thank thee heartily! for 7 fpye my Matter. 
Ah, Sir! come out! do you want courage ? 

[Speaks foftly to Don John behind hin. 

D. John. Retire as thou art fighting that thou may{t amufe him. 

D.Lewis. Quick, Sir, draw; for Z have told you that 7 {corn to 
take advantage. 

Jod. Nay an’ you grow fo angry, Sir, then Z fay again, ftay! for 
Tf{corn all advantages as much as you do. — [He takes up the Candle. 

D.Lewis. If youhave any odds J canzat fee't. 

Jod. Lord! how your paffion blinds you? do you think I’m fo 
bafe as to fight with Rapier and Candle againft Gngle Rapier. 

D.Lewis. Lay down the light then. 

Jod. Honour isa fool in the field when it wants {tratagem. 

D.Lewis. I think he’s mads for {ti]] he mutters and looks back. 
Dox John, Ifufpect the temper of your brain, as muchas 7 dcu'st the 
courage of your heart; you feem to havea great quantity of the 
Coward, but more of the Fool. 

Jod. Not fo much of the Fool as you fuppofe, Sir 

(He puts out the Candle. 

Hees What art thou all Coward, and cover'ft thy felf in dark- 
nels > 

jod. Did not you kill my Brother in the dark ? 

D.Lewis. If that will more incenfe thee, know, J did. 

Fod. afide. Then try your Cats eyes once again. [He retires. 

D. Lewis. Say you fo, Sir? 

Jod. afide. The Devil's in the Dice if you throw twice in and in, 
without any light. 

D. Lewis. Where are you, Sir? 

Jod. afide. What a fool were if Zfhould tell him ? 

D. Lewis. You are bafhful,and would not have your courage feen. 

Jod. afide. I'm alittle valiant when J fpy no naked Weapon. 

Now good fpeed to one pufh at hazard--- ( He feeps afide, thrufts at 
Tthink that toucht fomething. Zhope I \great diftance at firft,and 
have not run my Sword through one of the ‘Vat laf? hits D.Lewis,thex 
Cafars eyes in the Hanging retires to the Alcove. 

D.Lewis. The wretch has drawn my bloud. 7feel it, for it wets 
my hand. But now by this, more than before, he does deferve to 
be my Enemy. 

D.Ferd. withix. I'm certain that’s my Nephews voice. If Zcan 
feel no Key in the Lock, then mine will give me entrance. 

D.John. Go forth from the Alcove or I'll ftrangle thee. 

[D.Ferd. opens the door,,and enters with a light. 

D.Ferd. Hah! what's the bufinefs here my Friends? 

[Jod. fteps out of the Alcove. 
[D.Ferd. lays hold on D.Lewis. 

Jod. I'm taking fatisfaction for my injuries. 

D. Lewis. 
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D. Lewis. I have loft bloud, and will be ftraight reveng’d. 

D.Ferd. Is’t by Stoccado, or Stramafon > 

Jod. A thoufand Satans take all good luck. I 
for having the honour to give the fn wound. ey 

D.Ferd. Let me fee, Nephew? your hand is hurt. 

D. Lewis. a but a flight prick. 

od. Would I had two in my right hand that I mi - 
sate to let my {word fall. oe ee nce 

D.Ferd. Now my dear friends, fight freely! I come not here to 
make peace. The one (who fuffers by a deep and double injury) is 
by promife to be my Son-in-law. The other is my Nephew, who mutt 
be {atisfy’d for lofs of bloud. I'll look on each with the fame eyes 
which in my youth did love to fee the exercife of honour. Fight 
reopen: bravely 5 but firft let me place the light conveniently for 

oth. 

D.Lewis. Your counfel will be quickly follow’d,Sir,by men who 
know your courage. 

Jod. Rare counfel indeed, which exhorts us to a Duel. This 
old man isheartily wicked, and may be held the very Father of the 
Hectors. 

D.Lewis. My anger makes me infolent and cruel. And that I now 
may dare youto domore than you durft dotill darknefs hid your fear, 
know, I’ve deceiv'd your Sifter, and have kill'd your Brother. 


a 
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D.John exters from the Alcove. 


D.John. Sincelam thus confirm’d, Honour has leave of confcience 
to be bloudy in revenge—— Stay, Sir! 

Jod. afide. O are you come? in true Tragedies let every man act 
his own part. 

D.Fobn. You do not know Dox Johz, behold him here. You did 
deceive my Sifter, and have kill’d my Brother; and are now, againft 
your felf, th’audacious witnefs of fuch double wickednefs as Jultice 
cannot hear but with a double fence of anger and of fhame. I witb 
you had more than a fingle life to anfwer both. 

D.Ferd- But is the Man become the Matter ? 

D.Lewis. Make hafte to let me know, which of the two is more 
worthy than the other to be my Enemy: which is Don John ? 

D.john. That name 1s mine. 

D. Lewis. Then what is he? 

od. I'm no Dow John, I daXeaffure you, Sirs but yet am fo well 
bred, that I can give way to my Betters in all quarrels. 

D. john. Under a Servant name I have indur'd my injuries whilft 
I had got no more thana fufpicion of th’offenders perfon to authorife 
my revenge; but fince you proudly have declar’d you did thofe in- 
juries, you cannot think that I fhould longer bearthem. My Brothers 
blood incites me to revenge. 

D.Lewis. The cry of blood may ceafe when the revenge of it is 
near. 

D. John. Know my revenge ts heighten’d by that black difhonour 
which has ftain’d my Sifters beauty, to whom you have iguobly 
fhewn a want of {uch compaffion as does ufe t'accompany true cou- 
rage. 

Pine Are you the true Dow John, renown'd for valour, and 
yet 
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yet ftrive, with foftning pity, to allay that courage againft which 
your honour does conteft? 

D.Fohu. You ought to think my vengeance for my Brothers death 
allows not words to refpite deeds: but, by degrees, [am proceeding 
tothe reafon of this fhort delay. 

D.Lewis. This is fuch a temper as T never knew. 

D.John. That | may make my Sifter feel my juftice more than 
cruelty, let me be now oblig’d even by an Enemy, with fo much 
truth as men of noble Race can never want. 

D.Lewis. What would you afk? 

D.Jobn. Whether your many vows (broken as faft as {worn} did 
not feduce my Sifter from her Father’s houfe to feek you in difguife ? 
and whether tn thofe vows you did not make a facred contract of 
immediate marriage ? 

D.Ferd. This Son-in-law is as prudent as he is valiant; thoughI 
did pronounce the other Son-in-law a Coxcomb. 

Jod. That’s f. But patience, for I’ve already fhed bloud enough. 

D.Lewis. Though when our (words are drawn ‘tis then no feafon 
for confeffion, yet, ina juftcompaffion, for her fake, I will declare 
a blufhing truth. Your Sifter owes her afilictionto my repeated vows 
of Marriage. 

D.Ferd. I fwear--- by the honour of all Muftachios, and of all the 
Beards in Spaiv, my Nephew isa Traitor. 

od. Blefsme! whata horrid Oath wasthat? no choler fhall tran- 
{port me to {wear by more Beards than my own. 

D.Ferd. Had{t thou a heart fo cruel as to o'recome a virgin by thy 
vows, and then forfake her for her faith? Son-in-law, I’m wholly 
now of your fide, and will renounce my bloud in him; who does 
deferve to have it fhed not by a fingle hand of honour, but by con- 
federacy of common force. 

od. Now for the French mode of fighting! {£D.Ferdinand goes 
I fear [ fhall, by atrick of honour, be madea to D.John’s fide. 
Second tothe wrong fide. 7 

D.Lewis. Stay, Uncle! hall the vertue of confeffion make you my 
Enemy ! 

D.Ferd. Yes, where Divines are not the Duellifts 

D.John. Hold, Dox Ferdinand. My honour will not fuffer me to 
fhare in fuch advantages. 

D.Lewis. That's fpoken like a true Dox Fobn. 

D.Ferd. Then I alone will fight with him. ———_— 

D. John. My honour will lefs yield, that you, Sir, fhould deprive 
me of my Enemy, Sir, I befeech you, hold! 

D.Ferd. Then take him to your felf; though fuch who Traitors 
are to Virgins deferve their punifhment from every hand. 

D.Jobn to D.Lewis. I have another queftion now, to which a ci- 
vil Foe will give reply; and ’tis to cure my greateft pain, my jea- 
Joufie; fo great a torment as I could not wifh to my moft fatal Ene- 
my, mo, not to you. 

D.Lewis. Sir, now you teach me to be civil. Proceed to tell me 
your difeafe if you will haften to the remedy. 

D.John. Know, Lam jealous. 

D.Lewis. Of whom. 

D. John. Of you. 

D.Lewis. Of me. 


D. Fobn. 
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D. John. 1 {aw you leap from the Balcony of this Houfe. 

D. Lewis. Did you fee it? 

D. Fohz. Yes, I {aw it, and fince that, found you conceal’d in 
Ifzbella’s Chamber. 

D. Ferd. afide. Hah! CanT have patience to hear more ? 

D. Lewis. If Lin this thall add confeffion to what I {poke before, 
you cannot think ‘tis from th’ effect of fear, for honour does oblige 
me to’t. If I have been your Rival then my love did wrong your Si- 
fter rather than injure you, becaufe [ did not know Dow John: and 
Honour now does join with Truthto make me call on Heav’nto at- 
fift me when I J/abell2 vindicate; who with difdain refufed all love 
but what her Father fhould prefer. 

D. Ferd. afide. That is fome motive for my patience. 

D. Lewis. { further muft declare that Bettris, to promote th’ ad- 
drefs I made for Marriage, did, unknown to her Lady, hide me then 
inthe Balcony, and after that conceal’d mein her Lady’s Chamber 3 
for which fhe was in hazard of her fervice. 

D. Ferd. afide. [remember my Daughter would have difmift her 
fervice; which gives my patience another comfort. 

D. John. All my difeafe of jealoufie ends here, and I'll continue 
ftill to be a civil Enemy, for I will thank you for my cure. 

But now 

D. Ferd. Stay, {tay Dox John! The next Demand belongs to me. 
Why did you make your vifit here ina difguife? 

D. John. Sir, it is fit you fhould be fatisfy’d. I chang’d my habie 
when I faw him {cape from the Balcony, fuppofing in another fhape 
my jealoufie might fooner be inform’d. 

D. Ferd. | hearenough. My honour now makes me forfake your 
caufe, and leads me to the other fide. You are my Enemy. 

[He goes to the ide of D. Lewis. 

D. john. *Tis my misfortune then, and not my choice. 

D. Ferd. You came into my Houfe not asa Lover but a Spy 5 and 
with a {tratagem (coorfe,and below my dignity) advanc’d your man 
towoomy Daughter. Prepare your felf for my revenge— 

D. Lewis. Pray hold, Sir! hold! you punifh me too much in taking 
from my Sword that Enemy who firft made me his choice. 

D. Fohn. Don Ferdinand, you never can fo much provoke me as 
to raife my anger ’gainft the Father of the Miftrefs whom I love. 

D. Ferd. You lov’d with too much infolence, and doubtfully, 
when you defign’d your Manto court her in your fhape. 

D. John. Imay, without difhonour, crave for that your pardon = 
and when you (hall refent my change of fhape, you then forget 
Love’s ancient Hiftories; for my difguife is not the firft that love has 
worn. But I conjure you by my Fathers friendfhip, to forgive the 
foolifh Arts of Jealoufie. 

D. Ferd. Well, for his fake, I am appeas’d, and bury your of- 
fence; but ’tison this condition that Z may now reftrain your Com- 
bat till I treat with each for both. 

D.Johu. To this I yield. 

D.Lewis. To thew that you have taught me temper I confent by 
your example. , oe 

Jod. My Mafter taught Dox Lewis difcretion and I taught it him. 
Twas ever faid of Don ‘Jodelet, that he did much incline to 
peace. 


o79 


D.Ferd. 
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D.Ferd. You, by your Sword, Don John, have leifure to receive 
Such fatisfaction as your honour does require 
For all my Nephews broken faith, which now 
Affliéts your Sifter, but he can never bring her back to her fair Fame 
Unlefs he marry her; and I prefume I need not now per{wade 
What Juftice and Religion does enjoin. 

D.Lewis to D. Joka. 1 doubly am prepar’d. Firft, I will meet your 
Sifter inthe Temple to perform my former vows; and then I will re- 
turn and meet you here, or in the Field, to pay the debt I owe you 
for your Brothers blood. 

D. Ferd. D.Jobz, none yet did ever celebrate the facred Rites 
of Hymex witha Tragedy; and I’m oblig’d totell you that my Ne- 
phew often has lamented your unhappy Brothers death, who in the 
dark was wounded by miftake, and I have heard my Nephew vow 
that he did ever wear your Brother in his bofom as his deareft friend. 

D. Lewis. This truth which you affirm does more, perhaps, be- 
come your tongue than mine whilft I continue in this pofture gainft 
an Enemy. 

D. john. The feafon now is fit to tell, why I have here 
Made fome delay of my revenge. My Brother is alive. 

D.Lewis. Alive? Heaven is propitious in this wonder. 

D.Ferd. I am alike furpris'd with wonder and with joy. 

D. John. Much blood my Brother loft by that unlucky wound 
you gave him, which fome hours depriv’d him of the chiefeft figns 
of life; but, being to a Surgeons houfe remov’d, he was by his great 
Art, ina few days, made hopeful of his Cure. I did conceal the 
good fuccefs even from my Servants, and in Afadrid divulg’d that he 
was dead. 

D. Ferd. What could you mean by making that report > 

D. John. 1 thought, Don Lewis, that the rumour of his death 
would make it harder for you to efcape the rig’rous Law in order 
to my Sifters injuries, who then forfook my Father’s Houfe in your 
purfuit. 

D. Ferd. My dear Dow John, {ince you perceive your Brother on- 
ly wounded by miftake, andthat wound cur’d: Don Lewis and your 
Sifter ready to be join’d by Hyen’s hand, and [I prepar’d to make 
my Jfabella yours; let me beholda knot of Friendfhip ty’d between 
two Enemies. Come both, and chearfully embrace. 

D. Johz. Don Lewis, all offences paft fhall vanith like the dreams 
of infancy. 

D.Lewis. And all that wehereafter to each ¢D. John and 
other do, fhall laft like the examplar deeds of 7D. Lewis embrace. 
men renownd. 

Jod. Peace is proclaim'd. I'll reft contented with honour gotten in 
the dark, and heath my Sword as Gamefters put up falfe Dice, to 
hide ’em after they have won money. 


Enter \fabella, Bettris. 


D. Ferd. Come Iabella, you fhall now, and with your own con- 
fent, De given to Don John. 

fab. With my confent? Are there fuch Miracles when Lucilla 
fays all faith islofts or elfe at leaft, that men have none. 

D, Ferd. Behold the true Dow John. 


Yuh. 
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Iftb to Ferd. Though Um not worthy of your favour, Sir 
Yet ufe me not with {corn. 


D. Ferd. You may perceive my joy, and cannot think it counter- 
feit. 
You fhall know more before [ lead you to the Prieft. 

Ifab. Thisisa miracle which I am willing to believe, 

D. Ferd. Give me your hand, which muft be mine no more, for 
it is now your Nuptial Pledge. ~ 

D. John. Gtve me your pardon, Madam, e’re I take your hand, 
Pardon the caufé for which [ did aflume 
My Servant’s fhape; but I am now the true Don John. 

Ifeb. aide. Prophetick Love! thou taught’ft me to believe it e’re 
he faid it. 

D. Ferd. Bettrzs, I will not chide younow. This day permits no 
anger. 

Bet. Indeed [ ever thought this was the true Dow John. 

Though, in the dark, | twice miftook another for him: 
Which made me hide Dow Lewis; firft in the Balcony, 
Then in my Ladies Chamber. 

D Ferd Go, go, make hafte; and call the Lady Lweilla. 

[ Exit Bettris. 

Jod. Truly fhe was miftaken, Sir. Her eyes are much decay’d with 
watching late to prevent th’ unlucky meeting of Lovers. 

D. Jobx. Come, Sifter, you thall weep nomore. -Exter Lucilla 
Doz Lewis is your beft Phyfician and can cure your } and Bettris. 
grief. Heismy Prefent to you; take him, and forgive him. 

D. Lewis. Can you forgive me, Madam? The Prieit will do it 
when he joins our hands. ; 

Luc. He is ordain’d to be th’ example {till of what 
We are to do; and [ hall quickly follow it. 

This is a fudden changes; [ will not now examine how it comes, nor 
chide you when you tell it me. 

Jod. Bettris, you havea great mind to take my hand too. 

Bet. Troth you muft wafhitfirtt: for when your Gloves were off 
I {till fufpected that you were no more than an uncertain Don, called 
Fodelet. 

D. Lewis. Don Jodelet, [have a {mal] mark of your favour, which 
I] wear on my right hand: byt [ intend not to requite it till you are 
Don ‘John again. 

Fod. Sir, you may defer your requital as long as you pleafe, you 
know I’m one of thofe who {cornto be too hafty in calling for fatis- 
faction when menare any thing willing to give it. 

D. Ferd. The Clouds which hover’d o’re my Roof to day 
Are all difpell’d. Make me your guide. I'll lead 
You firlt to Church, and then prepare for Featts. 


Enter Laura, Sancho, Stephano. 


Laur. Why fhould we ftay lift'ning here any longer? We have 
heard em talk of {trange changes, and of wonders more fortunate 
than we could with. 

Steph. Don Ferdinand {poke of Fea{ts: we cannot have a better 
Cue for our entrance, We may fafely f{tep in, Signior Sancho. 

sanch. We may. 

D. Ferd. 
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D. Ferd. Come happy Lovers, follow me. 
Fod. Pray {tay a while. For matters may not pafs 
So {moothly as you think. Madam, you have 
OF mine a little Pi€ture which you pleafe 
To pin upon the Curtain of your Bed : 
You keep the Piture, yet are well content 
To lofe th’ Criginal. That’s fine 1'faith, 
Sweet Lady! but ‘twill not do. Reftore 
It to me or be fure you never walk 
Abroad alone after the Sun 1s fet. 
Don Jodelet is fach a furious Spark 
As will have fatisfaGion in the dark. (Exeunt Omnes. 


The EPILOGUE. 
In a Ballad, fung by two. 


I. 
Adies who fine as Fi pence are, 
Tou Men with bright Rofe-noble Hair, 
Both all and fome, for we now except none 
0 thruft out your Ears and lift to our moan. 
Attend and eke hearken out of pure pity 
To tydings doleful yea in a fad ditty. 
The Players grow poor and down they muft fall, 
Though fome fay they get the Devil and all. 
Alack, and alas! our hearts are een broken: 
But becanfe in all Plays 
Tou fiill look for new ways, 
We mean now to (ing what ought to be /poken. 
2 


Since now thofe Poets get the Vogue 
Who fiill, with a bold Epilogue, 
Dare rattle spectators and cry ’ene down, 
As you do their Plays, we'll tell you your own. 
Firf2, loving kind friends, who come from the City, 
You never think any Play can be witty, 
But that in which Courtiers are fhrewdly jeer'd. 
Out on it, and fie! was e’re the like heard? 
Why would you have us to bob and to gibe ’em, 
When the Wifer complain 
That in private, for gain, 
You are the wen who endeavour to bribe ’em. 


ey 
Some Gallants, though namelefi, come bere 
Expecting our Poets fhould jeer 
The City for Cuftards and for the show 
When Pageants through rain do pafs to and fro. 
Thofe very old frumps, perhaps, would be pretty; 
But, Gallants, we have not the duluefs to fit ye. 
They 
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Upon the fad Notes of many fhop-books 
Will think that the Cits have feldow undone ye. 
Rather you, ev'ry year, 
Spoil their Shows and their Chear, 
For they mant your Wit, and you have their Adoney. 
ee 
Now up wi’ Boots, and have at all! 
Ev'n yor whow we Town-Gallants calls 
Pho with your round Feathers make a great fhows 
Ve mean youn did mear fuch three years agoe 5 
Come then, and ftand fair, that now we way bit ze, 
Becaufe ev'n like Turks without any pity, 
You vilit our Plays, and merit the stocks 
For paying Half-Crowns of Brafi to our Box. 
Nay, often you fwear, when places are fhewn ye, 
That your hearing is thick, 
And fo, by a Love-trick , 
You pafs through our Scenes up to the Balcony. 


ee 
And fome (a duce take’em!) pretend 
They come but to [peak with a friend 5 
Then wickedly rob us of a whole Play 
By ftealing five times an AG in a day. 
O little England! fpeak, is it not pity, 
That Gallants ev'n here, and in thy chief City, 
Should under great Peruques have heads fo fmall, 
As they muft fteal wit, or have none at all? 
Others are bolder, and never cry, fhall I? 
For they make our Guards quail, 
And twixt Curtain and Rail, 
Oft combing their hair, they walk in Fop- Ally. 
6. 


Gallants relent and che repent, 
For your fo foul, nay, bad intent 
Of paying us Brafs inftead of true Coyns 
And, for amends we only enjoyn, 
That ev'ry Man, to declare confcience in ye, 
Shall whifper a Friend, and borrow a Guinny 5 
Which in our Box you may carelefly throw, 
And pay him who lends it to morrow to mow. 
And now to conclude, tis fit to acquaint ye 
That though this Epilogue 
Does not flatter and cog 
Tet a new Ballad may pafs for a dainty. 


FINIS. 
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Platonick Lovers. 


A 


TRAGLC OMEDY. 


PROLOGUE. 


IS worth my fmiles, to think, what in-| From that which nought or little fignifies- 

J fered ways, Well, I (your Servant ) who have labour’d here 
4 shifts each Poet hath to help his Plays. | In Buskins, and in Socks, this thirty year, 
* urs now believes, the Title needs muft caufe |Ith’ truth of my experience, could not chufe 
From the indulgent Court, a kind applanfe, But fay, thefe foifts would not fecure his Mufe : 
Since there be learnt it firft, and had command \Then ftraight prefented to bis willing fear, 
T interpret what he {carce doth underftand. | How you are grown of late, harfh, and feveres 
And then (forfooth) he fays,becaufe "tis new | (Excufe me that I’m bold to {peak my mind 
"Twill take, and be admir'd too, by a few: Teh? dark, of what fo publickly I find. ) 
But all thefe eafie hopes, I'd like to have marr’d, | But thishath made him mourns Ive left him 


With witnefing bis Title was fo hard, now 
Bove half our City audience would be loft, With’ s limber Hat, refhadowing his Brow, 
That knew not bow to fpell it on the Poft. His Cloak caft thus— to binder from bis ear, 


Nay, be wus told, fome Criticks lately fpent |The feorns and cenfures he may fhortly bear: 
Their Learning to find out it nothing meant: | Such as (hall teach, defpair, lead him the way, 
They will expe but little (he replies) Unto a Grove of Cyprefs, not of Bay. 


The Perfons of the Play. 


Theander, A young Duke, lately a General. 
Phylomont, A young Duke that borders by him, 
Sciolto, An old Lord, friend to Theander. 
Fredeline, Creature to Theander. 

Caftraganio, Creature to Fredeline. 

Gridonel, A young Souldier, Son to sciolto. 
Buonatefte, A generous Artift. 

Seat Attendants on Theander. 

Eurithea, Mrs. to Theander, Sifter to Phylomont. 
Ariola, Mrs. to Phylomont, Sifter to Theander. 
Anadine, Woman to Exrithea, Silter to Caftraganio. 


Attendants, &c. 
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SCENE I. 


Enter Sciolto, Arnoldo, Jafpero, Attendants, 


Sciolto. 


Hat hoe ? Arnoldo, afpero £ 
\ \ Difpatch, nen 
You move like great fat Burgers 
That had newly din’d, 
Criples would ftir more nimby 
Toa whipping? Are all things prepar’d ? 

Arn. My Lord, there’s time enough, the 
Duke will not be here till night. 

Scio. From whence pray that intelligence, 
From the Gazet, brought hither by a Male 
from Paris, Sit. 

Arn. Your Lordfhip receives yours 
(ithink) ina little Letter ty’d to a Tartarian 
arrow. 

Fafp. Or’bout the neck of a Barbary Pid- 
geon, we know he’ll not be here till night. 

Scio. You know? your knowledge (Sir) 
will fcarce prefer a Clerk, to dine upon the 
ear of a Tyth Pig: death! my good ferving- 
gentleman, did not I leave him a League off, 
and with himtoo, Duke Phylomonte , their 
train enough to famifh our whole Sicily, 
were not Nature bounteous to usin our good 
Corn? 

Arn. Hath fprightly “Phylomont encoun- 
ter’'d with our Duke Thbeander by the way 
too? 

Scio. Light! your bufinefs is to ask que- 
ftions Sir? a Court examiner? are all provi- 
fions made of Furniture and Meat ? 

Fafp. All, all, my Lord. 

Scio. The inner room’s new hung, and 
th’garden Gallery adorn’d with Titian’s pi- 
&tures, and thofe ftories of Tintaret, aft 
brought from Rome ? 

Arn. Yes, Sit, the Cupboards crack with 
ftudded Plate & Chryftal vials thick enough 
t’endure a hammer, Sir. 

Fafp- Our Kitchings {moke fo, that the 
fteam blown o’re a Town befieg’d, would 
cure the Famine in’t? 

Arn. The Cellar’s too fo fill’d that they 
would make a Danifh Army drunk, 

Scio. Arnoldo? Rogue? with good pure 
Muskaden of Creet,’m old, and mutt be nou- 
rifhed with my morning Sop, like Matrons 
that want teeth. 

arn. Your Lordthip fhall not fail to have 
it {pic’d. 

af. And when tis noon, your Mala- 
mucko Mellon of an Amber fcent, ferv’d in a 
Grotto, Sir, to cool your Lordthips withes, 
not your bloods for that we guefs, hath not 


this many years been Feverith towards wo- 
mene 

Scio. A merry Knave 3 
Go good boys both: call all the Waiters, and 
the Grooms, t’attend upon their feveral 
charge, the Dukes will inftantly arrive, our 
brave Theander fent me for difpatch before, 
to take command of the whole houfe, look 
'too’t; I fhall be bounteous, but fevere. 

Arn. My Lord, we love your government 
and will make hafte [Ex.Jafpero, Arnoldo. 


Enter Frediline, Caftraganio. 


Fred. Walk our horfes near the Park gate 
until a gen’ral care bz: given for all the 
Troop. 

Within. ¥ thall, Sir. 

Fred. My Lord Sciolto, your good Horfe. 
manfhip hath put us to fome trouble to o’re- 
take you: Let me prefer this Gentleman un- 
to your knowledge, he will deferve them 
both. 

Scio. I thank you for him Signior, Frede- 
line, no friendfhip of your choice can deferve 
\lefs: How is he call’d ? 

Fred. Caftraganio, tis he, whom with 
your kind confent I would prefer to our 
Dukes chamber: and the Brother to the wit- 
ity Amadine, whom late plac’d chief woman 
to Exrithes our grand Matters Mifirefs. 

Seio. Signior give me your hand, I love 
'not Courtfhip, but I will promife to befriend 
you, and perform it too. 

Caftr. Your Lordfhip hath juft power o’re 
my belief: 

Fred. He’s lately pofted from Vienna, Sir, 
And can prefent you with a Letter 

[Caftr gives Sciolto a Letter. 

Scio. I hope trom the noble Colonel my 
Sons Governour. 

Caftr. His name, Sir, is fubfcrib’d to it, and 
firaight you will behold your Son, the fcitu- 
ation of this houfe hath but a while employed 
his eyes without. 

Scio. Fredoline, the boy comes as I were 
Mafter o’re my wifh, ’tis now full thirteen 
years fince (firft of tender growth) I fent 
him to the Camp, this Letter, Sir, my better 
leifure fhall furvey. But pray how is he bred ? 
my peevith humour gave gavea firange dire- 
&ion to his Governour, that he fhould never 
learn to write nor read, nor never {ee a wo- 
man. 

Caftr. My Lord, you are obeyed in rae 

e 


386 


He isa good Souldier, and by his learning 
will {ooner confute the Foe, than a Philofo- 
pher. As for Women, they’re things he ne’r 
heard nam’d; nor can the Camp prefcnt him 
any, but coorfe Sutlers Wives, creatures of fo 
much dirt, that fhovel’d well together, they 
will {erve to make a Trench e’re they are 
dead, mor: fit co heave the ftomach, than to 
ftir the blood. 

Scis. Such I dare allow him. 

Fred. Yet with the freedom of your Lord- 
fhips leave, thefe are but homely Principles to 
give for education of a Son and Heir! not 
write nor read, norfee a woman! 

Scio. I will endure the hazard of a new 
experiment, and try how Nature will incline 
him; learning (I find) doth make men faw- 
cy with their Maker,and falfe unto themfelves, 
and Women makes us all fools. 


Enter Gridonel. 


Cafir. Here comes your Son. Practife 
your reverence, Sir, there ftands your Fa- 
ther, 

Grid. Well, which is he? 

[Stands (till, gazing about. 

Caftr. There, Sir, with the gray beard. 

Grid. A comely old fellow, by this hand, 
Sir, I am glad to fee you with all my heart! 

Scio. If you ftand upon thefe points, Sir, 
fo am I to fee you! 

Caftr. Go ask bleffing. 

Grid. Does the old man look fox’t ? 

Scis. Not Tintroth, for though the cuftom 
be devout enough, it fhows methinks too 
like a complement. 

Grid. You are in the right, Sir, and I hate 
complement as much as you. 


Fred. My Lord, his Governour hath fol-| bear back! 


low’d your dire@ions to the fhadow of a hair, 
He’s rarely bred to make a Favourite in the 
French Court. 

Scio. Go pick your ears, good Signior, if 
you like it not, tis mufick unto mines but 
Son, how e’re thefe manners are not much in 
ufe, you can be dutiful ? 

Grid. Sir, I am taught, my Father is my 
officer, I muft pertorm my duties, and obey 
him; befides, I love you more than a good 
Sword. 

Scio. Why; I thank you, Sirs there is no 
love loft. 

Fred. For me, excelent courtfhip! juft 
like the parley *twixt Mounfier Habbynol, and 
Colonel Clowt. 

Grid. I pray a word? I’m told I fhould 
expect certain duties from you too. 

Scio. May’t pleafe you, Son, I fhall be glad 
to learn. 

Grid. You muft allow me ftill new choife 
of Armour, br..ve Hore forfervice, and high 
pric’d Ginnets to curvet i’th’ ftreets, and rich 


cloaths, 
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Scio. Heaven forbid elf{c. 

Grid. Jewels and Money too, 

Scio. O Son I hall know my duty. 

Grid. And when the time confpires with 
my neceflities to call you to’t, You muft make 
hafte and dye. — 

Fred. My Lord, how like youthat? This 
breedings right: nor is it altogether new, or 
ftrange. 

Scio. Yd rather ever find it on his tongue, 
than once belicve it in his heart: a rough 
boy; I mutt keep him ftill from the fight of 
the Ladies, it will continue him in’s Inno- 
cence; hold, Sir, this Key will lead you 
through theTarras that o’relooks the Orchard 
walk, and then you pafs into an Armory, 
{pend there your time a while, and take your 
choice, Iknow the Duke that owns it, will 
make good my gift: will you walk, Sir?— 

Grid. I pray, Sir, lead the way. 

Scio. Nay, Ibefeech you, Sir.—_— 

Grid. I know ’tis hit, I give place to my 
Elders. 

Scio. But I have bufinefs here,do you think 
Son, I'd be fo much uncivil elfe, as not to 
wait upon you? 

Grid. Well, take your courfe, I love to fee 
good Armour. [ Exit. 

Scio. If can keep him from the Ladies, I 
Am happier than King Priam that had fifty 
Sons, but fure, net one like this 

Flourifh afar off. 

Fred. My Lord, this Feat el i 
Dukes are come Sir, ftand you here, I'll find 
a time foryouraddrefs. [Leads Caltra. afide. 


Enter Theander, Phylomont, Attendants. 


Within. Make way there, hoe! bear back, 
[ Theander embraces and 

(whifpers Phylomont. 

Fred. This is Theander, Sir, whofe prefent 
{way Palmero owes allegiance to, rich inhis 
mind and fame,as in his large extent of Land, 
and to augment his wealth, he comes loaden 
with {poils of frequent victories, though but 
ith’ bloffom of his life, he hath already done 
enough to fill a Hiltory, and is deriv’d from 
th’old Sicilian Kings: hiin Ihave chofen to 
preter you to. 

Caftr. If I could double all my faculties, 
you have obliged them wholly to your ufe. 
What is the other Signior, whom he fees to 
court with fucha fervent fhow? 

Fred. Duke Phylomont, that neighbours 
to his government, and rules the Weltern 
Borders of this Ile: all thuc the rich Magara 
yields, he equals Duke Theander, in the beft 
of his vertues, and his fate; and now brings 
too, though from a Climate more remote, 
the triumphs of a wars but yo it midnight 
howlings heard in Cities tack’d and fir’ {, the 
groans of widow'd wives, and :lauyticer’d 

childrens 
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Childrens fhrieks can pierce the ears of Hea-{love, till I have breath’d it into thine. 


ven, the Learned think, their glorious Ghotts 
will have a dif{mal welcome atter death,how- 
ever in this world ’tis good to follow ’em, 
would not fright your nice and pious mind 
V unprofitable tears. 
Caftr. Kind Signior, doubt me not. 
Theand. Thou breath’tt into me (mighty 


Tjrighteous Vows, and 


Phylom. The like requeft, Theander, to my 
Sifter make, till thine have firlt receiv’d the 
Offrings of my heart--- 

[Eurithea ris cheerfully to imbrace The 

ander, Ariola feems to retreat a little 
at Phylomonts /ilute. 
Caftra. Sir, our Theander and his Miftref$ 


Phylomont_) no other foul but mine: my bet-|meet (methinks) with more alacrity, and 


ter thoughts are moulded in thy breaft, and 
could we grow together thus, our courteous 
hearts would not be neerer, nor yet more en- 
tire; I gratulate thy Vi¢tories in Spain, thou 
hait undone a Nation with thy noble deeds, 
and taught them how to fight, by {ceing tre- 
quent conquelts on themielves, when brave 
examples come too late to imitate, and they 
are ictt no Land to fight tor, or defend. 

Phyl. Renown’d Theander, what delight 
can wife Hiftorians have to mention me, 
whilft Naples kecps the fenfe, or memory to} 
mourn, thou art the argument of all jutt 
praife? alas, my Bartels will be thought,when 
thine are nam’d, but Village-quarrels that 
poor Herd{men make, to keep their Com- 
mon from their Land-lords fheep. My En- 
figns not deferve to haug as Curtains at thy 
Shrine, when thou fhale lye ador’d, and ftil’d 
the Wars firft Saint, that taught thy Armies 
how to cleanfe, not fack the Cities thou hatt 
wone. 

Theand. No more; be thefe embraces ever 
hearty and renew’d, till time fhall lay us both 
afleep within one Tomb. 

Phylom. 1am no more alive. When thefe 
fhall ceafe,or thou abfenteli thy (clf by death-- 

Theand- Sciolto, wherc’s my Sifter (fair A- 
riola?_) methinks her welcomes are fo flow, 
they {carce commend her love. 

Sciolt. Your Excellence will find fhe’ll 
bring fuch an excufe with her 5 as {oon fhall 
be receiv’d; the Princefs Exrithea whom 
fhe’s gone t’entreat, to honour this Solemni- 
ty with her prefence, they'll inftantly ap- 

ear. 

Theand. That’s joy indeed, the Mafick of 
her name falutes the ear, with founds more 
cheerful and more full of Triumph, than the 
fhouts of Victory ! 

Phylo. As much doth fair Ariola furprize 
My fenfe, with gladne(3, wonder, and with 
love. [ Fred. takes Theander afide. 

Fred. This is the Gentleman to whom 
your Grace Vouchfaf’d to promife entertain- 
ment at my humble fute. 

Theand. He.fhall be well receiv’d: Sir, 
you had skill to know your bufinefs needs 
muft thrive, when you chole Fredeline your 
Advocate. 

Caftra. 1 am the Creature of your Excel- 
lence [ Enter Eurithea, Ariola, 

Theand. Brave Phylomoxt entreat my Si- 
fter to forgive a while the tendring of my 


free confent, than Phylomont and his Ariola; 
the wears him at acaretul diftance from her 
eye. 

Fred. Right, Sir, the firft are Lovers of a 
pure Coeleftial kind, fuch as fome ttile Plato- 
nical: (A new Court Epithete {carce under- 
ltood) But all they woo, Sir, is the Spirit, 
Face, and Heart, therefore their converfation 
is more fafe to Fames the other ftill affect for 
natural ends. 

Caftra. As howI pray ? 

Fred. Why fuch a way as Libertines call 
Luft, but peaceful Polititians, and cold Di- 
vines name Matrimony, Sir; therefore al- 
though their wife intent be good and Jawful, 
yet fince it infers much game and pleature 
ith’ event, in f{ubtle bafhtulnefs, fhe would 
not feem to entertain with too much for- 
wardnels, what the perhaps doth willingly 


expect: Sir, this is but my guefs, and I be- 
{eech it may remain a fecret unto you. 

Caftr. Signior, my lips are feal’d. 

Theand. Odo not ftrive t’afflict thy ten- 
dernefs with unkind thoughts, ’tis not the 
fortune of a day, the Vidtors glory, when 
he toils to humble others pride, that he may 
fwell his own: nor yet to lead a Nation cold 
and naked forth, then bring them home, gay 
and fantaftick in their Silks, {weating in Furs 
Pontifical, as they had fate like civil Judges 
to redrefs thofe men whom for their own re= 
licf they flew, no Eurithea, thefe were not 
the charms that have fo long betray’d me 
from chy fight. 

Eurith. Then I have caufe to fear your 
wearinefs of love, and that would poifon 
my weak faculties witha difeafe, that can ad+ 
mit no eafe to footh my willing hope, nor 
cure, but death. 

Theand. Old Pilots, when benighted, have 
more caule to doubt their Stars direction to 
their Card Or th’ Adamants true friendfhip 
to their Steel, than thou the loyalty of my 
{trong faith. 

Eurith. Three Summers abfent from your 
native Land and me, as many tedious Win- 
ters too, to make up time more forrowtul 
and long; how can you fafhion an excufe 
fo well, as to expect beliet ? 

Theand. Truth wants no power: | went 
in {earch of virtuous tame, to make my {clf 
more fit in noble worth to meet thy love. 

Eunrith. Alas! how are youcertain of my 
modefty, that you fhould give me fuch Bah 
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nual caufe to blufh; I fhould find courage 
fare to chide you for’t, but that Pil minifter 
no caufe to hatten your remove from hence, 
where Ihave hope my prayers and innocence 
fhall keep you long. 

Theand. Elfe I fhould Jofe fuch a felicity, 
as he that hopes for better in the other world 
mutt faft and live feverely to attain’t. 

Phyl. The rugged fathion of the War hath 
dull?’d my underttanding and my fpecch, or 
elfe your ears (Arivla) have lately lolt their 
wonted tendernefs. 

Arion. Sir, you do willingly miftake in 
both ; but ’tis becaufe you know, you have 
as great a priviledge to injure me, as to abufe 
your felfe : 

Phyl. Shall I be heard then when I fpeak, 
and chearfully a little liftned to, that by de- 
grees I might recover my fick hope? 

Ariol. You cannot lofe your virtue, Sir, and 
then I’m fure my courtefic will never fail. to 
promife more, would make me fecm too 
prodigal, of what you cann’t in noblenefs 
receive. 

Phyl. The favour of your hand J may— 

[ Offers to hifs it. 

Ario. That not becomes your dignity— 

Phyl. Indeed my bold ambition rather 
would advance me to the {weetnefs of your 
lip 


Ario. That worfe becometh mince 


himfelf, and all his glorious conquelts have 
atchiev’d, be left without an Heir. 

Sciol. Right, Sir, for I believe thofe Babies 
he and Exrithez do beget by gazing in each 
others eyes can inheiit nothing, 1 mean by 
th’ cuftom here in Sicily, and as for Plato’s 
Love-laws they may entail Lands on Ghofts, 
for ought I know, Junderliand not Greek. 

Caftr. How, Sir, is the inclin’d ? 

Fred. As coldly as himfelf. 

Caftr. Is chere no way to tempt their fimple 
loves to the right ule? 

Fred. My Lord, I have conceiv’d a remedy 
in my own thoughts, ’tis an experiment which 
if your Lordfhips judgment can allow, may 
meet with glad fuccefs. 

Scij. Ym bound to hear’t. 

Fred. There lives within Mefinz (three 
leagues hence) one Buonatche, a Phyfitian, 
and Philofopher, who though his wealth 
not makes him eminent, yet he is rich in pre- 
tious Vellum, and learn’d Manufcripts yel- 
low’d with age, in old disjoynted Globes, 
and crooked Mathematick Inftruments, enow 


to hlla Braziers hop, which with his Maga- 
zine of Coals, and Stills of Glafs, for Chymick 
purpofes is all he hath. 
Scio. A very rich Alderman Philofopher. 
Fred. Believ’t (my Lord) this Kingdom 
will receive more future fame by being ho- 
aoured with his birth, than by our A/chylas, 


Phyl. Forgive me kind Ariola: I thrive}our Diodore, our Gorgias, and Empedocles, 


by chaftifement, and mean to fin no more. 
Theand. Methinks fince yonder building on 


Eaclide, and our Archymedes, who all took 


jhere their knowledge, and their lives. 
the Mount, and that large Marble {quare was| 


Scio. Well, Sir,;whercin contifts our prefent 


turretted, the houfe looks pleafant,and would :benche ? 


tempt us to enjoy the Summer in’ts what fays 
my Phylomont ? fhall we forfake the toyls 0° th’ 
peace that here with triumphs clebrate the 
Camp, and we have purchas’d and deferv’d? 

Phyl. Vm here,Theander, govern’d by your 
Laws, and mutt confent, but they are fuch J 
like. 

Theand. Come Exrithea \et me naften to 
begin my happinefs: lead to the Mirtle 
walk. [ Exeunt all but Fred.Catt-Sciolto. 

Fred. My Lord,make me indebted to your 
ears a while before you go; this Gentleman 
may {afely fhare with us 1th’ privacy. 

Caftr. You do me honour with your truft. 

Fred. How worthy ’tis of grief, a Prince 
{o young endow’d with all the helps, that 


Fred. This man by Art fhall make him 
marry whom he now fo ignorantly Courts. 

Scio. That would incline much near a Mi- 
racle. 

Fred. Reward my care, but with your pa- 
tience, and obferve. TP’m no proteétor of their 
lilly faith, who think (forfooth) that Phyl- 
ters mixt with Hearbs or Min’rals can inforce 
a love, thofe, Sir, are Fables, made to com- 
fort diftreffed Virgins, that want eftates to 
marry cm. 

Scio. How then, Signior ? 

Fred. Y fay my reafon thinks it poffible, 
with long endeavour’d Art (where love is 
hx’d and enterchang’d already) by a free con- 
fent, to heat their bloods into detire, and na- 


Nature, Art, or Fortune necd to make up|tural appetite; And thefe detires they both 
perfe& man, fhould wear away the happictt|may exercife (being married Sir) with leave 
feafon of his ftrength, in tedious meditation |of Cultom and our Laws: You apprehend. 


thus, fevere difcourfes, anda cold furvey of 


beauty that he loves, yet fears to ufe? 


Scio. With little labour, Sir, Give me 
yourhand, and ict me thank you fort; for 


Sciol- Oh Signior! it hath fore’d me weep jas you faid, though Art cannot inforce a mu- 
at midnight for’t, it isa thought too dange- |tual love when it hath found a Lover out, it 
rous for one of’s gray-hair’d triends to bearjcan provoke and warm him to do notzble 


in memory. 


teats. But by what fubtle means is this per- 


Fred. His name (if he continue ignorant |form’d ? 


o’th’ ufe of marriage thus) muft perifh with 


Fred. He hath a-rare Elixir. 


Scids 
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Scio. Well, Sir, you give much reafon, and 
fome hope: but in my greener years I 
thought no Elixir like Powder’d Beef, and 
good round Turnips to’t, if caten heartily, 
and warm. 

Caftr. My Lord, Pm your Ditciple. 

Scio. Nay, 1 have found an humble Bee, 
pickled, can do as much as your Cantarides : 
But who will youimploy unto this Mam of 
Art? Icmutt be fecretly defigu’d. 

Fred. Cafiraganio, you, Sir, thall ftraight 
take horfe; my former truft emboldens me 
to make no fitter choice, this Letter will in- 
finuate our plot, which with five hundred| 
Crowns that Purfe contains, may {peed him 
hither e’re it be night. 

Caftr. My care fhall make me worthy of 
your love. 


Scio. Vil in, and wait the Dakes com- 
mands. [ Exennt Sciolto, Cultra- 


(ganio, frverally. 
Fred. This fellow hath a wondrous Jitéle 


jskull, and fure,but half a foul, cafie and fit co 


knead and manage inall forms, my dark 
contrivements fhall defign; but for my ha- 
m’rous Lord, that his old gouty feet fhould 
ftumble too into my fhares, hath in’t as'much 
of fortune, as of mirth. Down, down, the 
fecret troubles of my breft, I have not long 
to mourn, if all my Arts prove fafe; my 
midnight purpofes are new and ftrange, but 
heavy headed Mules tread in the plain and 
beaten path; The fat dull Porpoyfe {till 
With danger on the open water plays; 

Wife, Serpents creep, in crook’d and hidden 

ways. 


Fred. Farewel, be {wift and profperous. 


{ Exit. 


ACGTOU, SCENE-LT 


Enter Fredeline, Caftraganio. 


IR, he is come, I have divore’d him 
from his Books, and found his eyes 
imployed to reconcile old Hieroglyphicks by 
their fhape , and then t’interpret blind half 
eaten Characters. 
Fred. Hath he confider’d our requeft, and 
gives fome hope we may find remedy in 
be 
ie Withan induftrious and exact fur- 
vey; Butin his mighty Science flights our 
fears, as *twere a thing moft cafie to be done. 
Fred. My joys, dear Sir, will grow too 
great for my difcretion to conceal. 
Caftr. There’s your Money. 
Fred- How! would he not receive’t ? 
Caftr. He fays he likes your nature well, 
that you could freely part with trifles of fuch 


Caftr. 


) 


Caftre This Fredeline’s a very Saint, fo 
meck, and full of courtefie, that he would 
‘lend the Devil his Cloak, and ftand i’th’ rain 
himfelf. Sure Ihave fack’d fome Sybils milk, 
'T could not be thus lucky elfe t’enjoy his love. 


Enier Sciolto. 


Scio. So foon return’d? your hafte fore- 
tels good news. 

Cajtr. All will fucceed, my Lord, I hope, 
asit you had the certain skill to make your 
wifbes profperous 5 he is with Fredeline, and 
they expect your Interview ; but look,-—— 
Here comes my Sifter, and your Son; he ne- 
ver {aw a woman until now; it will be {port 
‘Worthy your ftay, Vobferve how he demeans 


high eftcem , and for that caufe he came, but himfelf. 


will not fell the labours of his mind : Belides, 
profefs’d,thofe gilded Counters are not things 
he loves. , 
Fred. Anoble fellow! Thefe philofophick 
blunt Book-Gallants, have oft their Gentry 
tricks of nice honour, as well as favourites, 
whom Kings make wanton with their fud- 


Scio» She’s oldand poor, he may fafely e- 
nough converfe with her. 


Enter Amadine and Gridonels (he 
gazing at her.) 


Amad. This Gentleman wants money, 


den wealth. Where have you now difpos’d|brains, or fleep, do you know him, Bro- 


him? 
Cafir. Within your Chamber, Six, and he 


ther? 
Cafir. Sweet Amadine, contain thy wit a 


expects your vifitation will be ftraight per-|while: he never {aw a woman, ufe him 


form’d. 
Fred. Lamall {peed, dear Sir; my tongue 


gently. 


Grid. This is a rare fight. One of the 


i : Gallant among ’em, 
i h too little to exprefs my thanks: my |Angelsfure, and a great 
ia Rviends Lord of a life, wear me with|had it but blue wings on the fhoulders, it 
what title your indulgent memory fhall pleafe |cou!d not be of lefs degree than an Angel. 


fo you will wear me long. [ Exit. 


Scio. 1 perceive Natwre inclines men to 
wonder 
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wonder, and makes ’em fomewhat relifh too 
o’th’fool. 
Grid. An Angel of the better fort, fome 


Grid. So fhe would {till fit by and let me 
gaze till my eyes ake. 
Sciclt. Still he’s innocent, one of Plato’s 


Lieutenant Colonel in Heaven (I take’t) it|Lovers. 


cann’t be lefs. 
Scio. Will he not {peak to her? 


Grid. Pray what was he? 
Scio. An odd Greek fellow that could 


Grid. Sure it hath wings, and they are|write and read. 


made, I think, of Cambrick and Bonelace. 
Scio. A pox upon him, he looks as he had 
ftoln a Silver {poon. 


Grid. O belike fome Clark of a Comparty. 
Scio. If he continue’s wonder thus, and 
Ignorance to ev’ry woman that he meets, I 


Grid. If the would fly aloft, methinks I}may intail my Land upon the Poor, he’ll not 


flould fo peep under her. 


be able to beget an Heir, Imuft think upon 


Sciolt. All thefe are documents of nature}{ome courfe. 


fill. 

Grid. Sure thofe I think are Petticoats, I’ve 
heard of fuch a word 5 ’tis a fine kind of 
wearing - my new Colours have juft Tatta- 


Enter Theander. 


Thean. My Lord Scioltv, 1 had thought 


ta enough to fafhion fuch another; would|your white and reverend head had held this 
*twere made, that I might practile how to|feafon fit for fleep; Night takcs her Mantle 


walk in’t. 


up as the would wear it ftraight. What 


Sciolt. Vde beat him, but that the Villain’s|Gentleman is this? 


roughly bred,and perhaps would {trike again. 
Cuff. Speak to him Amadine. 


Scio. Your grace may pleafe to owne him 
for my child. His Mother, Sir, would jutti- 


Amid. Pm mortal, Sir, no Spirit, but a]fie as much, were the alive. 


Maid. Pray fecl me, f am warn. 


Thean. What, Gridonel ? Men fpeak him 


Grid. Indeed forfooth I never felta Maid. Jof a great and daring heart, and skilful how 
Amad. Heaven keep him from Tobacco,|to vex the Foe, though he be young. 


for’s Brains are grown fo loofe in’s head, 
they’ll run through’s Nofe, next time he 
chance to fneezes and dancing too will fhake’ 
em out, it isanexercile (oo violent for that! 
Difeafe. Sir, do youule to dance. 

Grid. What’s that forfooth ? 

Amad. To dance, Sir, is to move your 
Legs, as thus 

Grid. We ule i’? th’? Wars to march and! 


make a halt, and {ometimes we double our 
paces. 


Scio. Faith if theFoe put but an Apron on, 
or get hisCorflet edg’d with Flanders Purl, 
he’ll. do him little hurt. 

Thean. My Lord, they fay you bred him 
to no ufe of Books, he cannot write nor 
read. 

Scio. *Twillkeep him, Sir, from entring 
into Bond. 

Thean. Let us begin acquaintance, Sir, the 
day may come, when you thall lead my En- 
figns forth, and though you bring them fhot 


Amad. Frefh ftraw, and a ftrong Chain,!and ragged home, yet thcy’l be crown’d with 
the Gentleman is mad, look to him, Bro-} Wreaths. 


ther. Exit. 


Nature again with his breeding. 


Grid. Strike up your Drums to night then 


E 
Sciolt. If Vd another Son, Pd hardly truftlif you pleafe; if the Moon be froward, Sir, 


and will not fhine, we’ll fire {mall Towns to 


Grid. She faid fhe wasa Maid: and Ive light us as we march. 


been told a Maid’s a kind of Woman 
Sciolt. She is a Woman, Son. 
Grid. If Women be fuch things, ¥ won- 


Scio. Mafs! Ithank nature for that yet, 
he has good mettle in him. 
Thean. His meaning’s ftraight & fmooth, 


der th’ enemy do never bring their Wives|though’s words be rough. Ilike him well, 
againft our Camp, to give us Battel, {ure we|you mult beftow him on me. 


fhould all yield. 


Scio. Mott gladly, Sir, and let me tell your 


Sciolt. Belike then you have a months|grace, you’ll find him one of the moft exqui- 


mind to her. 


lite Platonick Lovers this day living; he will 


Grid. O Sir, fhe hath the prettieft pinking|{o innocently view and admire a Lady ! 


Eyes; the holes are no bigger than a Pitto} 
Bore. 

Caftra. An excellent Similie for 2 Painter. 
That would draw a good face. 

Grid. Her Fingers are {o fmall, and longer 


Thean. Still fitter for my ufe. Souldier, 
goodnight. [ Exiz. 
Scio. I muftto Fredeline, and the Philofo-. 
pher. [ Exit. 
Caftr. This Woman was my Sifter, Grido- 


than a Drum-ftick; ah, how they’d beftir|yel.. 


themfelves upon a Fife. 
Sciolt. Then you could leave the Wars,and 
live with her ? 


Grid. And did one Father make you both? 

Caft. I, Six,and with a very little pains. 

Grid. My Father’s old and lazy now, if 
he’d 
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he'd take pains he’d foon make fuch another 
too forme, but I fhall fee her, Sir, again ? 

Cajtr. Yes, when you pleafe: fhe mutt be 
gently us’d. 

Grid. Alas, Tcannotchufe- Would you 
would bring her to my Chambez in the dead 
of night ? 

Cuftr. You muft excufe me, Sir, farewel. 
Each hour rth’ day fhe may be yours. 

Grid. \fhall {o dream. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Ariola, Rofella, mith Tapers. 
A Table with Night-linen fet out. 


Ariol. Prithee unpin me wench Il 
were given enough to Prayer, I could not be 
thus incident to fleep; take heed, you hurt 
me 

Rofel. Your Ladifhip is tenderer on the 
breaft than you were wont; I would your 
heart were fo. 

Ariol. Whence comes that with, Rofella? 
you are ftill complaining on my heart. 

Rofel. Madam, thefe two long hours the 
noble Duke hath waited at your Chamber- 
door. 

Ariol. Who? my Brother. 

Rofel. Duke Phylomont, who vows v in- 
habit there, unlefs you let him in. 

Ariol. Heaven comfort his fick foul: what 
does he mean, here lock thefe Pendants up? 
The wonder makes me fick—TIl ufe no 
powder now—alas, what fhall I do? I dare 
not let him in, the feafon is not fit. 

Rofel. He vows his vifit hall be fo civil, 
that you need not counfel him, nor check 
him with a frown. 

Ariol. Ubut at night? 

Mens bufie and oflicious tongues will talk. 

Rofel. In troth your Ladifhip’s too {trict, 
when you confider (oo your marriage is de- 
fign’d , if my opinion (Madam ) had au- 
thority, no time’s unfit, to Lovers fo far 
gone. 

Ariol. You'll be his Oratour? go let 
him in. 


Enter Phylomont. 


Phyl. Methinks, my fair Ariol2, you keep 
your beauty overmuch infolded and con- 
ceal’d, youare a Flower that would become 
the night as {weetly as the day. ; 

Ariol. You make me proud with your fi- 
militude but whilltt gain by it, your infe- 
rence muft lofe, Mary-golds now fhut in 
their leaves. 

Phyl. Alas poor humble Flowers. Ariola 
fhould imitate che Lilly and the Rofe: they 
boldly {pread themfeives ftill open to the 
night, yet yicld the Sun fo trefh and {weet a 
Sacrifice, that every morn he deems to bluth 
at’s own weak influence, which can no 
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longer keep them beauteous on their ftalks, 
but they mult drop, and perith with the 
Spring. Your pretious colour, and your 
odour too; my gentle MiltreS needs mult 
yicld to time. 

_Ariol. The lofs will not be mourn’d for, 
Sir, fince ’twill be fearce difcern’d. 

Phyl. Sweet, you remove your underftand- 
ing from my words, and make them of no 
ule, their meaning would perfwade youto 
enjoy this pleafant treafure, whillt it lafts; 
why are you ftill inclos’d thus like an An- 
chorefs, as if our converfation could infer RD 
a fin? why am I nicely barr’d your Cham- 
ber, when the Prieft being paid for atew 
ceremonious words, mutt licenfe me your 
Bed, your bofom too ? 

Ariol. Our marriage, Sir, may promife 
much, till then your Excellence will grane 
me leave not to admit of opportunities,that 
may give breath to ill report. 

Phyl. Be not fo cruel in your bafhtul care, 
my Sifter makes all hours and feafons fit to 
celebrate Theander, and he knows no 
wrinckle on her brow, that may be call’da 
trown: O be you kind and free----- 

Offers at ber band. 

Ariol. By your chalte Vows forbear---- 

Phyl. Theander’s not deny’d my Sifters 
hand, why fhould I have lefs am’rous pri- 
viledge? I have defires as bold, which will 
be made as lawful too e’re long. 

Ariol. The meaning of their love is only 
mutual wonder and applaufe, and fo pro- 
clain’ds therctore can ftir no jealoufie in 
the fevere(t thought, alas,we muft be marri- 
ed, Sir, which may perhaps inforce your in- 
clination to a dangerous hope. 

Phy. Where is thy fafety then Ariola? 
this is the difmal filent time when Ravithers 
reach forth their trembling guilcy hands to 
draw the Curtains where unpra¢tis’d Vir- 
gins fleep; Falfe Turguins Hour, when he 
did hide his Torch from Lucrece eyes, and 
would not fuffer her wak’d Beauty to e- 
clipfe that fickly flame, till fhe had quenched 
a greater in his blood. How would thy 
courage faint, if Ifhould make thee fubject 
to my cager youth and ftrength ? 

Ariol. Poor Phylomont, it thou fhouldft 
fo forfake thy loyalty to love, yet I were {till 
fecure, and can fubdue thee with my virtu- 
ous fcorn; Alas! I fain would fee the 
proudeft of you Tyrant men, that durft but 
hope to force from me the leaft of thefe di- 
fhevell’d hairs, which I will ftill as bounte- 
ous favours wear for every wanton wind to 
fport withal, but not for you. 

Phyl. Can you be angry ? 

Ariol. Then you fhould figh unto your 
felt, and in your own inamour’d ears diftil 
the foothings of your cunning congue 
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T enjoy the quiet of my fleep again without 
difturbance, by thofe midnight plaints your 


mournful confort at my Window made, | 


Wherein you curs’d the guiltlefs Stars, who 
{eem’d to {mile and wink upon each other 
in their Sphears, as if they heedful notice 
took of all your feigned grief. 

Phyl. Can you be angry my Ariola? or 
cenfure oaght | {poke with an unkind be- 
lief? hear but my Vows. 

Ariol. Good night-——Your Excellence 
hath greater power to move my forrow than 
my rage. 

Phyl. Remember geatle Love, I have 


your heart by facred plight, our Nuptials | 
| Woodbine that mutt grow about thee in em- 


now draw near. 
Ariol. \ never knew the way how I might 


break my Faith, but till that hour arrive, we | 
mutt converfe no more, no not at diftance, 


Sir, the caufe is hidden in my Breaft. Vir- 
tue and Peace (my Lord) ftill govern your 
delires. [ Exit. 


Phyl. I fhall grow mad with thefe delays; | 


Sh’ath made a Vow never to marry me, un- 
til her Brother feal’e with his confent. Vl 
move it to Theander ere \ fleep. Hymen! 
go light thy Fires, and make thy Tapers 
fhine, or cure me, facred Love, by quench- 
ing thine. [ Exit. 


Enter Amadine with a Taper,and Theander. 


Amad. Not in her Bed, Sir, yet, [left her 
with her Lute, whofe Mufick I believe, has 
woo’d her toa gentle fleep. 

Theand. Tread eafie then, with a flow 
tim’rous pace, let’s make lefs noife than 
Time’s foft Feet, or Planets when they 
move [Draws a Canopy, Evwrithea is 

found fleeping on a Couch,a Veil 
on, with her Lute. 
Give me the Light; now leave us and retire. 

Amad. Thisisan odd kind of Lover, he 
comes into my Ladies Chamber at all hours; 
yet thinks it ftrange that people wonder at 
his priviledge. Well, opportunity is a dan- 
gerous thing 5 it would foon fpoil me. [ Exit. 

Theand. She lies as in a fhady Monument, 
Secure as pious Votaries that knew they 
were forgiven e’re they dy’d. 

Eurith. Who's there? my Lord, the 
Prince? 

Theand: O, fleep again, and clofe thofe 
eyes that ftill enlighten mine; till I have 
merited the beauty of their beams, by blef- 
fings fuch as Love’s religious Priefts do give, 
This facred office would become me well: 
°Tis not a Robe of Lawn, ahallow’d Verge, 
Nor flowry Chaplets nicely wreath’d, can 
add profperity to Prayers, or to Vows, no 
formal Pomp or Ceremony needs to wifhes 
that are clean and humbly made. 


Eurith. Theander fit, where have you 
been fo long? *las wherefore do Task, fince 
Ifo lately found you in my dream ? 

Theand. Unvail, my Love—when this is 
but difplaid, thou openett like a fragranc 
Bud betore the mornings eye, whilft all 
that’s near thee is perfum?’d, thy breath 
converts me to a Flower, wear me within 
thy bofom, and I fthall laft in odour all the 
year. 

Exrith. Thou art Thearder, and that 
name includes the {weetnc{s of the Spring 
and Summers wealth. 

Theand. Thou art not Enrithea, but my 
Rofe, my bafhful Flower, and I thy wanton 


bracments thus, until thou art entangled 
with chatt courtefies of love. 

Euriih. This is a happinefs too great to 
laft, Envy or Fate mutt Icflen it, or we rc= 
move ’mongft the eternal Lovers, and pro« 
vide our habitation neer the Stars! my 
wonder grows upon me like my joy, O 
Theander ! 

Theand. What fays my Cherubine? 

Eurith. How fhallI give my eftimation 
words, when it would value thee that art 
the Wars chicf Souldier, beft example and 
delight ? {0 bold, thou dar’ft feek danger in 
a ftorm, when all the winds prepare to quar- 
rel in the Balsich Seas yet thou art milder 
than a captive Saint, fo pitiful that I have 
feen thee weep o’re the diftrefs’d, till thou 
mightft give a name to Rivers as their 
Spring. 

Theand. And thou (my Love ) are {wee- 
ter far, than Balmy Incenfe in the purple 
fmoak, pure and unfpotted, as the cleanly 
Ermine, ere the Hunter fullies her with his 
purfuit, foft as her skin, chafte as the Aru- 
bian Bird, that wants a Sex to woo, or as 
the dead, that are divorc’d from warmth, 
from objcéts, and from thought. Still Ex- 
rithea 1 could multiply thy praife, yet ftill 
prove loyal unto truth; when I embrace 
thee thus, I ftraight forget, as weak de- 
lights, the days of Victory, and glories of 
the War. 

Exrith. But when you hear the Drum, 
and the fhrill Trumpet call, you'll mount 
your angry Steed again, and hafte to live 
confin’d in Trenches, to exchange your mar- 
ble Palace fora Tent, whilft I likea diftrefs’d 
fad Turtle, am ordain’d to mourn without 
a Mate. 

Theand.Do not affi& me with thy jealous 
fears; P’'m come to tell thee (Love) to 
morrow in th’ adjoining Grove, Pll meet 
thee like a Shepherd, {isch as fair Arcadia 
bred, that with variety our old delights, may 
{till feem new. 

Eurith. A Lovers with can imp the hours 

fhort 
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fhort wings, and haften time, look up The- | Buy. Phere is the Powder, Sir. 
ander, it is day. | Fred. Give it to ney care. 
Theand. Where fhould Hook ? thoudoft! Bao. The Duke mutt take it in hj 
miftake the fphearand refidenceo’th’ morn: draught to night. To morrow, as ae S : 
let early Village Labourers, and dull be- increafeth in his power it works; at ae 
nighted Sea-men do their homage to the Eaft you'll {ee pure Miracles. : 
forlight, the Region of our day we fecklike = Fred. My Lord, ’tis ft our Caftragani 
Lovers in the faireft eyes. giveit him: he takes a draught aa ted 
_Enrith. Wt you thould look in mine, *twill Wine ftill ere he fleeps 5 he waiting in his 
fill feem night. . Chamber may fitly mingle and prefcnt it to 
Tbeand. To Bed to bed :, methink [hear him— [Cattra takes the pape 
the Lark, the mornings merry Officer sand Cajtrae Tl ufe my fafett diligence. ae 
{ee him fhake oe es hae ashe would Svig/. Where is he now? 
ftrive to climb high as his cheerful voice. Caftra. Wi ithea, Sirs he ha 
Henao a fe eA ee oe With Ezrithea, Sirs he hath not 
invent, or Lovers Prayers procure 5 thy  Sciolt. Stays he fo long ? ’tis now ith’ 
tlceps enjoy. _ken of day. Signior Buonatyfte, have you no 
Theand. And thinc, that pretious harmo- | more of this rare magical ftutt ? 


ny that dwells with quict Hermits in their, Bao#, Another Dofes I came provided, 


narrow Cells. LEx. fiveral mays. | Sir. 
Sciol. Pray give it me. 
Exter Buonatelte, Sciolto, Fredelince, Buon. Mott willingly, but to whom will 


and Caltrapanio. you difpos’t ? 
| Sci! Unto no other but my Son: I find 
Buonat. 1 fay (my Lord) your bufinefs | he’s very much Platonically given. 

doth concern the blood, and not the Eyes 3} Buon. My Lord, I ftill befeech you not to 
and fince ’tis late it were abufe of time to | wrong my good old Friend Plato, with this 
read long LeCtures of the Opticks, to tell! Court calumny; they father on him a fan- 
you their confent and unity, or fhew you} taftick love he never knew, poor Gentle- 
through a Perfpective how Amorilts oppos’d | man, upon my knowledge, Sir, about two 
in level to each other fight, unite and thrid | thoufand years ago, in the high {treet yon- 
their beams, until they make a mutual ftring | der at Athens, jult by the corner as you paf$ 
on which their {pirits dance into each others | to Diana’s Conduit (a Haberdafhers houfe) 
Brain, and fo begin fhort Journeys to the | it was (I think) he kept a wench. 
heart; or to reveal the fhape and colour of | — Sciol. How, Sir, a wench? 
thofe fpirits too, that were a miracle worthy Buen. I could fay more, my friend was 


fublime, and powerful Art! lewdly given. 
Sciol. Their Colour’s Orange Tawny, Sir, Sciole But with your favour, Sir, a plump 
as I conceive. brown wench ? 


Buonat. Your Lordfhip can conceiveno} Buon Faith Authors differ about that; 
more, than your weak knowledge will give ' fome write the had Flaxcn Hair, and others 
leave. too, that did net blufh to know more pri- 

Fred. To him Door. vate marks, fay fhe had a Mole under her 

Buon. Nor doI think it can concern you | left thigh: others a hollow Tooth, that put 
much, whether the nerval Conjugations be | him to the charge of Cloves, becaufe her 
but feven, and of that myftick number too, | breath grew fomevwhat troublefom. 
whether the Opticks be the chief. Fred. Give me thy hand Dotter; Pll 

Sciol. For your feven Conjugations, Sir, | have fome fhare too in thy heart e’re long 
you fhall excufe me, but believ’t, the feven | but did not Plato write of Love? 
wife Matters isa Volume I read much in my Buon. Divinely, Sir, but not fuch kind of 


youth. love as Ladies would have now, they mi- 
Buon. Your Lordthip gives good proof | ftake him. 
of’t ia your age: but yet you never heard, | — Sciolt« He wrote in Greck, Doctor. 


Sir, ot the fam’d Antipberon, whom once the Buon. True, my good Lord. 

learned Stagerite admird fo for the felt-| — Sciolt. Why then belike my Son miltakes 

reflection that he wore like to his perfect | him too, he underftands no Greek 3 this 

image itill where he mov’d. |Dofe thall conjure him, VI give’t him 
Sciolt. No more, my good wile Fricnd, | ttraight. Come, Sir, the night decays apace, 

thou haft my wonder, that’s enough; my | let me direct you to your Bed, 


underftanding fhall come after, but noc till! — Baow. Your Lordthips tindnefs honours 
Tam dead, tor then they fay we fhall know | me too much. ; 
all thyngs without paying for our Books, Fredeline. My jolly dear Philofopher, 


good- 
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good-night. [ Exeunt Scio. and Buon. 
Sir, you have found with what aflurd and 
coniident a foul I give you intereft in all my 
bulinefs, and my thoughts, 

Cajtr. Signior, I plead no merit bat your 
bounty. 

Fred. And now under the fame proteéti- 
on ot your friendfhip and your truft, I mutt 
reveal a fecret that doth oft inforce me walk 
with arms entolded thus,ftill to combine and 
fatten in my ribs, leftit fhould fplit my brett 5 
and you thall know it, Sir, Llove, (curs’d 
Fate that I muft utter it) I love the Princefs 
Exrithea. 

Cajtr. Signior, indeed, this will deferve to 
be a lecret and fecurely kept. 

Fred. So love her, Sir, that men in fierce 
contpiracy, defpair, or want, enjoy more 
quiet fleeps than I, and fince Tam much de- 
clin’d into weaknefs, and unpleafant years : 
you {ee what narrrow hopes are left to give 
my furious appetite Luccels. 

Caftr. Introth ’cis pity, Sir. 

Fred. There you expre(s'd the charity and 
melting nature of a Friend, and may Admi- 
nifter redrefS, for it will much refle& within 
your power. 

Cajfr. You cannot want it then; but, Sir, 
it {cems prcpotterous and ftrange to my 
dull brain,thar fince your love doth force you 
with her to your felt, you ftrive by marriage 
to beftow ber on the Duke, and with fuch 
heartinets and care. 

Fred. In this your friendfhip is again con- 
jurd, I do befcech you never feck the end 
of that mylterious caufe; fome Salt I have 
that fhews ti’ Italian humour in my Blood. 
T not affect co compafs my detigns the Val- 
par way. 

Cur. But how canI redrefs your grief? 

Fred. Your Silter Amadine, is in affection 
and attcndauce, neer the Princefs perfon and 
her mind, {he may by your entreaty render 
me in fuch a Character of cunning praife, as 
fhall advance me to her love perhaps, at leaft, 
toa retrcfhing of my fick defires. 

Cajtr. Sbe’s bound in contcience, Sir, to do 
good Oihccs. 

Fred. Bat wilt thou charm thy Sifter with 
all force of thy afthnity and words, to be my 
fricnd, indearus{o, that Imay whifper my 
own caufe, and teach her mediate my ac- 
ccfs? this muft be done to morrow, for de- 
lays will make my grief too dangerous to 
bear 


Cafir. ‘To morrow doubtitnot, my Fun- } 


but benign, and chain meas thy flave. 
LExeunt fcverally. 


Eater Phylomont, Arnoldo, and Jalpero 
with lights. 


Phyl. thought Phave found him fafe in’s 
guiet ret, with his Curtains drawn e’re this. 
Is it his ufe to ftay fvlong! 

Arn. The vifits he prefents unto your 
Graces Sifter, though at night, are never ha- 
{tily perform’d. 

Fafp. Times leggs may tire, if he run on 
until fuch true and faithful Lovers finifh 
their difcourfe. 

Arn. Fafpero, that’s the Morn which fo 
inflameth yonder Cloud. 

Fafp. Is it your Graces will, we go and 
try to haften bis approach ? 

Phyl. Pleafe you to truft me here alone, 
Yl ttay his coming, Sir, my bufinef$ asks a 
private conference. Ex.Arn.Jafp. 
My Sifter is fo bounteous of her love, and 
gives her favours with fuch bold neglect of 
Fame, but that I knew the pure and chatte 
condition of her foul, Ifhould grow vex’d 
with jealous fears. Arzolz will not vouchfafe 
to ufe me fo. 


Enter Theander. 


Thean. My Phylomont,this is a {eafon when 
your vilit would import fome great affair 
that carries hatte or wonder in’t. 

Phyl. Youhave a Miftrefs, Sir, preferves 
your {pirits full of Fire, your glad heart 
keeps eternal triumph in her clofe warm 
throne, whilft mine encreafeth not in joys, 
but weight. °Tis heavy, Sir, if it continue 
fo twill break the ftrings. Your froward 
Sifter. 

Thean. Will fhe not love? I’m fure her 
Beauty was ordain’d for no telicity but Love. 
Her {wectnefs and her forms, though fhe 
were lefS ally’d unto my nature, would pro- 
claim it to the world. 

Phyl. Sir, the hath banifh’d me. 

Thean. Upon what Rock. Was the by 
a Scythian nurs’d, that fhe is grown fo cruel ? 
It cannot be. 

Phyl. Th’afHiction will not long endure 
(I hope) becaufe you may repeal the doom. 

Thean. You are affur’d my Phylomont, 1 
needs mutt ftrive to further love; what fhall 
I do? 

Phyl. Give your confent,that I may marry 


tions (hall intirely be employed to your best | her. 


ule. 

Fred. Thad almoft forgot the Med’cine 5 
it is late, and time *twere working, fare- 
w«!: Command me to the lo{s of Fame, of 
Treatuic, and of Life dear Caftraganio, be 


Thean. How! marry her! your fouls are 
wedded, Sir, Pm furc you would not marry 
bodies too, that were a necdlefs charge. 
Come, you fhall fave your Bridal Featt. 

Phyl. This mirth, Sir, is a little t@ re- 

mote 


mote from th’anfwer J fhould have. 

Thean. Blame my conceptionthen; Tun- 
deritand you not: To what purpote would 
you marry her? 

Phyl. Why Sir? to lye with her, and get 
children. 

Thean. Lye with my Sifter Phylomont ! 
how vile and horridly that founds! { prethee 
fleep a while,’tis thy diftemper, and I pardon 
it. 
Phyl. This is ftrange, being married, is’t 
not lawful, Sir ? 

Thean. ¥ grant it may be Law, but is’c 
comely? reduce thy reafon toa cleaner fenfe, 
think on’t anoble way. You two muy live, 
and love, become your own beft arzuments, 
and {o contract all vertue, and all praife: 
Be ever beauteous, frefh, and young, at Jeatt 
in your beliefs for who can Iflen, -or de- 
tile th°opinion which your mutual thoughes 
thall fervently exchange? and then you may 
beget reHeétions in each others eyes, fo you 
increafe not children, but your felves a bet- 
ter, and more guiltlefs progenie; thofe im- 
material creatures cannot fin. 

Phyl. But who fhall make men, Sir, fhall 
the world ceafe ? 

Thean. 1 know not how th’are made, but 
if {uch deeds be requifite, to hil up Armies, 
Villages and City fhops; that killing, la- 
bour, and that couz’ning {till may lat: 
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know Phylomont, Vd rather Nature thould 
expect fiich coorfe and homely drudgeries 
trom others than from me. 

Phyl. And yet youhad a Father, Sir. But 
why do I tell him fo? that was his Mothers 
faultnothis Thisismad doGtrine. Pll bid 
your exccllence good night,but firlt Vil leave 
this information in your ears you'll find 
your Sifter of my mind, the fain would mar- 
ry t00. 

Thean. Oh prodigy! belike the under- 
ftands then what it means, wrony not a 
Lady, Sir, whole innocence is fuch, fhe wears 
uo blufhes for her {clf, but you. Leave me, 
although our friendfhip, Sir, be great, my 
paticnce 1s too little to fubdue my rage; to 
Bed my gentle Phylomonr, it thou art guilt. 
lefS, thou wilt flecp. 

Phyl. Vil take your counfel,Sir,the morn- 
ing may reclaim us both. [ Exit. 

Thean. O poor Ariola! where hatt thou 
chang’d thy bafhful vertue for unchafte de- 
fixes? thy ears are blifter’d with lafcivious 
breath , thy underftanding is become thy 
crime 3 J fhall not know thee when I meet 
thee next, thy very foul is fullicd, and thy 
‘blood 
That ran fo pure, will now grow black 

with Sin, 

Till’t make thy beauty like an Ethiops skin. 
[ Exit. 


AGC TMS CENE. 1 


Enter Theander, Arriola. 


Arivl. Our looks are clouded, Sir, I fear| fools, which ftill the bafhful may refift. 


your health is altzr’d, or your 
mind perplex’d. 

Theand. Your looks, Ariola, wil! fhortly 
too decay; whilft by their ftrange and ear- 
ly perifhing your former Beauty mult be 
quite forgot, like fullen Rofes that would 
wither on the Bough, e’re throughly blown, 
e’re gather’d for the Sull; {0 lote all memo- 
ry that they were ever {weet. 

Ariol. Y need inftructions 
would infer- ; 

Theand. Wave you no fecret ficknefs in 
your blood? 

Ariol. Not that I feel, nor do I think my 
Prayers fo vainly made, that I fhould pe- 
rifh yet. 

Theand. Wave you not heard of late fome 
new difcourfe, fuch as inflam’d you to de- 
fire ftrange practices of hear, tryals of youth, 
I know not what they are; but Nature oft 
doth put odd tricks on young and curious 


what you 


Ariol. If to be ignorant be fafe, | am to 
learn, Sir, what you mean. 

Theand. Indeed! look up, and with a 
Virgin confidence contemn the inrag’d fe- 
vercnefs in my brow,by urging that for truth 
without a bluth. 

Ariol. Alas, you have amaz’d me, Sir, but 
T dare look i’th’ face of Heaven, write all my 
willing faults, and fiand unvail’d whillt 
they are read. 

Theand. Perhaps the is abus’d. Ariolz, 
pray tell me the requeft you fent by Phylo- 
mont, | know not how I underttood it 
then, but fure’c hath troubled all my 
powers. 

Ariol. 1 fent you none but what was 
good and lawtul. 

Theand. Are you become fo wife in wick- 
ednets, to chufe offences that the Laws pro- 
tet ? Th’ ambitious in the worlds firft Age 
invented them to gather wild and wandring 
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Mations into Towns and Forts: Re {o 
xais’'d Common wealths for their own 
pride to rule, thofe cunning Scriblers knew 
tbat Laws make Subjects, “and tame SI laves, 
not virtuous men live thou as not to know 
or need their ufe. 

Ariol. 1 can be farther jultify’d, for my 
Sted was fit and modelt too. 

heand. Then a may name’t. 

Ariol. 1 gave him leave fairly to queftion 
your confent, that we might marry, oe 

Theand. Do you already know what that 
word mians ? 

Ariol. Your judgment had fufficient caufe 
to blame my breeding elfe: Thave been of 
ten told irs facred inftitution, and the ufe 
tor which it was firlt ordain’d. 

Theand. Tne ule, Ariola ? Sh’ ath rarely 
profitted fince my long abfence from her at 
the Camp: who read thefe Lectures in your 
ear? if ’¢ we:e a Woman, fure, fhe faftned on 
on her Mask to hide her blufhes whillt the 
talked, 

Aviol. In my weak judgment, Sir, you 
are too nice, and nuke uncomly mytftery of 
that which both the learned and the noble 
have allow’d and taugit, and fuch as Ve- 
{tals may pce , yet not be banith’d from 
their holy lamp. 

Theand. But to remaina Veftal (till CArz- 
ola) to live infweet unskilful Virgin-hood, 
che Angels life, for they no Sexes know, but 
ever Jove in meditation, not in At. Ha! is 
not this a {weetne(s far beyond, the pleafures 
that our appetites create ? 

Ario]. Sir, itis exccllent and free, but I 
am told, the next degree of happinels, the 
married challenge and enjoy. 

Theand. O fhe is loft! I will go weep 
into the Sea, and fconer hope to find my 
unmix’d tears upon my check again, than 
ber perverted heart reclaim’d unto her for- 
mer innocence. Reach me yourhand; you 
are my F Prifoner now, and mutt be kept from 
fight of men. 

Ariol. Sir, though I cannot Jearn m’ of- 
fence, yet I fhall foon be taughe t? obey. 

Theand. Vf lince thy late perverlion thou 
haft left but one acquaintance in {weet Hea- 
ven, that dares befriend thy Orizons, kneel 
to him ee 

Ariol. Though you are crue] By you 
cannot want my tender wifhes, that your 
angry thoughts be to their peaceful harmo- 
ny reftor'd! ! 

[ Fxit. Theande ee to lock ber in. 

Ticand. Yet am J not lete defolate to 
mourn with fingle gricf, this ruin’d Virgins 
fate: my Exrithea when fhe hears of her 
revolt, will figh her pitcous foul away to 
aire [ Enter Phylom. 
Phyl. Theander 1 arn come to Iearn. If 


yet your temper can with kind, difcreet ci- 
viliry, return an aniwer to my fuit? 

Theand. Sit y’ have undone a noble Maid, 
one nurs’d in {uch fevere behaviour of her 
mind, fo meck and humble in defires, fhe 
feem’d much fitter tor a Cloifter than a 
Courts but now fhe aims at liberty and 
change. 

Phy]. What I have taught her, Sir, Her- 
mits and Nuns might in their dying minutes 
liften to without “difquiet to their parting, 
fouls; and things Icls chafte I know, fhe 
would not hear. 

Theand. Take heed my Princely friend ? 
do not augment thy crime, by owning as 
thy knowledge, what is yet, but the mittake 
of thy beliets Ihada hope thy vain concep- 
tions would be mended much by fleep. 

Phyl. Well, Vil be bricf. Your Sifter I 
would marry, Sir, and then as Lords and 
Princes ufc, that love their Wives, lye with 
her. 

Theand. You ase too Mafculine? name 
not thofe words again. yon blaft me with 
your breath, poor Rurhins in their drink, 
are not fo rude, leave me: my anger may 
undo us both. 

Phyl. Theander can you think to fright 
me hence, or isit fafe to chide me with bold 
words? I would be better us’d3 tel! me (1 
pray ) is this all the anfwer my demands fhall 
have? 

Theand. All, Sir, and more than I can pa- 
tiently allow, your convesfation never could 
be lefS efteem’d. 

Phyl. I fear your noble reafon is difeas’d, 
ee Ihave lov’d, atiliction makes me pi- 
tiful, and where I pity, f can ne’er intend 
revenge : farewel injurious Prince, but 
know, if J can get your Sifters kind confent, 
VII not endeavour yours. 

Theand. Go not deluded with that trivial 
hope: fhe is my Prifoner lock’d and in- 
clos’d, from all addrefs that force or oppor- 
tunity would make, thou fhalt behold her 
face no more. 

Phyl. Hah! imprifon’d ! examine, Sir, 
your troubled memory. It cannot be. 

Theand. You'll fmd it moft expedient, 
and a truth. 

Phyl. Imprifon her! her beauty will break 
forth. You may as foon in Chriftal Jails con- 
fine the Suns refulgent Beams, climb Hea- 
ven, reach down a Star, as imprifon her! 

Theand. This iteration will but vex us 
both. Farewel! you may believ’e at lcifure, 
Sir, time will pertwade you ro’r, 

Phyl. Theander, ttay; mark how I can- 
cel all th’ affection, merit, 2 and the glorious 
Vows we interchang’d in war, the parting 
tears we fhed, when in the day of battel our 
bold Troops we did divide againft the Foc : 
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and thole embraces made, when met apain, 
joy’d and exalted with our Victory, are now 
eternally forgot. 

Theand. ¥ fhould lament this lofs, had 
you preferv’d your virtue ftill, and puriry 
of heart. 

Phy. Until three journeys of the Sun ex- 
pire, VI give thee Icifure to repent, but 
then releate thy Sifter to her free converfe, 
and publick view, or { will {pread my En- 
figns here, atid *gainft thy Palace Ax my 
Cannon, till I batter it to duft. 

Theand. Poor Phylomont, how I negle& 
thy fury when it dares inkindle mine? if 
Fate rclolve, we that in foreign Climes 
made others mourn, {0 foon mutt bleed at 
home; yet e’re we part, let us falute like 
civil Enemics Farewel. When next me 
mect, “twill be in danger, noife, and ful- 
plrrous fmokes for Ewrithea’s {ake thy Fet- 
ters thall be eafie. 

Phyl. And for Ariola’s if thou fhalt fall 
beneath my Sword, I will embalm thee with 
my Tears 5 my eyes grow moitt with pity of 
our Fates. 

Theand. And mine with forrow melt fo 
falt away , I fhall be left in darknefs if I 
flay. { Exeunt. 


EnterCaftraganio,Fredeline,and Amadine. 


Caftr. This Gridonel is young and fim- 
ple, Sir, admires all women with a tame 
extafice. And then my Sifter Amadine (you 
know) hatha moft pure contriving wit if 
we could get him marry her, it were a ftra- 
tagem would make us rich and famous. 

Fred. But. will you bring her to him 
now ? 

Caftr. That’s our defign. 

Fred. Haft thou o’rewatch’d thy felf? 
art mad? 

Caftr. Why Signior ? 

Fred. > Tis paft the time two hours, when 
by our great Phyficians date, the Mcd’cine 
*gan to work. I do believe, the Duke e’re 
this hath felt fome fudden diff’rence in his 
Maiden blood: And Gridonel, P'm fure, 
drunk his full fhare; twill work him to fach 
fury, he will ravith thy poor Sifter, nay eat 
her up, not leave a morfel big enough to bear 
her name, or memory that fuch a Creature 
was. 

Caftre She’s old, and tough, and will be 
{ure to put him, Sir, to th’ tryal of his teeth; 
but I had quite forgot, he took the Medi- 
cine, we mutt chufe fome other time. 

Fred. As for your Sifters marriage, Sir, 
with Gridonel, truft my plots, fuch I have 
laid, as {hall join hearts and hands, then 
ftraight bring ’em to Bed I think, Sir, fhe 
defizes no more. 


Caftr. Sir you oblige us with new be- 
nefits. 

Fred.. Some caufe you'll have to fay fo 
now, read that Tis a Commiflion I 
procur’d the Duke this morning fign,which 
Bives you a Company in’s Regiment yarri- 
fon’d at Meffina : fo youare now my Friend 
and Captain Caftraganio. 

Caftr. The latter adds to my revenue, Sir, 
the firft to my content. 

Fred.Have you employed your Siftcr ma- 
dine in my behalf? 

Cajir. Sir, there the ftands, ready to exe- 
oe all you enjoin, to th’ hazard of her 
ife. 

Fred. Sweet Amadine, your kindnefs can 
excufe an old finner, | know you hold the 
Princefs in your powers will you indear me 
to her fair eftcem, procure me fuch addrefs as 
may be opportune and fit. 

dma. Sit, Pve already mov’d your praif- 
es with fome vehemence, it profpers too, 
as far as good opinion of your perfon and 
your parts. 

Fred. And is there hope we may converfe, 
by Star or Moon-light, yet be fo maydenly 
to call to have the Curtains drawn. 

Ama. This,Sir,with good endeavour may 
be done. 

Fred. Then cough and make a noife, till 
we grow witty in our fears, and break {mall 
Jefts, laugh out again, and lift the apron up 
to ftifle it. 

Arn. But meaning, Sir, no harm. 

Fred. And whifper clofe, and then laugh 
out, and wake the Poffet-eating-Nurfe. 

Ama. Still meaning, Sir, no harm ? 

Fred. None J proteft, mine’s pure Plato- 
nick love 

Caftr. My Sifter, Signior, is inquifitive, 
guilty of my offence, fhe ask’d me e’re you 
came, why you endeavour’d thus to have the 
Lady married toanother, whom you meant 
to love? 

Fred. That’s the Platonick way; for fo 
the Balls, the Banguets, Chariot Canopy, 
and quilted Couch, which are the placcs 
where this new wile Sect do meditate, are 
kept, not at the Lovers but the Musbands 
charge, and itis fits for marriage makes 
him none, though the be ftill of the Soci- 
ety. 
ied And may befides her husband , 
have a fad Platonical fervant to help her me- 
ditate. 

Fred. All modern beft Court Authors do 
allow’t. 

Amad. You give good light into the bu- 
finefs, Sir. 

Fred. Were Eurithea married, I would 
teach her the true Art, fhe is unskilful yet. 


Ama. Hymen may burn hisTaper toa fnuit 
before 
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before we fee her wedding day; there’s 
nothing comes fo feldom in Theanders 
thought. ; 

Fred. But are you ferious ? 

Amad. Vve newly drefs’d her like a Shep- 
herdefS; and he i?th’ old Arcadian habit 
meets her ftraight, to whine and kils, that’s 
all they do. 

Fred. How? ’tis two full hours fince the 
prefix’d time our Artift did prefcribe his 
Charm fhould operate; I hope he hath not 
us’d us thus. Caftraganio, Captain, Vd for- 
got: dear Sir, haften, and fee how it doth 
work with Gridonell : you, gentle Miftrefs, 
fhall condu& me to fome covert in the 
Grove, where I may beft obferve Theander 
and his talk, it will concern me much. 

[ Exeunt. 
Enter Arnoldo, Jafpero,Gridonell. 


Arnol. This Creature you fo much admire, 
is but the Princefs woman, Sir. 

Faf. A very Creature, and doth ferve. 

Grid. Would I might ferve her, Gentle- 
men; I long to wear a Fan, I have a toffing 
Feather in my Chamber, 
dozen of Fans. 

Arnol. But for what ufes could you ferve 
a woman ? 

Grid. Inftead of rearing a {quare Sconfe. 
Vd learn to raife up Patte 5 and then for puth 
o’ Pike, praétife to poke a Ruff. 

Faf- Thefe qualities will make your wa- 
ges, Sir, at leaft four Marks a year. 

Grid. My Corp’ral hall ferve too. It is 
an honelt Fellow, and a Lover; he may 
wath bucks, and f{cowre difhes, inltead of 
Armour. 

Arnol. Is he a Lover too? 

Grid. OI! he loves women; dares talk 
and handle em: and would tell fuch pretty 
tales of a fine gentle Damfel that he knew. 

Faf- What was the? 

Grid. 1 never faw her, Six, but fhe boil’d 
Cheftnuts, and fold bloat Herring in the 
Leaguer. 

Arnold. There are ways left for you to 
compas Amadine, better than fervice: you 
fhould woo and win her. 

Grid. Pray Gentlemen, how do they ufe 
to woo? 

Arn. Why, with fine Language. 

Grid. What’s that, Sir, French ? 

Faf- French is indecd the {mootheft and 
moft profperous. 

Grid. Alas! I can {peak none but a few 
words we ufe i’th’ War, as at our Court de 
Guard, we cry, Que va la. 

Arnol. That, Sir, will ferve when you 
fhall meet your Mittrefs in the dark. 

Grid. And then after a Battel Randee 
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it will make two | Sir, this is the bleffed hour, 
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obitinate, and will not yield to love. 

Grid. This is all my fine Language. 

Faf. Women are woo'd with Mufick too ? 

Grid. Will the Drum and Trumpet ferve, 
with fad Songs fet to’em, to the tune of a 
dead March? 

Arnol. Yes, at the Fun’ral of a Generals 
Wite , but there is yet another means, they 
oft are woo'd by Letters elegantly penn’d. 

Grid. I,you are happy that can write and 
read, I was taught once to fet my mark toa 
Shoo-makers Bill. 


Enter Caftraganio. 


Caftr. Arnoldo, docs this Souldiers hu- 
mour laft? 

Arnol. Still more, he’s grown demurer 
than a young Geneva Bride; commits Ido- 
Jatry to every Lawndrefs in the houle, and 
dares not {peak to ’em, but with his Hat 
in’s cyes. 

Cajtra. Belike the Med’cine hath not 
wrought, Pll iead him to my Sifter : Follow, 
wherein you 
thall behold tair Amadine , and court her 
too. 

Grid. Good Gentlemen, pray go and 
bear me out: but teach me how to wear my 
Cloak, and when I fhould pull on my 
Gloves. | Exeunt. 


Enter Fredcline, Sciolto, Buonatefte. 


Fred. We areundone: I found him lying 
in a Poplar fhade, with colder thoughts 
about him, than old Carthufians have when 
they are fick, lefs apt for Love than Mxf- 
covites benighted when they travel on the 
Ice. 

Sciolt. Aud works fo little with my Son, 
he ftands moping and fix’d, as he were to 
be fold to a Stone-Cutter for a Marble Sta- 
tue. 

Buon. My Lord, I’m loft in my aftonith- 
ment, fome envious {pirit checks my Art, it 
was not wont to fail the ftri@eft minute 
given, to make the virtue and effec ap- 
pear. 

Sciolt. This is the Powder that you 
priz’d fo high, as’twere a grated Carbun- 
cle, or that long Diamond pounded which 
the Sultan wears upon his Tiiumb. 

Fred. Where’s your Philofophy: your 
{trong decp Art, that piercing through the 
Center, would look down to Hell, there 
number all the Fiends, and take account, 
how many load of Coals is every year al- 
low’d for their expenfe ? 

Sciolt. Yes, Sir, and when the Sun is 
blown out by a ftrong Northerly wind, 

You’d 
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You'd undertake again to light him with a 
Torch heav’d up by a long Facsbs Staff. 

Buon. My Lord, I {mile at thefe vain in- 
juries you do to Art, not me, ’tis fitter for 
your wonder than your mirth; but take 
your courte. 

Fred. Sifice your great Matter Ariftotle 
dy’d, ( who fool’d the drunken Macedon 
out of a thoufand Talents to buy Books) 
what have the.multitude of ’s learn’d Suc- 
ceffors done,wrote Comments on his works; 
light! I could beat you all, have you fo 
many Ages toyl’d ¢ interpret what he writ 
in a few years? Is thre yer nothing new, 
to render benefit for huraane life, or firength 
in reafon for our after hopes? Why, do we 
build you Colledges ? 

Sciolt. Yes, and allow ’em Penfions too, 
that they may {cribble for no end, but to 
make Paper dear. 

Buon. For ov unlucky {cape in knowledge 
mutt I fuffer all this tyranny ? 

Sciolt. You ftudy Phyfick too? 

Fred. He knows to cure fick Chickens 
o’th’ Pip. 

Scivlt. Vd fain fee one of that profeffion 
live five hundred years without lofs of a 
Tooth. 

Fred. No, Sir, they'll fuffer ruine and de- 
cay in their own bodies for examples fake, 
that others may fall fick and make ’em 
rich. 

Sciolt. Right Fredeliae, for not withftand- 
ing all their Min’rals and thcir Herbs, we 
mu‘ be fain at laft to betake our felves to 
the wide yawn, grinning, and the long 
ftretch. 

Buon. You make al] knowledge.put de- 
ception, Sir, and Cheaters of the learned Phi- 
lofophers. 


Fred. ’Troth little lcfs, the merry Fop of 


Thrace, that always laugh’d, pretending 
"twas at vanity; alas, twas his difeate, go- 
ing to fteal Muthrooms for his Supper, the 
blew mouth’. Serpent skulk’d under a Dock 
leaf, und bit him by the Thumb, from 
whence he took that laughing Malady. 

Sciolt. And his Antagonift would ever 
feem to Weep out of a pious caule, a fine 
diffembling Fellow, ?twas not forrow made 
him weep. 

Buon. No Sir, make that appear. 

Sciolt. Vil thew a Manulcript, now kept 
7 th’ Vatican that proves he had nine years a 
Filtula in’s eye. 

Fred. Meer cozners all. 

Sciolt. As for Diogenes, that fafted much, 
and took his habitation in a Tub, to make 
the world believe he lov’d a ftri& and {fe- 
vere life, he took the diet, Sir, and in that 
very Tub {wet for the French difeafe. 

Fred. And fome unlearned Apothecary 


ae 
{ince, miftaking’s name, called it Cornelin 
us Tub. 

Buon. My noble Friends, make much fill 
of your fpleens, tickle your {elves with 
firaws, if you want {port, I fhall have my 
revenge ere long. 

Sciolt. Y think y’ have poyfon’d the 
Duke, and my Son too: if it be found Vil 
cut your throat. 

Buon. My Lord, Tfcorn your Calumnies 5 
Pll to Mefina,and contemn you both. [ Exit. 

Sciolt. My tears mifgive me, Fredeline : 
if he fhould now take Horfe, and leave us 
here to own his treacherous fat, that were 
a fine Philofophy. 

Fred. Unlefs he have the fubtle art to fics 
we'll overtake him s he fhall not ftir until 
we know his Med’cines quality. [ Exewat. 


Enter Theander like a noble Shepherd. 


Theand. Three weary circuits of the Sun 
expir'd, fierce Phylomont and I fhall mect, 
to know the difference Of our Stars, till chen 
Pll practife Rites of Love: My Exrithea 
mutt not know our anger, nor the caule. 
Come forth my princely Shepherdefs, and 
leave thy Lambs (lefs gentle than thy felf ) 
whilft we a while enjoy this gloomy fhade. 


Enter Eurithea like a Shepherdefs. 


Exrith. Why fhould we hide our {¢lves, 
Theander, from the free difcoveries of the 
light, that Know not guiltinefs to caufe a 

‘bathful fear. 

i = Theand. This green and fragrant Pa- 
| lace tempts our flay, bere fit, where Nature 
|made the fharper {cented Bryer, and lufci- 
‘ous Je{mine meet to qualifie and reconcile 
their differing {mells within the honey 
Woodbines weak and flender arms; fit neer- 
er, we are too remote.-—~ 

Eurith. How, my Theander, am PF ftill 
fubdu’d with thy chatte Victories upon my 
heart ?- Would Heaven had ne’er begun thefe 
joys, tillithad kindly promis’d they fhould 
never cud. 

Theand. Yet whilft they laft, we'll ftrive 
to make the ftriét Example of our love, an 
eafie Law, unto the vain fantaltick world. 

Exrith. The nimble Dwarf, and lazy Eu- 
nuch then (which are the Spies and Meffen- 
gers of their blind god) might reft at home, 
tor all their toils and fimple butinefs upon 
earth fhould ceafe. 

Theand. And that fmall god himfelf 
(who ne’er could tempt wife Poets to in- 
creafe his ftature, or to mend his eyes, as 
knowing, what a ulclefs Deity they made) 
might foon go thake his Quiver, and un- 
plume his Shafts. The influence with Ne 
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his fond Idolaters are giddily infpis’d, is 
incident to falthood and to change. 

Enrith. But our affeGtion, time nor fad 
diftrefs have power to alter or deftroy, 

Theand. Yet fay the fury of fome fudden 
War fhould lead us captive to a cruel Land, 
couldft thou endure the frowns of Deftiny, 
and be thus beauteous ftill2 when {cornful 
men fhall ask, where now your gaudy Veft- 
ments are, then you appear’d like various 
Tulips in the Ides of Muy? 

Eurith. Fear not, my Love, the homelieft 
weeds fhould well become my beauty then, 
{ince humbled by my thoughts, the nimble 
Linnet in his ruffct Feathers flyes, ar warm 
asdoes that Bird of Paradife, with all his 
painted and his gilded trim. 

Theand. But oh! methinks I hear thy 
mourning, and the faucy Foe demand, where 
are thofe Fumes of {weet Affyrian Nard, 
wild CyprefS Boughs, and fitted Amber, 
which ever as you mov’d, Theander burnt, 
pretending Sacrifice, but "twas to hide 
you in thofe coftly mitts, fro:n Rivals 
eyes 
Eurith. Then with my wifer {corn I 
fhall reply, for fweets, behold yond Bed of 
Violets, that lean and hang their heads to- 
gether 5 as they feem’d to whifper and con- 
fult, how to preferve their odour to them- 
felves, whilft neer each Chriftal Brook the 
Primrofe ftands triamphing on his ftalk, as 
he difdain’d his hidden root, ambitious to 
be worn within a chafte, although a Cap- 
tives breaft. 

Theand. Still, ftill methinks, this rugged 
Conqueror derides thee with his wit, and 
asks where are the whifpers of your amo- 
rous Lute, that footh’d you into flumbers 
till your dreams became your greateft fin. 

Eurith. When I fhall Mutick need, Pl 
fay each tree doth entertain a Quire at Na- 
tures charge: and what is he dares touch 
the Tufean Lute, whilft in the night he hears 
the Bird begin her penfive notes s whofe 
feather’d Anceftor the fiery Teres wrong’d? 

Theand. And whilft thy days of bondage 
laft, thou wsth thy artful Needle fhalt draw 
in filken Imag’ry, the ftories of our fatal 
love. 

[ Theander gazing on her, rifes and ftarts. 

Eurith. Ay me, what fudden terrour 
fhakes you thus, into a wild demeanour of 
your looks? 

Theand. Such fire as this [have not felt 


before, it burns my heart, my blood runs 
flaming till my fcorched Veins together 
curle. 

Eurith.Tell me,the beft of Princcs? what?s 
your grief? 

Theand. °Tis ftrange; come Enrithea 
let us walk. 

Eurith. Will you divide your troubles 
from my breaft? fhall I not know your 
grief, which though my pity cannot remedy, 
my prayers may ? 

Theand. It is a fire, kindled and bred in 
Hell: for it perfwades and warms me toa 
guilt, asftrange and diftanc from my know- 
ledge, as my will; move on,my gentle Love. 
Oh tia! go back! go back a while till I’ve 
fubdu’d tay thoughts. 

Eurith. celp bim, {weet Heaven, preferve 
his veafon tate. 

Theand. Nay, do not weep, thofe watry 
Obfequics ferve to lament, not quench fuch 
Fun’ral tire as mine. 

Eurith. A Funeral fire > 

Theand. O yes; “twill burn me. after 
death, though thou couldtt drop more 
fhowers than April weeps when March 

| hath blown the ruder winds into his eyes 5 
the.igh every tear thou thed’ft were {well’d 
into a wave, thoucouldft not quench this 
fecret fire. 

Eurith. Dear Theander ' 

Theand. Hide, hide thy beauty ¢’re thou 
fpeak’{t; put on thy Vail: nay, clofer yet— 

[She vails her felf. 

Eurith. You careful Angels that refide 
above, can you have butinefs of more 
grace or need, than to confider fuch a 
change as this? Theander, {peak, what may 
it mean? 

Theand. To name it, were fuch impu- 
dence, as Ravifhers cannot attain till they 
are grown long exercis’d, and old. 

Eurith. Thefe words are newer than the 
wondrous caufe that gives them breath 

Theand. Bold Devil! thou imper; 
flame, fure I fhall ftifle thee at laft. Ree 
come my Exrithea, lets move on, thy 
{trong o’recoming beauty clouded thus, we 
may converfe, and fafely tooT hope. Alas 
why doft thou weep? O fad, finifter change! 
Iam refolv’d; for if my tainted Veins fill 
harbour this difeafe, I will not need thy an- 
ger Phylomont, to make me bleed. 


[ Exeunt. 
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SCENE I. 


Enter Buonatelte, Sciolto, Fredeline. 


Buo- (% 7 Here is the honour of my Sci- 

ence now? are my affertions 
true? I told you, though their cold unpra- 
Ctisd conftitutions might for two fhort 
hours be an impediment to our fierce hopes, 
it could not fail to work. 

Scio. Magnanimous Rabbin, thou haft 
conquer’d us, we yicld to thy Philofophy ; 
T would kneel down for expiation of my 
mif-belict, but that my joynts are old, and 
it were troublefom to rife again, my fine 
Magical Mountier, be courtly in thy Learn- 
ing, embrace us, and forgive our Hercfie. 

Buo. But are you reconcil’d (with pious 
thoughts) unto the ancient Sages, and be- 
lieve their knowledge of fome ule ? 

Scio. They are Right Worthipful, I reve- 
rence all their Ghotts 5 but for the old fellow 
that walk’d With’s Lanthorn to find honett 
men, introth he did an Anceftor of mine a 
private wrong, fticks in my ftomach yet. 

Fred. My Lord, it needs mutt be fo, long, 
ago your goodncfS fhould perfwade your 
memory to blot it out; but pray what 
wrong, could poor Diogenes afford your An- 
ceftor ? 

Scio. Why, meeting him in a blind Lane, 
he denied to lend him that Lanthorn, which 
you know, Signior, to a Gentleman in filk 
Stockings, and white Shoos, was a difcour- 
tefic. 

Buo. You Lordthip’s fubtle in Antiquities, 
and have kept a very nice Intelligence. 

Scive Well, Fredeline, this lucky Plot was 
ours, we’ve done cnough. Haft thou con- 
vers’d with the good Duke fince he did feel 
the med’cine in his blood ? 

Fred. O, Sir, the Ice is melted that hath 
kept his veins {0 frozen and condenc’d 5 he 
mufi find out, that Nature made a Woman 
for fome ufe more confcquent, than to con- 
verfe with and admire: betides, this our be- 
lov’d and knotty Sophifter hath fll’d me 
with {uch potent arguments, Divine and 
Moral: to perfwade the rites of Marriage, 
wife, and {eemly too, as he fhall needs con- 
fent in’s reafon and his wil!, that he was once 
begotten, and muft now beget. 

Scio. Th’aft drawn this Circle with my 
own compa{s, and rais’d a {pirit in’t Agrip- 
pa’s felt, were he alive, could not allay. 

Fred. Nay more, by my appointment, 
Sir, there: waits a Priclt, at th’ Chappel 
door, who juft upon the nick of his conver- 
fion may appear, and tye that myftick knot 5 


which Ewrithea hardly will unloofe again. 

Sciolt. Exquifite Fredeline, I hear the 
Dofe 1 gave my Son, hath turn’d him from 
a tame Souldier toa Town Bull; I will 20 
feck him ftrait, and find fome means Pap- 
peafe his am’rous wrath. [ Exit. 

Fred. Philofopher, we two mutft teal a 
brotherhood; come, let me thake thy He- 
brew and thy Greek tran(cribing Filt: Not 
all thy Leathern, nor thy Vellum friends, 
thofe dead companions on thy fhelves, hall 
be more faithful to thee than thy humble 
Fredelene. 

Buo. Though my own fiudics, Sir, be fo- 
iemn and profound, Ihonoura good Wit, 
and can be tickled with pure Fancy as well 
as youthful Poets in their Wines yours I 
have plac’d in my firft choice. 

Fred. Ah my Philofopher! if thy almigh- 
ty Art could do one courtefie, in my behalf. 

Buo. But name it, Sirs we that are rich 
in treafure of the mind, like others wealthy 
in their gold, do of’t preferve the beft and 
chiefeft part conceal’d. 

Fred. Couldit thou by fome rare fubtle 
compound, work on Nature fo, that whom 
Ilov’d might be inferc’d to make return of 
an affection hot and violent as mine, me- 
thinks I {ce a cheerful an{wer in thy looks, 
be kind, and fpeak fome comfort ¢’re I 
faint. 

Bus. This may be done. 

Fred. How, how? my fage immortal 
friend ? 

Buo. Youare in love! 

Fred. Elatonically, Sir,no otherwife. 

Buo. Fie, fie! profels a fricndfhip, and 
prefume to gull me with a Ladics Paradox! 
do not [know what that imports ? 

Fred. Well, Sir, you that have skill Vin- 
terpret all the Eaftern tongues, may man- 
nage my weak words into what fenfe you 
pleafe. 

Buo. If you expect redrefs, the Miftrefs 
whom you love muft grow familiar to my 
fight, that I may ftudy her complexion, and 
her yearss then mark which way her foul’s 
inclin’d. 

Fred. I know ’twillbe as fafe a fecret in 
your knowledge as in mine,’tis Eurithea. — 

Buo. Y thank you much, not for the truft 
you put into my breft, but for your brave 
ambition, Sir, for Vatlect great Spirits like 


| great Wits: but give me leave to ask. 


Fred. I will prevent you, Sir, for I pre- 
{ume 
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fume you'll but demand what others privy 
to my bold defign, why I thus toil to make 
Theander marry her, fince by my hopes pre- 
{crib’d for mine own Bed ? 

Buon. You guefs my wonder to the full. 

Fred. My other inftruments I thought too 
thick and heavy foul’d, to merit knowledge 
of this myftery, but you have reafon, Sir, 
and fhall be fatish’d. 

Buon. Signior, I wear your praife as my 
beft dignity. 

Fred. Pray liften then. If I fhould think 
t’ enjoy her by the tame and formal title of 
a Wile, I were but fimply gull’d by my 
o’reweening and too fawcy ignorance, as 
knowing well my birth, my fortune , and 
my years make me unfit for fuch a hope 5 
but when fhe comes to rellith man, whofe 
warm contraétion makes her thaw, then 
like a Spring too long imprifon’d in hex 
Ice, fhe’ll fpread into a lio’rnu Stream, thai 
ev’ry thirfty Lover may Caroute, soul hi 
heat be quench’d. 

Buon. ’Tis fubtly faid; but Signior, now 
fuppofe the Wedding palt, have you no 
other means to prolecute your love ? 

Fred. More cunning and fublime! my 
deep defignments have contriv’d, betore his 
bridal kiffes cool upon her lips, he fhall grow 
jealous of her chaltity. This, Sir, is certain 
as the nights fucceflion to the day, and 
well you know, fhe that finds her Husband 
jealous without caufe, will lye Perdu until 
fhe give him one. 

Buon. Thy bold ambition and thy wit, 
indear’d thee firft unto my thoughts, but 
now I find thee deeply read in Lovers Poli- 
ticks; the luftful Prielts of Papbos might 
have been Difciples to thy skill. How I af- 
fet mifchief, when managed by a brain, 
can: lead and ufher it in new untrodden 
ways? 

Fred. But will you make this compound, 
Sir ? 

Buon. It thall be ftraight prepar’d, which 
e’re you fleep you mutt receive into your 
noftril by a fume made on a little fire of 
Caffia Roots; then gaze on her to morrow 
but two minutes fpace, until your am’rous 
Optick fpirits by a fecret tranfmutation 
fteal into her eyes, and ftraight the work is 
crown’d. [ Enter Theander. 

Fred. 1 am obliged to facrifice my life: 
the Duke is come, away. ‘It is not fit your 
friendfhip fhould be yet begun; go to your 
Limbeck dear Philofopher. [ Exit Buon. 

Theand. Leifure, and drowfie floth, did 
firft beget thefe crooked and abortive 
thoughts : they are the progeny of eafe. 
What do I here? when I had bufinefg in the 
Camp they ne’er durft tempt me in my idleft 
dreams: But oh! they have o’secome my 
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nature, and my ftrength! if there be reme- 
dies, Vll chufe the bett. 

Fred. This morn your excellence was 
pleas’d to think my counfels, Iearn’d, and 
requilite; I wifh your wife opinion may 
not change her faith; there waits a Prictt 
within will. give a {weet and fudden cure to 
your difeafe. 

Theand. \ thank you, Sir, have you ac- 
quainted Phylomont with my defire? 

Fred. He will obey you, Sir,—look where 
he comes. 


Enter Phylomont. 


Phyl. Sir, 1am told, you with’d me here 
on tome affair may much conccsn us both, 
and that our meeting fhould be full of equal 
courtelie. 

Theand. Sir, 1 have done you wrong, 
and mide mine eyes fevere inguificors > 
hind your faults, bur vail’d them when tiny 
!oox’d upon mine own. Tm grown lefs 
ccinp'sace than your felf; fomething I feel, 
which to extenuate with civility ’'d name, 
unrulinefs of youth, though I was wont to 
call’t a fin. 

Phyl. O, is it come to this? Vl cathier 
my new levy’d Troops, we’ll kill no Soul- 
diers, Sir, there’s hope we may beget fome 
now. Theander, {peak ? fhall we preferve 
our Enfigns folded, and proclaim a peace? 

Theand. My Sifter you fhall marry, Phy- 
lomont. 

Phyl. I thank you, Sir, moft heartily : 
You, if you pleafe, fhall marry mine, and 
then do with her what you lift; for Pil 
make bold with yours. 

Fred. This Duke is one of Platu’s Here- 
ticks. 

Theand. Howe’re our inward inclinati- 
ons are molt foul, let us (I pray) enforce a 
little virtue from Hypocrifie, and hide it 
from external vicw. 

Phylo. Ibeander, \ was bred under as 
chafte and modeft Difcipline as any Prince 
alive s and can affect a Lovers tendernefs, 
and decency of fpeech, but not to know the 
order and the courfe of things, were fond 
unmetal’d Ignorance. Is’t nor the cuftom, 
Sir, that we muft marry firft, and then to 
Bed? 

Theand. To Bed, that isto fleep. 

Phyl. Right, if the Bridegroom, Sir, be 
mad, fleep is his Med’cine then, I’m fober, 
I thank Heaven, and know my bufinefs, 
your Sifter fhall find it. 

Theand. All this is news to me, either 
thou knowe(t too much, or I have thought 
a virtue what more pregnant men may term 
a dull miftake; it cannot be, I have a 


{trange inftiné that gives me pleafure in my. 
former faith. Phyl. 


as, 


Phyl. Enjoy it {till, your life and moti- 
on, Sir, you can preferve by immaterial 
fire, we that are forc’d to keep our {pirits 
warm in ficth and blood, muft be content to 
live as other mortals do. 

Theand. \ prethce let’s difpute it bafhful- 
ly3 yet I would learn, is cuftom grown fo 
bold ? firft marry Phylomunt, and ftraight 
to bed! , 

Phyl. To bed, that’s as you faid to fleep; 
and then tween fleep and waking, Sir, to 
touch, as *twere by chance, not purpole, 
and {9 fall into—You guefs the reft. 

Theand. Enough, V’ll hear no more. 

Phyl. But where’s your Sifter ? I would 
fain difpatch. 

Theand. Conduct him to her, Fredeline 5 
this Key will open you the way, if I fhall 
need her pardon to excufe m’ unskiltulnefs, 
intreat it for me, Sir. 

Phyl. Xt thall be eafily attain’d. 

Fred. This is a fervice I have much de- 
fir'd to your Excellence. 

Phyl. Signior, you have deferv’d my 
thanks. [Exeunt Phyl. Fred. 

Theand. This noble youth was by the ge- 
neral voice held moft exact and heavenly in 
the whole demeanour of his life, his judg- 
ment is of late defil’d, or what I feel is no 
Rebellion of my reafon, but my ftrength, 
not a difeafe, but fome odd fawcinefs of 
health, which he doth merrily commend. 


[ Exter Eurithea vail'd. | 


Behold my fair Cathufian now appears, 
whofe purer thoughts and beauty foon will 
turn this new opinion to an herelie. 

Eurith. I was per{waded, Sir, thus vail’d, 
to wait on your commands. 

Theand. ?Tis now ({weet Eurithea) in 
thy power to thew mercy that may fave my 
life. Slaves that are chain’d unto the heavy 
Oar, who labour till they chafe the reftlets 
Waves into a foam, are not inthrall’d like 
me. 

Eurith. Can you belicve, my Lord, your 
griefs are fo contracted to your felf, fo flow 
and lame with their fad weights that in 
this tedious {pace they ne’re could travel to 
my heart? know they have made a vilit 
here, here they are lodg’d; and I could 
with (though ttrangers much unwelcom’d 
at the firft) they never would return from 
whence they came. 

Theand, Thou art too pitiful: but be fo 
fill, chat J may flatter my oppreflions with 
fome hope, if not with remedy, grant a 
requeft which I unwillingly muft urge, and 
thou fhale faintly hear. 

Eurith. Why do I languifh with de- 
lays? call’t not (Theander) a requeft, but a 
command, and jultly confident reveal it 
ftraight. 
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Theand. O that we could exchange intcl- 
ligence with our dumb thoughts, and make 
our meaning known e’re it fhould necd the 
tongue! I cannot, dare not name’t. 

Exrith. You wrong th’ unblemifh’d vir- 
tue of your foul, your contemplation ne- 
ver could create a buiinels fo detorm’d, as 
not deferves to be deliver’d by your voice, 
I figh, and mourn until I hear’, 

‘Theand. VEL mutt fpeak, I would fome 
Northern Froft, that purities the morn’s in- 
fected mitts, would purge my breath, ere 
it arrive unto thine ear. Poor Exrithea, 
you mult marry me, 

Enrith. \s’t this, that fo hath vex’d your 
utterance? more willingly thin 1 would 
leave the black and footy Caves, whcre 
Fiends reflide, to walk i’th’ fragrant dwell- 
ings of the bleft: Lead on, be chearful, and 
recall your health, your Prieft, with cere- 
monious Rites will quickly perfc¢ your de- 
fire. 

Thean. So willingly! ttay Exrithez, can 
you guefs th’intent of what you would per- 
form, of many new and undifcover’d trials 
you fhall make of things, we had not cou- 
rage yet to learn; dark deeds, and pra¢tis’d 
in the night, which when our hatty youth 
fhall ask our wifdom leave, may f{eem per- 
haps convenient, but not good. 

Enrith. Why thould 1 make my medita~ 
tion judge of what your better knowledge 
hath refolv’d? thus I unvail, to tell the 
world I dare i’ch’ open ‘interview of light, 
approve and jultifie your worft and fecret 
thoughts. Theander lead the way. 

Theand. O crucl Stars! I fhall betray a 
Virgin now, whofe innocence is fo extream, 
it yiclds and turns to guilt ? 

Eurith. Why do you ftay, my Lord, and 
ftrive to make, or find new forrows, ¢’re 
the old are lott. 

Theand. Leaveme, my gentle Love; I 
will not go,nor tell the caufe: would thou 
were’t wicked as my felf awhile, that thou 
might’ft know’t: my eyes grow fick "tis 
not fecure to wear thy beauties thus dif- 
play’d. 

Eurith. Alas, thefe are but couz’ning 
forms, there 15 no truth in your delays; I 
know you {poke in the fincerenefs of your 
foul, when you profefs’d our Marriage 
would affift your mind’s recovery. Thean- 
der, come. 

Theand. Dull Fate! where is the vigour 
that I thow’d when our lowd Cannon 
feem’d, to ftifle the affrighted day with 
{imoke, and Rivers flow’d themfelves into a 
new extent, {welling their Tides with hp- 
mane blood? in Lovers foft and fimple 
War, I’m weaker thana Child. 

Exrith. Still more delays! you kill me if 
you ftay. Theand. 


Theand. She is refolv’d, her better An- ' 
gel ture is ever by her fide, no danger then 
can harbour where fhe gocs. and yet I bluth 
as I fhould need her Vail to hide my fhame 
E’re I commie the Sin lead you the 
way. 

Ewrith. This isa ftrange command ! here, 
follow, Sir. 

Theand. Thou little, though imperious 
God ot love, how wile thou fit and {mile 
when thou fhale fee 
To footh thy wantonnefs,and {well thy pride, 
The Bridegroom woo’d, and ufher’d by the 

Bride? [ Exenit. 
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Eater Gridonel, Caftraganio, Arnoldo, 
Jafpero. 

Grid. I will not folow a Platonick Duke, 
fo tell him, Sir, I am infpir’d,and know the 
meaning of the word. | 

Caftr. Be not fo furious, Sir, ’m of your | 
SeG, unlets he fuddenly recant, Tam refolv’d | 
fooner to ferve the great Turk. 

Grid. The Turk! Is he platonically giv- | 
en? 

Caftr. Troth, Sir, not much; he hath 
fome feven hundred of thofe taff’ty crea- 
tures you admire fo, in’s own houfe. 

Grid. Would I were the great Turk but 
for one Months yet tis a chargeable place, 
he cann’t fpend lefs than a Colonels pay in 
Pins among thefe Damfels, befides Mufts, 
and tine white Gloves! Poor Gentleman, 
he lives at a great rate. Caftragan’o, a 
word { Takes him afide. 

Caltr. Be not fo boifterous, Sir, the Pow- 
der works ftran gely. 

Grid. Fetch me your Sifter hither ftrait. 

Cajtr. But for what purpofe ? 

Grid. What’s that to you. Tve occafion 
to ufe her. Something I muft do,I know not 
what ’tis, but I begin to feel fhe will be very 
convenient for me at this time. 

Caftr. It yowll agree upon the wedding 
hour. 

Grid. How long then muft I flay? 

Cajftr. Tilla Licenfe be brought from Pa- 
lermo, and the Prieft have done his office. 

Grid. 1 have not patience to expect till 
then, go bring her hither ftraight 5 difpatch, 
or Vl wear out my Fift upon your {mooth 
countenance. 

Caltras You are too rude, Vil leave you, 
Sir. [ Exit. 

Grid. Deny me fuch a poor requefi? ’tis 
an ill-natur’d Rogue! Come hither, Fajpero, 
have you a Sifter ¢ 

Fafp. Yes, and a pretty one, [thank my 
Stars. 

Grid. Fetch her to me inftantly, I cannot 
fiay. 
Fafp. You mutt have patience till her 
Nurfe have made her ready, Sir. 


Grid. Her Nurfc, what does fhe witha 
Narfe ? 

Fafp. She is at fuck, and hardly fix 
months old. 

Grid. At fuck! nay if the lye at that poor 
Ward, fhe is not for my turn. Arioldo? 
prethee fetch me thine. 

Arnol. 1 would be glad to do my Friend a 
courtefic. Would you had {poke in time, for, 
Sir, introth the’s dead. 

Grid. Ido not like a dead MiftrefS. Well, 
Gentlemen, you muft each ftand Sentinel 
clofe at the Laundry door, and bring me 
the firft prize, no words, it muft be done. 

Arnold. Gladly, we love the employ- 
ment, Sir. 

Fafp. This Souldier has din’d with the 
Devil lately, he’s vildly alter’d 

[ Exit Jafp. Arnold. 

Grid. Ym wondrous hot within, my 
Guts are dry’d to a bundle of match; and 
I breathe Gunpowder. What have I done 
of late, where have I bin? let me confi- 
denit—<——— 


Enter Sciolto. 


Scivlt. Hah! melancholy, Son; thy Cor- 
poral would look merrier when he {ces his 
Feather worn i’th’ Enemies Hat,and’s Knap- 
fack without Bread, tell me, what dott thou 
want? 

Grid. Something that you may help me 
to you, Sir, are old, and well experienc’d 
in the world. 

Sciolt. And thou fhalt have it then: tell 
me what is’¢ ? 

Grid. Why, Sir, a Wench. 

Sciolt. How Boy! make me your Pimp! 
do not vex me, you fhould know I could 
hight in my youth, 

Grid. 1, Sir, any man will fight for a 
Wench. 

Sciolt. You will provoke me, get you in, 
and give attendance to Theander’s marriage 
Rites, *tis ftraight to be perform’d. 

Grid. Alas, I dare not go; there is a 
caufe not fit to be told. 

Sc’olt-You know what’s fit! y’ had belt to 
tellit me. Speak, what’s the caufe you dare 
not go! 

Grid. Sir, I fhould ravith the Bride. 

Sciolt. Are you fo cager bent ? Rare Phi- 
lofopher ? 

Grid. If I but {ce a Prieft, and a Maid by, 
I fhall beat him, Sir, unlefs he do his Office, 
{traight, and marry us. 

Scio. Hah! *tis high time to wear maine 
eyes open. He may chance in this mad fit, 
contract himfelf to fome Inheretrix that’s 
landed on the High-way, whofe Father fells 
fine Crab-fticks, and Hazle-nuts to riding 

Citizens, 
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Citizens. Come, Son, this Key mutt lock 
you ups you fhall remain a Prifoner in my 
Chamber till you grow more tame. 

Grid. Vll not be taken Prifoner, Sir, by.a- 
ny man alive. 

Scio. Nor yet obey your Father; you'll 
not enforce me draw my Sword ? 

Grid. No, Sir, you had not beft. 

S:io. D’you threaten, boy! not beft to 
draw my Sword? 

Grid. No, Sir, fer fear you fprain your 
arm: thefe weak old fellows know not 
what’s good for em. 

Scio. Sirrah, goin, one difobedient word, 
and I will dif-inherit thee. 

Grid My Lord, Pll yield, but if you 
would but lock fair Amadine a Prifoner rth’ 
fame room. 

Scio. Taou Traitor, get thee in. 

Grid. Perhaps fhe would be willing, Sir. 

Scio. Goin I fay. [ Exit. 


Enter Phylomont and Ariola. 


Phyl. Let me a while contain thee in 
mine arms (Belov’d Ariola ) the force of 
Indian winds that fhake the aged Cedar 
from his root fhall not divide us now. 

Ario. Here I would ftay (my valiant 
Phylomont ) till death fhould wave his dart, 
and becken us to follow him unto the hid- 
den fhades, till he thould make by angry 
power thefe kind embraces cold. 

Phyl. How fad and difmal found the fare- 
wels which poor Lovers take, whom defti- 
ny dif-joyns, although they know their ab- 
fence will be thort; and when they meet a- 
gain, how mutical and {weet, are all the mu- 
tual joys they breathe ? 

Ario. Likc Birds, who when they fee the 
weary Sun forfake the world, they lay their 
little heads bencath their wings, to cafe that 
weight which his departure adds unto their 
grief. 

Phyl. Tis true my love: but when they 
fee that bright perpetual traveller return, 
they warm & air their Feathers at his beams, 
and fing until their gratitude hath made 
them hoarfe. 

Ari. My Brother I requeft may be forgiv- 
en, and call not my reflraint his cruelty, 
*¢ hath mended me within, and fll’d me 
with fuch bleff’d defigns, as will deferve 
your wonder and your thanks. Forgive him 
Phylomont. 

Phyl. Our friendfhip is reftor'd, which 
thus I will confirm with vows upon thy {a- 
cred hand, but furely it were better ratif’d 
upon thy baulmy lip, which after abfence, 
decent cuftom will allow to thofe, who are 
delighted when they meet. 

Ario. Your vertues have fuch great and 
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Cafe authority, they cann’t ask what's fit to 
be deny’d. [He kiffes her. 

Phyl. This feems, methinks, a new de- 
meanor, fhe isalter’d much, more tree and 
Kind than fhe was wont. 

Ario. Why dott thou rumimate afide, asif 
thy Meditation were too guilty, or too great 
too be reveal’d. 

Phyl. Give me | thou pretious darling of 
my heart) the priviledge to doubt a little, 
and refolve me ftraits why are thy courte- 
fies fo great now, & fo ealily attain’d, which 
heretotore theu didit deprive me of with 
frowns. 

Ario. It hall be ever thus, my paffion, 
and my thoughts are chang’d5 as Exrithva 
with my Brother lives, fo fhall our conver- 
fation take all liberty, and our falutes be tar 
more amorous and bold, though vertuous 
{till. 

Phyl. This bounty had been excellent, 
when you had priviledge to give, or to de- 
ny but now your Charter’s out of date, 
and mine begins to rule: the Pricft attends 
below to celebrate our Nuptial Rites, which 
is the happy hour that doth advance the 
Husbands Government; come to the Chap- 
pel, ttraight. 

Ariol. A little pawfe; what need we 
marry, Sir? I lately was inftru@ed toa 
clearer choice of our felicity: is it not bet~ 
ter to live thus, in a perfection that we 
know, than to attempt new joys, which 
our unskilfulnefs fhould make us doubt ? this 
is the Angels life; my Brother told me fo, 
and then he breath’d fuch holy Lectures as 
have profper’d much upon my foul. 

Phyl. Not marry (my Ariola?) is that the 
fatal word ? take heed how you are footh’d 
into a ftrange and tond belief. 

Ariol. Your caution (Sir) is only need- 
ful to your felf, can you defire a blefling 
more exaé than this we may poffefs, to live 
in everlafting confidence of what we do, yet 
ftill embrace, and love, although in perfons 
not conjoin’d, united in our fouls ? 

Phyl. Thefe are but trivial documents, 
alas! (’m hardly taught, thus rafhly to re- 
nounce what all the wifer would have taken 
fo much leifure to approves befides, Ariola, 
you much miftake your Brother, for juft 
now I faw him married, the Deeds paft, 
thefe hands gave, and prefented him to Hy- 
mens ule, and he’s preparing for my Sifters 
Bed. 

Ariol. Your Sifters Bed ! (gentle my Lord ) 
beware how you confer a Calumny, which 
all your Orizons, and mine to help them, 
cann’t excufe to Heaven. 

Phyl. Let me conduct you to him} and 
your eyes fhall witnefs my affertion for a 
truths 


Ariol- 
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Ariol. No, Sir, if he be guilty grown, I 
fhall not with to fee him fo; can he recant 
thus foon, the fair Religion he did preach 
with all the fervency of mind? 

Phyl. Do not lament, th’ example you 
fhould rather follow than accufe : come, 
my Ariola, like him we'll marry too, our 
wifdom fhall perfwade us to’t. 

Ariol. Some wicked Spirit ftrives, Sir, to 
betray us both: make tryal of this new un- 
ufual happinefs awhile, live, and converfe 
beneath the {preading: Poplar for our fhade, 
and for variety we'll fit on yonder Rivers 
flowry Banks. 

Phyl. There whifper till we court him to 
delay his journcy to the Sea, and (well, un- 
til he leave his fcaly deaf Inhabitants upon 
the Shore, as tribute to our loves. 

Ariol. 1, Phylomont, thefe are the guiltlefs 
{ports. 

Phyl. Fine holy Dreams indeed, but can- 
not laft, you and I muft marry, ’tis re- 
folv’d. 

Ariol. Banifh that thought, or I will take 
my leave, and be eftranged for ever from 
thy fight. But when reclaim’d, feck me i’ch’ 
mirtle Grove. 

Phyl. Stay; fair Ariola, my reafon fure 
muft laugh at this {ubjeGtion of my faith, 
but I will on, freedom and kind addreffes 
fhe hath ftill affur’d 5 come follow me,like an 
Unwilling Profelyte, I flowly move 
To try the pleafures of Platonick Love. 

[ Exeunt. 


Enter Amadine, Fredeline with a2 Paper, 
and Caftraganio. 


Amad- Difpatch, Sir, it grows late, my 
Lady will expect I wait on her to Bed, the 
intelligence I bring, is full of certainty and 
truth: make your advantage oft with your | 
beft skill. 

Fred. Wilt thou adventure, Amadine, ’tis 
but (at worft) the forfeiture of thy poor 
fervice, which Pi requite with piving thee | 
young Gridonel to be thy Husband, my | 
plots have fo defign’d, why did I order’t 
elfe that he fhould take the Med’cine which 
hath fore’d him to fuch feminine-attempts? 

Amad. Indeed he’s grown more bold 
with me of late, and will come fairly on in 
time. 


Fred. O doubt it not, can my experi- 
enc’d head ftudy in vain? Captain, my in- 
dear’d friend, will you forfake me now, 
when fuch a ripe occafion fhows it felf, to 
give fuccefs unto my hopes? your Sifter is 
content to hazard all. 

Caftr. Tis full of danger, Sir. 

Fred. I will be there my (elf, and ftand 
between your perfon and his wrath. 


Caftr. Tis certain lofs, Sir, of my com- 
pany. 

Fred. How ? what’s a Company that 
brings as trail Revenue, and uncertain, as 
our purchafes at Dice, who'd live, and be 
maintain’d by others deaths? Look here, 
jutt now I caus’d hinyfign this Grant, the 
Provoftthip of Necofi2 newly void, which 
being under’s Hand and Seal contirm’d, no 
new relaple of favour can recall the Gift, 
You fee your Name here, Sir; the feat but 
done, Pll put itin your hand, then ftraighe 
you may take Horte, ride Poft unto your 
Government, your Sifter with you, on fome 
Parfons ftrong tall double Gelding, Sir, kept 
in my Stable forthat ufe ; and then laugh at 
your Patron till he ficken at your mirth. 

Amad. But thall: my Husband Ele& fol- 
low us? 

Fred. And yide as {wiltly as a Scythian 
from a Battel loft. 

Aimad. In my weak judgment, Brother, 
our Rewards are fair, I am refolv’d to ven- 
tare It. 

Caftr. Early ’th’ morning, Sir? 

Fred. Jutt at the firft appearance of the 
light. The Door I told you of, muft be 
the place. 

Caftr. You will be there protected with 
your Sword ? 

Fred. A Captain, and raife doubts, that 
found like fears, come, Sir, all fhall be fafe. 
You to your Lady. Let’s meet i’th’ upper 
Lobby two hours hence, and there confult. 
My chymick fume | have already ta’ne, if 
that fucceed, and this plot thrive, I will re- 
quire no more from my 
Uncertain Fate, nor Art, whofe ufual {cope, 
Is but to pay learn’d induftry with hope. 

| Exewnt. 


Enter Theander, Eurithea, ¢ Table, Stools, 
and Lights fet out. 


Theand. Husband, and Wife, we havea 
calling now; fhews it not ftrange, difquiet- 
ing thy tender ears with founds th’are un- 
acquainted with? Titles (methinks) that 
yet we know not how to wear, we fhould 
be taught behaviour, and fome forms of 
gravity, are they not youthful, Exrithea? 

Eurith. My Lord, I am more ignorant 
than you: if we have ventur’d upon errors, 
we'll conceal them, and forgive our {elves. 

Theand. Her beauty kindles in my breaft 
new fires, before the old are quench’d; wife 
Fredeline told me, our Marriage would pro- 
cure my remedy. Alas! the cure’s to come, 
and now I mutt require’t as cuftom, or a du- 
ty from hers in my nice thoughts ’twill 
teach her impudence. O curs’d difeafe ! 
What fhall I do? 


Eurith. 
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Eurith. Theander, you are Kill perplex’d, 
I thought the holy Prieft had a Mytterious 
power to make thefe troubles ceafe. Did 
you not vow our Nuptials was the means to 
fave your life? 

Theand. ToBed, my Eurithea, it is late. 
They fay the married pair are incident to 
cares, tis fit they fhould fleep, prethee to 
Beds thall I go call thy woman? 

Eurith. My Lord, you are not kind: the 
tedious hours I could contraé& to minutes in 
your company,and wafte them fafter than our 
Village Girls that dance in Meadows all the 
Month of May. Tl take my leave, yet 
boldly too, with all the folemn fweetnefs 
of a Bride [Kiffes. 
My Lord, good night. 

Theand. 1 am intlam’d again, did the not 
take her leave, and fay good-night? then 
whither muft I go? one Bed [ thought kind 
Hymen had allow’d to both, fince by his 
God-head we are made but one; thus it 
is generally receivd : Stay, Exrithea, we 
muft talk. 


Enter Amadine. 


Amad. Madam, your Bed’s prepar’d, fhall 
I undrefs your Ladifhip, or the Bridegroom 
firft? i’th? Province where I liv’d, we us’d 
to calla dozen apron Squires tuncloath the 
Husband, then fow him ina Sheet, and lay 
him on his Pillow, tamely to expedt the 
Bride two hours before fhe came. 

Exrith. Wench, thou art mad! D’ you 
underftand her, Sir ? 

Theand. A little, Enrithea. Do not you? 

Eurith. She talks as 1t were ht we two--- 

Amad. Should lye together, that’s my 
meaning, Madam. 

Eurith. Hence, and leave us, immodeft 
Fool. 

Amada. \ knew ’t would come to to this--- 
Fredeline will find my words true 5 the 
morning may, perhaps, make you both me- 
Jancholly. [ Exit. 

Eurith. This Wench, Theander, hath 
been fam?d for wit; I doubt fhe hath expe- 
rience too in things not decent for th’ ob- 
fervance of Maid. 

Theand. Alas, fhe talks but what fhe 
hears, and in her underftanding {cems pro- 
per and fit ! 

Eurith. That we fhould fleep together in 
one Bed. 

Theand. Indeed it founds moft ftrangely 
to us yet, but ufe will dull thofe fcruples to 
the ear; it muft be done, cultom will be 
obey’d. 

Eurith. Never by us. We'll live to be 
examples, not, Sir, to follow thofe we can- 
not like. 


Theand. Conlider, gentle Love, e’re you 
believe your own opinions belt. Why did 
we marry ? 

Eurith. That’s cafily refolw’d, I thought, 
Theaitder, ome wild fad jealoulic had vex?d 
thy heart with fear of Rivalfhip, and by 
this facred band thou wouldit fecure and 
tye me to thy felf, more fafely to deftroy a- 
nothers hope, though thefe were needlcfS 
doubts. I never gave you caufe to hold my 
love fufpected yet. 

Theand. Thou doft miftake my grief, it 
hath a caufe more foul, which I’d acquaint 
thee with, if it were comely to reveal’t, but 
{ince I have betray’d and led thy guiltlefs 
feet into this facred fnare, *tis fit t? avoid 
the {corns which fingularity and overbafhful 
nicenefs will beget; we'll live as others do, 
as much i’th’ pra¢tifes of night as day. 

Eurith. O Theander\ the {wectnefs of thy 
foul is fowr'd, like Cretan Wines that arc 
too excellent to laft; my Blood thou haft to 
water turn’d, and I fhall foon confume it 
all-in tears. 


Theand. Go, Eurithea, to thy Bed, fleep 


like a Virgin not a Wife, be by thy own 


embraces warm’d, enjoy thy bofom to thy 
felt, away! hafte to thy Bed, Ito my Grave, 
and let my Coffin lye ungarnifh’d in the 
earth, come not to ftrew it o’re with Flow- 
ers: Tam fo peftilent, that I fhould blaft thee 
after death. 

Exnrith. Theander ftay! who knows but 
Heaven may give fuch mighty bleflings to 
my fpeech that ftraight I may perfwade thee 
from thy guilty thoughts ? 

Theand. Never : my breaft is now become 
the burning Prifon of the Fiends, it is fo 
fulpherous and hot, methinks they find their 
punifhment increas’d, and would to cool 
themfelves, return unto their former Hell. 

Erith. O direful extafie! can | hear this 
and live ? 

Theand. Vil tell thee more, to make thee 
flye with {ome kind Angels borrow’d wings, 
from this infeéted Region where I breathe. 
Know all our marriage Vows (which cer- 
tainly were firlt ordain’d for holy ufe) I 
meerly took, as formal helps to my perni- 
tious luft. 

Exrith. Yet ftay, in this fhort tyranny of 
time, thou canft not be fo finful grown, as 
to defpife my pity and my Prayers too! O 
{tay- 

Theand. I dare not, for thine eyes aug- 
ment my fimart, each fimall negleéted beam 
they fhed, I gather up in flames, and quite 
pervert their virtuous influence to a Juttful 
fire. 

Exrith. Thou loft remainder of the no- 
bleft Prince, the active War or wifer Courts 
ere knew, how do I blufh to find my 
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groans and fighs, have lett me breath enough | it that fo emboldens vex’d humanity, makes 


to {peak my lalt farewel. 


us complain, thofe undifcern’d immortal 


Theand. How far is it to Heaven, that yet | governours are often in 
this Ladies mournings are not heard, for if | Their bounty flow, in Juftice too fevere, 
they were, my fufferings and my guilt would | And give not what we beg, but what we 


cea(ey Or cannot our petitions climb, and 
get accefs as nimbly as our faults? O this is 


fear 
[ Exeunt. 


AGT Vo SCENES. 


Enter Theander, Fredeline. 


Lee gladnefs doth o’recome me, 
Fredeline, the ficknefs of my 
blood is gone, my hot and eager thoughts 
grow temp’rate now, my veins are cool 
within, as filver Pipes replenifh’d from a 
Spring. 

Fred. It feems the Philofophers Dofe hath 
done working, ’tis well he is already mar- 
ried. 

Thean. OT am light, more nimble than 
a Dove, or empty Eagles in their mornings 
flights methinks this finful veftment of my 
flefh fhows clean and new upon my foul, 
now I fhall fleep again, and have fuch guilt- 
lets dreams, as I may tell my mother when I 
wake. 

Fred. ’Tis ftrange the operation fhould 
decay fo foon; fome few hours hence my 
fubtle Fume will govern in mine eyes: and 


there I hope continue longer tian his luft 
hath done with him. 

Thean., Vm thinking, Fredeline, how Ex- 
rithea will rejoyce, when fhe fhall find what 
mattery her holy friends above have wrought 
in my behalf. 

Fred. ’Tis now near birth of day, and as 
told you,Sir, to find her pentive in her bed, 
to draw her Curtains, and reveal your felf, 
quite alter’d and recover’d in your mind, 
will by the fudden wonder much augment 
her joy. 

Thean. It mutt be full of pleature, thew 
the way. 

Fred. That’s her Chamber,Sir,but through 
a back door (unlefs her careful woman hin- 
der us) I can convey you to her without 
noife; make me your guide, and move to 
your right hand. 

Thean. 1 {hall be welcom’d and admir’d, 
as I had made my vifit from a Region fo 
remote, that my return would be no more 
believ’d, than from the Grave. 

Fred. Here 1 enjoyn’d my Captain and 
his Sifter {tand conceal’d. If he fhould prove 
too cowardly for fuch a guilt, 1 were un- 
done Sure that’s his voice. 


Enter Caltraganio (in a night Gown wnready) 
and Amadine. 


Caftr. They both are come, {peak louder, 
Amadine, he cannot hear us elfe. 

Thean. Hah! who are thefe? 

Fred. They come from Exritheas Cham- 
ber, Sir, let’s retire to the Arras, and liften to 
their talk 

Amad. Brother, take heed how you dif- 
courfe and boat of your accels, TIheander 
would go near to kill us both, if he but knew 
of this nights revelling. 

Cajir. Doft think I wear my tongue fo 
{lipp’ry in my mouth, thefe are not pleafures 
fit to be reveal’d: away we have faid e- 
nough ? [ Ex. Caftr. and Amad. 

Fred. They have obferv’d your language 
to a Syllable. 

Thean. Sure he did urge my name! and 
{poke as it concern’d my jultice to deftroy 
em both. Who are they, thou know’ft em 
Fredeline ? 

Fred. My indear’d friend; can you be 
guilty of fuch clofe night exercife? 

Thean. Who is thy friend? death on thy 
courteous fears? why doft conceal’t fo long? 
what ishe call’d? 

Fred. Were he my Brother, and thus in- 
jur’d you, my fecrecy fhould never make 
him fafe.. Tis Caftraganio and his filter 
Amadine, the that attends upon your wife. 

Theand. My wife: that title’s new, and 
will grow horrid now! her Chamber was 
their Sphere of revelling: they came from 
thence. 

Fred. Can you think fo, my Lord ? 

Thean. Why dott thou ftrive to leffen my 
belief, with wearing fuch difguifes on thine 
own? Thou faw’tt they came from thence. 

Fred. Sir, if they did, that can infer no 
caufe, to make your reafon fo dilquieted ; 
Are there not many that will have their 
Lovers in their Ladies Chamber whilft the 
fleeps? 

Theander. Her Lover Fredeline’ thou 
wouldft beguile my jealoufie with hopes im- 
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poffible: it is her Brother, think on that. 

Fred. Can Inceft feem fo firange to your 
conceit? the fooner, Sir, ‘for by that means 
th’are fire t” increafe the alliance, of thofe 
Children which they get, and make them 
more akin unto themfelvess; but if the gen- 
tle Eurithea you fufpe& (as be it far from 
my dull thoughts to raifea fawcy fear) let 
me kill him 

Theand. Go, follow firaight : bring me 
his heart, that I may fee it pant and bleed 
within my hand. Kill him, his Sifter too: 
Yet ftay, ftay Fredeline : *tis not the cuttom 
of my foul, to be reveng’d by Deputy, or 
fix my anger where there is not equal 
ftrength and valour to encounter it. 

Fred. But, Sir, if he thould live to prat- 
tle in his Wine, and boaft what he hath 
done ? 

Theand. Gothen, take care thou {ee him 
ftraight imbarqu’d, and Ict fome cunning 
Pilot fteex him toa Coait fo wild and di- 
fiant from this Clime, tha:’s language ne- 
ver may be underftood? not to fecure my 
fame, but in a piteous tendernefs to Eari- 
thea’s Sex. Falfe Eurithea! when 1 had 
purg’d my memory of all my raw unwhol- 
fom thoughts, could’ft thou defile’t again 
with ating what I but unwillingly de- 
fir’d ? 

Fred. ’Tis worth my poor vexation too, 
when I confider how the fcornful, that ima- 
Jign’d the pure celeftial Se of Lovers, 
which you mutually confpir’d to raife, will 
{mile when chey thall hear of this, and fay, 
twas an oid Platonick trick. 

Theand. Leave me, and fee him fuddenly 
imb.iqu’d. 

Fred. Sir, your command fhall be obey’d 5 
but I befeech you not proceed to danger, on 
thefe weak unlucky doubts. 

Theand. This was the caufe fhe did dif- 
{wade me from her Bed, that the might 
make another room, moft Virgin-like pre~ 
tending twas a crime to ask a Husbands pri- 
vilcdye: prethee leave me. 

Fred. I dare not yet my noble injurd 
Prince. [ Exenat. 


Enter Caftraganio, and Amadine. 


Caft. I'm glad the danger’s palt: It had 
been hard to make me venture it, but that 
the Provofifhip was a moft powertul baic. 

Amad. And then to make the rich young 
Grid:nel my Husband too, for all his plots 
are {ure. 


Caft. Bat that which perfected my confi- | 


dence, was thy affurance of the Lady’s ca- 
fie inclination to forgive for,as thou told’It 


me, if the worft fucceed, and we fhould be | 


oe 


young beginners, that are forc’d to hazard 
a little honefty to make ’em rich, and is 
able to procure Theander’s pardon as her 
Own. 

Amad. You may prefume it and rejoice, 
for I have felt her breaft, ’tis {oft and ten- 
der as a Pellicans 


Enter Fredeline,with a Parchment writing, 
and Pocket Inkborn. 


Fred. My noble Captain, and my pretious 
Friend, I will not name what lafting grati- 
tude, your cares and courage have oblig’d 
me to: Men that are hearty and fincere 
come late with promifes, and early with 
their deeds. 


Caf I hope, Sir, though our Dialogue 
were thort, we utter’d your meaning in your 
own words ? 

Amad. My voice was valiant too, and 


lowd enough. 

Fred. All was cxacter than my hopes de- 
fir’'d: and now (jutt dealing, Sir, doth 
ftrengthen love ) there is the Patent for 
your Provoftfhip. Pray put it in your 
Pocket fafe, make choice of all my Horfes, 
ftraight to haften you unto your Govern- 
ment. 

Amad. And fhall my Husband follow us ? 

Fred. Jatt now he’s drawing on his 
Boots. Friend, I implore I may by ev'ry 
Pott have Letters of thy bufincls, and thy 
health; and pretty Amadine,when you have 
Children (as Heaven no doubt, will fend 
you ftore) pray keep them warm, and let 
me eat no Fruit, nor Fifhs, you go untoa 
cold raw Clime, and I defire all your pofte- 
rity might thrive. 

Amad. Icis the kindeft Gentleman. 

Fred. We'll meet i? th’ Stable ttraighr, 

j there have a parting tear or two, and fo 
‘farewel. Mitchicf on my frail memory. f 
'had forgot a written Schedule here, to 
which I mutt entreat your hands 

[ Draws out a Paper, Pen and Ink. 

Caft. How! what is it, Sir? 

Fred. Only a fhort Certificace, that jufti- 
fics you lay with Exrithes, Sirs and Amadine 
mutt needs {ubf{eribe, as witnels that the faw 
‘you in her Bed. 

Caft. You fhall excufe me. 

Fred. Can you deny me this? 

Amad. What w’ have already done car 
raile but his fufpicions, this will make him 
mad. 

Fred. Speak, will you write? 

Cajira. Our other crime if it be found 
may be forgiven, but once conlent to this, 
he?ll grow too wile, Sir, to be merciful. 

Fred» Well, I muft {eek for friendfhip 


conftrain’d to tell the truth, fhe7ll pity} among beatts, there is no courtefic, no 


honetty 
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honefty in men. Determine ftraight, will 
ye fubfcribe 2 

Caftr. You have our anfwer, Signior, pray 
receive’t. 

Fred. Dear Friend I take my leave, {weet 
Amadine, farewe!. Vm forry we mutt part, 
as blind men do, never to fee each other 
more. 

Caltr. Believe not fo unkindly of our 
deftinies. , 

Fred. Never, I fear: for I fufpecting you’d 
deny this {mall requeft, was fain to hire two 
fhagegy ill-look’d Gentlemen, a brace of 
maffie hilted Rogues, who wait bclow to 
cut your throats. 

Cajt. Y’are not in earneft, Sir. 

Fred. Dear Friend, when did you find I 
was in jelt. However, if youll fx your 


Names in writing here, you may go on 
with fafety to your Government 5 {hall they 
come up ? 

Amad. No, no Sir, if they be Rogues, 
and have fuch fhaggy looks: Brother, I find 
he’s mifchievous. 

Caftr. Give me the Paper, Sir. 

{ He writes, and gives it Amadine. 

Fred. Gentle MiltrefS, your name too— 
So, now yeare kind, Jet me embrace you | 
both. And pray look on the Patent, Sir, I 
gave you to affure the Provoftthip. 

[Caftra. takes it out, and opens it. 

Caftrae Hah! here wants the Dukes hand. 

Fred. Right 5; to what purpole pray 
fhould it be there, when the Office is not 
faln. 

Caftr. I'm gull’d, led by the ears too like 
an Als. 

Amad. And fhall I have no Husband, 
Signior? 

Fred. In troth I have been bufied much 
of late, and never {poke unto the Gentle- 
man; befides, | thought y’ had been in- 
clin’d to the Platonick way. 

Amad. Y would my Nails were long 
enough, Villain, I’d flea thee for 1t. 

Fred. Alas, I {mile at Injuries. 

Caftr. Peace, do not anger him: come, 
Sifter, we'll unto my Garrifon. VPve a 
Commiffion for a Company, T hope you'll 
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Fred. You mutt ro Sea. 

Amad. To Sea, VIl drown here firft, or 
ask pardon, and confefs all. 

Fred. Not one word more, on forfeiture 
of life. 

Caftre My wonder makes me dumb, nced 
no threats. 

Fred. You fhall to the Bermudoes, Friend, 
and there plant Cotton whilft your Sifter 
learns to {pin: it is the Duke’s command, 
and till 1 can provide a Ship, I mutt inclofe 
you ina Garret fafe, where you may weep 
and meditate. No howling now, nor cry- 


‘ing, lowd, for fear my ill-fac’d Blades below 


o’rehear’t, and ftraight to qualifie your 
voices cut your throats; nor do not grum- 
ble curfes out, I hold them much unwhol- 
fom in a morning ere] break my fatt. 


[ Exennt. 


Enter Phylomont, Buonatefte, Ariola. 


Phyl. Ym weary of this dull Platonick, 
life: d’you think that Pll fit fighing thus 
(Ariola) under a Poplar Tree, or whining 
by a River fide? either confent to marry, or 
I will ftraight take Horfe, ride to my Pro- 
vince and {eek fome down-right Virgin out, 
that knows Natures plain Laws, though not 
the Art of love. 

Arisl. Can you complain I am unkind, 
or the {weet freedom which I give, is not 
{o much as eithers virtue might allow? 

Phyl. Icisenough! men tHat are fatisfy"d 
with wind and air, may keep Camelions 
company: I’m of another diet 5 I, my learn- 
ed new acquaintance here, Jaughs to con- 
ceive what Hercules and’s fifty Miftreffes 
would have thought of a Platonick, Lover. 

Buon. He would have beaten’s brains out 
with his Club, 

Phyl. Will you confent to marry,fpeak ? 

Ariol. \f Lam powerful with thee, Phylo- 


‘ mont, let me but woo thee to the Woods a- 


gain, and try how my perfwafions can 
fubdue thy mind, unto our former tempe- 
rate love, 

Phyl. No, I thank Heaven; my fage ahd 
Jearncd Author, fhall 1 humble you fo much 


{peak unto the Duke I may enjoy’t. Vm jas go to bid my Followers prepare for my 


{urc his hand is to’t. 


Fred» But yet you'll find a willing {mail} 


miftake- too in that Grant; the Captain is 
no: dead that had the place. 

Caltr. Would I had fpirit but to beat my 
{elf 

Fred. You are a Floremiize; one of the 
fubtle Tribe, that think your Neighbours 
have no brains: I pray belicve you found 
a dull Sicilian once, that could out-wit a 
Tufcan Gentleman. 

Caftr. Yare Matter of your pleafure, Sirs 
whither fhall we go? 


Lenk 


departure hence. 
Buon. Stay alittle, Sir, the Lady may re- 


Phyl. My bopes grow cold. Vil inftantly 
away. 

Ariol.Stay,Phylomont.1 do command thee 
fiay, by the Religion of thy tacred Vows. 

Phyl. One hour T will, upon condition 
too, you walk afide with my Philofopher, 
and liften reverently to his advice. 

Ariol. My reafon’s tortify’d, Jct him 
come in. 


Phyl, 
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Phyt. Away, ule all the force of your ca- 
pacity. 

Buon. Plato fhall lofe one fond dilciple, 
Sir, or Pll go burn my Bookss— — [Excznt. 


Enter Theander and Enrithea, at 
several doors. 


Theand. In this coorfe Pilgrims weed, 
Ifhall enjoy that quietnefs, which though 
great Pringes have the power oft to preferve 
in others,yet can ne’er command unto them- 
felves. 

Exrith. Alas, my Lord, what have I 
done, that you fhould leave me and {ulpect 
my innocence? Why, will you thus become 
a holy wanderer, to feck that happinef$ in 
other Lands, which here you fcorntully for- 
fake? What have I done? 

Theand. Xs thy offence grown up to be 
thy glory now, doft love to hear it told? or 
art thou footh’d with hope it is conceal’d, 
the Stars are witneffes 5 they all grew wea- 
ry of the night, and wifh’d for Clowds to 
hide their radiant eyes, from what unwil- 
lingly they faw ? 


Eurith. Eafe my amazement quickly, or | feries. 


I dye. 

Theand. Thou, Exrithea, and the world 
are grown too falfe and fubtle, for the eafie 
dull fincerenefs of my heart, I will retire to 
Defarts and to Rocks, there feed the winds 
with my continual fighs: until I raife a 
ftorm fhall nightly thake this Palace Towers, 
And give thy flattering confcience caufe to 

fear, 

Though Iam gone ftill my revenge dwells 
here., Exit 
Exrith. O,1 would follow, but my gricfs 

are grown fo burdenfom, they bow me to 

the ground, [She falls. 

How various are the changes ot our fate, 

Now mutt I lofe him, when he’s fafe re- 

ftor’d to all his chafte and noble thoughts : 
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Fred. Your Woman’s falle: her Brother 
fuch a Knave, as were he fent to Hell, the 
Ficnds would crowd together avoid his 
company. 

Exrith. She and her Brother falfe to me! 

Fred. Rife up, I do befeech your Excel- 
lence; and having wip’d away thofe liquid 
pearls from off your beautcous eyes, read 
this and wonder. 

[ She rifes and takes 2 Paper from bim. 

Enritb. O difmal! horrid treachery— 

Fred. There you perceive,he doth affirm, 
he did enjoy your Bed, and Amadine fab- 
fcribes to witnelS what he certitics. 

Exrith. Though they are cruel, I forgive 
them both. 

Fred. That’s heavenly faid: yet mark 
their impudence, this Note they fent to me, 
tintreat me give it tothe Duke, but when 
Ido, let the quotidian Gout ceife on my 
hands. 

Eurith. Sir, 1 believe you'll ftrive rather 
to leifen his fufpicion, than by new contrive- 
ments give it growth. 

Fred. D’ you think tam of humane race? 
this Room is much too publick for your mi- 
I pray retire within, and we'll con- 
fult, how to difpel all thefe inchanted 
Clowds. 

Exrith. You are become the treafure of 
my hope, and will oblige me when my for- 
tune {miles again, unto a gratitude, that 
fhall be great, and fuffer no decay. 

Fred. Already fhe is very kind, I hope 
my fume begins to work, Pll gaze upon her 
ftill until mine eyes melt into hers. [ Exennt. 


Enter Jafpero, Gridonel, Arnoldo. 


Fafp. Your Father fent us to releafe you, 
Sir, you have the houfe at liberty again, he 
fays, he may truft you with’ Women now, 
for there is {uch a blemith found in one of 
the faireft of the Sex, as he prefumes, will 


which way could Iconfent to an offence? I} teach all men: to flye their company. 


ain by fome confpiracy betray’d. 
Enter Fredeline. 


Fred. This Fellow and his Sifter muft be 
fent to Sea with {peed, for fear fome acci- 
dent difcover all. Ezritbea! the molt illu- 
ftrious Princefs of this Mile, look up, fair Vir- 
gin-Wife: alas, why do you weep? 

Eur th. 1 am forlaken, loft! Tbeander is 
unkind, o’recome with jealoufie and {corn. 

Fred. Madam, I think, I partly know the 
eaule, belicve’t, there are more Villains in 
the world, than will appear fo in the 
face. 

Enrith. But, Sir, know you what thus di- 
flurbs my Lord ? 


Grid. Indeed my danger towards wo- 
men’s paft,for whether’tbe with fafting with- 
out my Supper twice, or walking gently 
in my thirt, whilft the Moon fhin’d, I can- 
not tell, but Iam ftrangely alter’d, grown fo 
cold within,as I had lain a whole night perds- 
O’ top o’th’ Alps. 

Arnold. But you were very hot before ? 

Grid. O Arnoldo, thou may’tt be glad thy 
Sifter was dead, I had fo msauld her ai 

afp. ’Twas happy mine was at fuck too. 

i Th’art fate right; for had the 
been but old enough to wear a Bongrace 
on her brow, fh’ad ferv’d my turn. 

Aritold. >Twas a miraculous Feaver you 
was in. 

Grid. Wel), fhall I tell you, Gentlemen, 

believeu, 
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believ’t, I had eaten fome ftrange odd meat, 
the pickled kidney of a Goat, or the rump of 
a Devil broyl’d. But have you heard ofa tair 
Lady that had got a blemith? 

Fafp. Our brave new Dutchefs, Sir, {h’ath 
troubled all the houfe, and in her very bridal 
night they fay, play’d the Adultrefs. 

Grid. How , Gentlemen? pray hear me 
{peaks ve judgment in thefe things. I 
will be hang’d, if the hath not dip’d her 
finger in a French Pye, fome kickthaw made 
of feveral ftrange bits jult {uch as f encoun- 
tred with, and there devour’d the kidney of 
aGoat. Come let’s go feek my Father out. 

[ Exennt. 


Eater Phylomont, Sciolto, and 
Buonatette. 


Phyl. Though I efteem Theander at a rate, 
as if I vallu’d all his victories, and ail the 
honours he hath wone,by conq’ring the my- 
fterious fenfe of books: and add to this our 
loves, begotten in our Infancy, our noble 
fricndfhip of a better growth. Yet Enri- 
thea is my Sifter, and the chiefelt of my 
blood, one whofe virtue and perfection Pm 
fo well experienc’d in, that neither can ad- 
mit my-leatt fufpicion or my fear, th’are 
both abus’d, but if my friend will grow 
too credulous, Pll learn to ute him as my 
Enemy. 

Sciole For my part, Sir, I want inftructi- 
ons, what I fhould believe, and words to 
utter half the difmal wonders I have heard : 
But fure he doth proceed on grounds {0 re- 
lative, as would per{wade the wifeft to a 
jealoufie. Yet on my foul fhe’s clear. 

Phyl. Then there is treachery, let it be 
found ; if he permit my Sifters honour bleed, 
without full arguments to warrant his, fuf- 
pet e’re yet the circuit of one Moon be ad- 
ded to my age, Pll give the people of this 
Province caufe to curfe their Princes negli- 
gence. 

Buo- Your Grace hath found [ve beena 
little profperous of late in your affair, truft 
me with this: be pleas’d to tarry here a 
while conceal’d, you both fhal! find I will 
unty thefe Magick Knots,and ftraight reftore 
the Innocent to fucha light as fhall have 
force to make their virtue {hine. 

Scio. My man, o’Medicines, if thou per- 
form this, although old Aifcwlape had buta 
Cock allow’d him fora cure, thou every 
meal fhalt have a brace of fat cram’d Capons 
at thy board. 


Enter Theander like a Pilgrim. 


Theand. \ {eek thee, Phylomont, and like 
a tnend whofe kindnefs grows upon him 


See 
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necr his death: I come to give thee Lega- 
cies, the Arms I won at Capuzz are thine, 
and thofe Sardinian Horle I chofe tor our 
lat Wars my glories are eclips’d, and I 
will go where there is no need ot policy nor 
ftrength, unto {ome dark and cmpty Wil- 
derneis,where Fame can put her Vrumpet to 
no ufe, where all my danger is leannefs and 
cold, but I fhall live fecure trom Ladies that 
are fair and talfe. 

Phyl. Were Ifo cruel to believe the caufe 
of thy calamity a truth, I would invett me 
too in fuch a homely weed, and wander 
with thee where the Sun, in’s univerfal jour- 
ay, fhould not find us out ? but thou art go- 
vern’d by miltakes, fome treacherous pra- 
Gice hath fubdu’d thy fenfe; tor both our 
fafecies think my Silter fuch, as I pro- 
nounce of thine, I muft not find her in thy 
doubts. 

Thean. O Phylomont! Y have not blood 
enough to ufe in blufhes, fhould I name her 
crime. 

Phyl. Thy paflions I forgive again! but 
mark how much they are mif-led, this learn- 
ed Gentleman, will free difguis’d truth out 
of that Labyrinth, and dif{mal fhade where 
fhe refides, then give an inftant remedy to 
all our griefs. 

Buo. But you mult promife patience, Sir, 
and when I give the fign, retire to th’Arras 
all filent and conceal’d. . 

Thean. Such bleflingsas you promife, fcl- 
dom come from Heaven, P’m {ure no hu- 
mane help can do’t, 


Enter Fredeline creeping in as he were fick, 


Buo. Away, lilten and hide your felves, 
there ftands the Conjurer that I mutt firt 
out-charm. 

Fred. Howam I Planet-ftrack, how fud- 
denly depriv’d offtrenyth, I breathe faintly 
and fhort; like wearied Courfers when the 
Race is done: my finews fhrink, and bear 
me crooked when I move, as J had been 
their load a hundred years. Palfies and 
Agues have poflels'd my joynts, I quiver 
likea naked Ruffian in the {now ; and my 
dim eyes begin to glare and wink, like toa 
long neglected Lamp, whofe oyl is watted 
toa drop. 

Buo. The generous Fredeline? how do 
you, Sir, ? 

Fred. Villain, th’att poyfoned me, the Mi- 
nerals which thou gav°{t me in thy fame were 
full of death ? 

Buo. I muft confefs they were not very 
wholefom [ Fredeline offers to dram. 
Nay be not angry, Sir, you draw a Sword ? 

’Las, poor weak Gentleman! but if you 
could, here at my old friend Archimedes 

waid 
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ward I'd ftand—We Mathematick Moun- 
fieurs have our lines revers’d, and our Stoc- 
cato’s too. 

Fred. This {corn will bring a worfe dif- 
eafe into my Gall, than what’s already in 
my Blood. 

Buon. You have been bred in Cities,Courts, 
and Camps, and weighed the hearts and 
brains of men in your own {cales, would 
feol the wifeft Conclave too, though they 
went ftafting to confult; fo wife, you’d 
make the Devil overfee at Cards, and then 
perfwade him’s horns hung in his light. 
You had your plots, but we dull Bookmen 
have our counterplots. 

Fred. Sir,’tis contefs’d too late. 

Buon. It was not in the power of Art to 
make that fume I promis’d you, elfe you 
had had it, Sir, but this will ferve your turn 
as well, *twill end your luft, and give it 
eafe at once. 

Fred. Have pity on my languifhment and 
pains. 

Buon. Y? are now within the arms of 
death 5 but P’ve a Cordial that may prove 
reftorative, if you will juftly anfwer what 
I ask. 

Fred. All, Sir, and not difguife an Ar- 
ticle. 

Buon. How did you raife this jealoufie in 
the offended Duke? ve heard he found 
two at his Ladies Chamber door, where 
they difcours’d fuch language as inferr’d Ex- 
rithes falle. 

Fred. Sir, they were planted there by me, 
and what they {aid was counterfeit, fuch as 
Ithen appointed them to {peak ? 

Theand. Odamn/’d infernal flave ! 

Phyl. Theld him for a Saint. 

Sciol. Contain your felf, my Lord: you 
fhall hear more. 

Buon. Where have you hid thofe pious 
inftruments ? 

Fred. ’Twas Caftraganio, aud his Sifter 
Amadine; th’ are lock’d 7th’ Garret neer 
the Turret Leads ? 

Theand. Give way to my revenge, that I 
may kill him with my foot, fpurn out his 
monftrous foul 

Phyl. Theander, hold, your anger was not 
wont to ftoop fo low. 

Theand. Your countcl’s timely, Sir, I give 
you thanks; Sciolto bear him from my 
fight : let him and’s curfed inftraments be 
fafely kept. 

Sciol. Do you grin now? a pox o’ your 
mild looks. You took a pretious care o’th? 
Dukes poftcrity ? 

Fred. Pm an unfortunate Platonick Gen- 
tleman. 

Buon. Keep him for juftice, Sir, the Phy- 
fick which he took will quickly ceale its vio- 
lence. [ Exeunt Sciolt. Fred. 
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Enter Ariola, Eurithea. 


Ariol. Where is Theander, that hath 
vex’d the beft and gentleft Lady in the 
world to fuch attonifhment, that the is 
drown’d in tears? 

Theand. Kind Exrithea, pardon me, thy 
fate decreed, that thou who haft fo long 
preferv’d my life, fhouldft by thy mercy 
now have priviledge to give it too. 

Eurith. Reftore me to your love ( my 
Lord) and then your bounty is fo great, that 
all I can beftow will be declin’d, and not 
{eem worthy of your thanks. 

Theand. Things are reveal’d, thou’lt hear 
of horrid miracles; but fure, henceforth I 
fhall not dare to traft my heart within mine 
own inconftant breaft; it muft be lodg’d in 
thine. 

Eurith. I fhall be tender how I give it 
caufe of a remove, *lefs mine go with it 
too. 

Phyl. Ariola, my Philofopher fays his 
Lectures pierc’d quite through your tender 
ears. 

Ariol. Well, Sir, y’ had beft to take me 
whilft my new Religion isi’th’ fit; he has 
moft mighty reafons, and a fluent tongue. 


Enter Sciolto and Gridonel. 


Phyl. To th? Chappel then, my bufinefs 
will lie there. 

Sciolt. The Villain is imprifon’d, Sir, and 
his Confederates acknowledge all that he re- 
veal’d, for an unhappy truth. 

Theand. My Eurithea mult become their 
Judge. 

Enrith. That will but hearten others to 
do wrong, for mine will be an eafiedoom. 

Sciolt. Pray, Sir, be known to my Phi- 
lofopher. 

Theand. 1 mult embrace him for my 
Friend. 

Sciolt. Well, he hath done ftrange feats : 
you took a powder, and my Son too, there 
was n0 harm intended. You fhall hear all 
within, perhaps find caufe to {waddle my 
old Hide. 

Grid. By this hand, Sir, were you not my 
Father, I would begin; I thought y’ had 
powder’d me, tis well the heat is paft. Lord, 
how I dream’t of Tafhty Kirtles, French 
Gowns, and fine Italian tires, that hung(me- 
thought) by my Bed fide. 

Seivlt. Son, Pll requite thee with a wifes 
my friend hath fo behav’d himfclf tor the 
credit of the Arts, that PIl be at charge 
of a Primmer, and aFcfcue till thou learn 
to read. 

Phyl. When Pm married, Sir, I ftraight 

command 
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command you hear this brisk Philofopher | Yet we (my Evrithea ) have a while fo rul’d 

one hour upon that Theam. each other with nice fears, that none here- 
Buon. Wile Nature is my Miftrefs, Sir, I} after will in civil kindnefs doubt 

fhall demean my felf moft ftoutly in her There are Platonick-Lovers, though but 


caufe. few, <- 
Theand. Then furely I muft yield: Come,} The Sect conceal’d , and ftill imagin’d 

Phylomont, your Nuptiel Rites perform’d, new. 

lets all enjoy the treafure of his knowledge. [Exestt omness 


EPILOGUE. 


Nto the Mafculine Icanaffurd (word: | The richeft Bleffings of bis fortune lies, 

By ftrict Commiffion fearce one courteous | With fuch obfequious homage he doth greet, 
Our Authour hath fo little caufe to boaft As he would lay bis Laurel at your feet: 
His hopes from you, that be efteems them loft, | For you (be knows) will think that Dottrine 
Since not thefe two long hours amongit you all good, 
He can find one will prove Platonical , | Which entertains the mind, and not the 
But thefe foft Ladies, in whofe gentle eyes | Blood. 


FINIS. 


THE 


Tragedy of Albovine, 


King of the Lombards. 


To the Right Honourable the Earl of Somerfet. 


My Lord, 


Ove U read this Tragedie, and fmil’d upon't, that it might live: and 
therein, your Afercy was divines for it exceeded your Juftice. My 
Numbers I do not fhew unto the publick Eye, with an ambition to be quickly 
known; (for fol covet woife, not fame) but that the world may learn, with 
what an early hatte, I {triveto manifeft my fervice to your Lordthip. Ihave 
Imaginations of a greater height than thefe,which I do alfo dedicate to your 
Lordfhip. And I thall live in vain, unle( you ftiil continue to acknowledge 


Your humbleft Creature, 


D’avenant. 


Upon the Tragick Mufe of my Honoured 
Friend, Mr. William D’ avenant. 


UR ftately Tragick, Scene (whofe high 
difdzins. 
Slight bumble Mufes) courts thy lofty trains: 
And with ambitious love doth climb the Bays, 
Whofe ample branches ber bright glory rays : 
Whence (as from Heaven) her fpacious eye 
doth view 
Of ftoryed tears, and blood, the heavy crue 
How long they crawl, (while fhe far more 
Divine! ) 
Sides great Sejanus, and fierce Cateline: 
Where, in calm vertue, (be more {weet doth 
{how 
Than Jove, when be in Golden drops did flow: 
But if in Stygian Lake her veins fhe fteep, 
Her act infernal runs fo horrid deep, 
As faints Medea: makes th’ Herculian rage 
Seem 2 tame patience to thy ravifht Stage. 
Had ftern Achilles breft fuch fury known 5 
His Story had turn’d Miracle, and grown 
Too much for bis great Poet, unlefs Fate 
Had rackt his {pirit up to thy high rate. 
Rajh Imitation at thy heavenly Ayr, 
Intombs faint Envy in a juft defpatr. 


Hen. Blount. 


To his Friend, Mr. William D’ avenant. 


THY fhould the fond ambition of a 
friend, 
With fuch induftrious accents ftrive to lend 
A Prologue to thy worth ¢ Can ought of mine 
Inrich thy Volume? thaft rear’d thy felf a 
Shrine 

Will out-live Piramids; Marble Pillars fhall, 
E’re thy great Mufe, receive a funeral: 
Thy Wit hath purchas’d fuch a Patrons name 
To deck thy front, as mujt.derive to Fame 


King of Lombardy. 
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He vows, by cool Elizeum (from whence 

He breath’d the valiant oath) he would dif- 
pence. 

With all thofe joys that court his foul, to fling 

His open’d breft upon the poys’nous Sting 

Of rougher wars, if the triumphant Bays 

Sprung from thy Ink, might crown bis fecond 

This is a Poets heights conquelt by thee (praife 

Deferib’d, becomes a double u2Giorye 


Rich. Clerk. 


To my deferving Friend, the Author. 


WW thofe Tragedians, whom the world 
fo fame, 

For their ingenions and admired train, 

Alive, to fee this Poem, and thy Name, 

Afhamd they'd dye, finding their Lines too 
vain. 

Were that pure Spring the winged-hoof brought 

Wanting fupply, dry’d up, thy abler Pen(forth- 

Would work a fecond wonder by its worth, 

Tn making it a running ream again. 

Be then affur’d, this Tragick ftrain fhall live 

A pattern for th’next age to imitate, 

And to the beft wits of our times fhall give 

Fuft caufe of envy, for thy learned Fate. 


Rob. Elice, 


To his noble Friend, the Author on his 
Tragedy of Albovine. 
lie gelid North grows warm, aud by 
thy fire 
Cold ignorance exil'd. The Virgin Quire 
O th’ foft-bair’d Mufes leave the Thefpian 


Spring, 
To tread a fun’ral Meafure, whillt you fing 


Thefe Tragick raptures, and indent with Eyes | This Tragick Story. With fad plaints of love 


To fpend bot tears, tinrich the Sacrifice. 
Ed. Hyde. 


To my honoured Friend, the Author, on 
his Tragedy of the warlike Albovine- 
whofe Fate in war had 


Ge Albovine, 
cut (fbut 
His paffage through the neigh’ ring Earth, and 


Large Provinces within his grafping palm, 
Had funk from honour inthe patient calm. 
Of along filenc’t Fame, had not thy pen 


(With foaring language) rais’d him up again. | Sure fent by thee) affaults my merry [pleen 
Wi 


| Fam’d Orpheus charm’d rude beaps, did Ce- 
{ dars move, 
Forc’d Mowntains from their ftation: but thy 
Hath now amaz’d the fiery fouls of men (Pen 


Will. Habington. 


To my Friend, Mr. D’avenant. 


| CCarce home return’'d, but ftraight I find 
great Fame 
Ayring her wings to {pread abroad thy Name. 
One of the Nine (before of me ne’re fen, 


t 
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With mighty Verfes and makes me laugh at 
thofe 

That are fo dull, to melt their thoughts in Profe. 

I wilh her profprous flight, may fhe return 

With happier wings, if happier may be worn 

My flame is {pent I dare not undertake 

Thy praife, who am but newly for thy fake 

A fierce Poet, and doubtle{s bad been one 

Ne’r but for thee, or elfe had been unknown. 


Rog. Lort. 


To his much honour’d Friend, the Author. 


ET wot loud Envy’s fulph’rous blafts caft 
forth 

Venom d afperfions on thy noble worth : 
*Gainjt fawcy Criticks thou need’{t no defence, 
Whofe Jacred lines, arm’d with freet eloquence, 
Are proof again{t their cenfures,who d prophane, 
With their bold breath, the glory of thy firain: 
Wife Fame fhall fing the praife of thy deferts, 
And wyce thee glorious both in Arms and Arts. 
Whillt thou, relealt from the Wars fad mifhaps, 
Refts in foft dalliance on the Mufes laps 
Thofe beautious Ladies love fhall high advance 
Thy fame, whofe worth exceeds my utterance. 


TheirTragick falls,who in thy Scenes appear, 
Shall on thefe Monunents fair Trophees rear 
Unto their Fame, Thus are thy works become 
To be to them, as their Elizium. 


Tho. Elice. 


To his worthy Friend,Mr.-William D’ avenaut 
E AST thon unmaskt thy Mufe? And (hall 
the Air 

Breathe on her matchle{s Fabrick? then repair 

To fome foft cenfure, left the churlifh fence 

Of Ignorance accrues thy recompence 5 

And hudwinkt Error do fuprife the Fame 

Due to thy Story, and Verona’s name, 

Whofe limits Plinies and Catullus bred 

But in thy Mufe her joys are centupled : 

For her invention, truth, rare wit, and (tate 3 

Copper-lac’d Chriftians cannot perfonste. 

HerTragick Scenes like well-tun’d Chimes ith? 
Skie, 

Leave Time lond Ecchoes of thy memory. 


H. Howard, 


The Adors in this Tragedy. 


Albovine, King of the Lombards. 

Paradine, A captive Seuldier, his Favourite. 
Hermegild, 4 captive Statefman, the Queens Favourite. 
Grimold, 4 rough old Captain. 

Gondibert, 4 Captain, bis friend. 

Volterri, .4 Souldier, friend to both. 


Cunymond, A Courtier. 
Conrade 
Frollo, 

The Governour Of Verona. 


2 Hes Companions. 


Rhodolinda, Captive, and Queen to Albovine. 


Valdaura, Wife to Paradine. 


Thefina, 4 Court-Lady. 
A Page To Paradine. 
A Gentleman, 4 Meffenger. 


The Guards, Servants, and Attendants, Ge. 


The Scene VERONA. 


—_— 


King of L 


AGT. 


ombardy. 
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SCENE I. 


Enter Paradine, Grimold, Gondibert; the Drunzs ceafing. 


Parad. Ive the word aloud ? 
Grim. Stand. 

Within. 1.Stand! 2.Stand! 3.Stand! 

Parad. Our motion has been {wift: we 
out-march time. Verona (which with the 
mornings dim eye we feem’d to view like 
Land{cape afar off) is our full object now. 
She muit repent; our King is Steward unto 
Fate; and all receive from him their defti- 
nies. 

Grim. Sure, the Governour flceps. My 
Lord, ist fit we wait upon fuch Silk- 
worms? 

Parad. Since we attain’d the Town not 
by affault, he fhal! exprefs humility enough 
to meet us at the Gate. 

[Enter Hermegild. 

Gond. Here comes Hermegild. 

Herm. Hail, my noble Paradine! the 
King mutt hold my nature much excus’d, if 
I do greet his fafe approach with love, lefs 
violent than I expreds to thy rich foul. 

Parad. E’re I return your kind falute, I 
would after your fair charge enquire. Say 
the Queen imiles in captivity, my Valdaura 
hurts not her health with grief; then I have 
heard enough to make me cherifh life. 

Herm. Rhbodolinda doth become her title 
and her birth. Since depriv’d of popular 
homage, fhe hath been Queen o’re her great 
felf. Yn this captivity u’cr paffionate but 
when fhe hears me name the King, and 
then her paflion’s not of anger, but of love 
love of her Conquerour : he that in fierce 
Battel ( when the Cannons fulpherous breath 
clouded the day) her noble Father flew : our 
Royal Matter once; now funk into his foil; 
where like the Lilly wither’d, he never fhall 
renew his growth agaiv. My memory di- 
fturbs my Tongue! your fair Valdaura 
makes the Queen her rare and jult example, 
and is in patience, Sir, a miracle. 

Parad. Know, Hermegild, no hafty mi- 
nute pafs’d (Since theis captivity) wherein 
Tfail’d to be a futor to the King for both. 
But he’s in kindnefs prompt, and {till doth 
fpeak like Mutick, when he Rbodolinda 
names: you hear tis his edict we call her 
Queen ? 

Herm. Thy vanquifh’d Country owes un- 
to thy fame a Pyramid! the captiv’d Vir- 
gins of our Nation fhall in their laft Dirges 
fing thy praife. O, could grow old within 
thy fight. Something we now mutt talk to- 
gether, and Heaven will litten to’t, as to the 
preath ©£ Saints —— 


Parad. Y knew we thould have ufe of 
conference : which made me beg the lead~ 
ing of the Van, the more t’affift our meet- 
ing. 

Herm. Afford your ears in private. 

Grim. Though Paradine look flourifhing, 
and likea flame of triumph, (as if his Fa- 
ther furfeited in fome o’re-grown City when 
he got him) yet he hath in him feeds of war, 
bold thoughts, and we i’th? Camp, elteem 
him honett too. 

Gond. He is our Kings Minion, fleeps in 
his bofom. 

Grim. True, and the Royal Fool greets 
him with fuch ravenous kiffes, that you 
would think, he meant to eat his lips. 

Gond. The Captive captivates the Con- 
queror. Three Moons have not expir’d thcir 
ufual change, fince he was prifoner to the 
King though now his Favourite. 

Grim. Th’ art too loud! If thou’lt talk 
fafely, go get a fore throat; hoarce men 
{peak low. The captiv’d Rhodolinda (whole 
Father Albovine depriv’d of life and King- 
dom ) hath with fuch amorous fubtilty be- 
hav’d her felf, that A/bovine is now her Pri- 
foner. This martial progrefs was but made 
tovilither. She makes him guilty of Ido- 
latry, asthe afcends, her Country-men mult 
rife. 

Gond. Youhave call’d that Hermezild her 
Creature ? 

Grim. He was her Father’s Counfellor; « 
man created in the dark: he walks invifib- 
ly; he dwels in Labyrinths; he loves {i- 
lence: but when he talks, his language car- 
ries More promi(cuous fenfe, than ancient 
Oracles. So various in his fhapes, that oft 
he is difguis’d from his own knowledge. An 
errour much incident to humane Politicks, 
who ftrive to know others more than them: 
felves. 

Gond. Obferve their complement. 

Grim. Pox o’ thcfe French Jigs? Cour- 
tiers always dance. This is to Hermegild 
meer lechery: this wanton gefture doth ob- 
{cure thoughts of fuch confequence and- 
weight, as hang like Plummets on his heart. 
Puradine is a fott, eafie Fool, and mult be 
puld. 

Herm. O my {weet Lord 

Grim. Now the motion fpeaks. 

Herm. Such indeerments would too much 
impoverifh my gratitude: yet, tis mect our 
actions carry fmooth equality, your confent 

malt 
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muft further all my futes. You are the Kings 
Jewel, and hang richly in his car. 

Parad. Youare pretious unto her, whom 
loud noife already calls our Queen: fair 
Rhodolinda ! we may (if they prove natural 
and kind) govern the Nation that hath con- 
quered uss gain our Country liberty, and 
yct not ftray from noble Arts: fuch hopes 
our free embraces prophefic. The King. 

[ Loud Mufick; 


Enter Albovine, Frollo, Conrade, 
Vollterri, Oc. 


Froll. Your Troops (Sir) are fo divided 
into mix’d Files, that to the City you do 
march between thick walls of men. 

Alb. Let my Horfe-Guard bring up the 
Reer. Wl {port with war. We have no 
ule of But of magnificence. 

Voll. The order is already given. It was 
your Royal will, cach Squadron fhould dou- 
ble their march. 

Alb. My Boy, Ubring thee home my chief 
Trophy: thou doft delight me more than 
Victory. Retire; Iam in love too violent. 
My embraces hurt thee, thou art but yet of 
tender growth 

Parad. My Country-man would kifs your 
Royal hands, and then expect no greater 
happine(s till he arrive in Heaven. le hath 
done your Rhodolinda fervice 

[ Prefents Hermeg. on bis knee to the King. 

Herm. Rhodolinda is your humblett cap- 
tive. She inferts you often in her Prayers, 


rebellious envy can find their loathed Man- 
fion. Flattering joy {wells big cach loyal 
bofom. All implore you as their fafecy 5 
who hath hufh’d the noife of difcord and 
loud war. : : 

Grim. The Rafcal flatters, as if he had 
ferv’d his Prentifhip in Court. 

Alb. Th’ aft done me jultice, Governour, 
and knoweft the way to make me thankful, 
but not proud. Tunderftand thou haft with 
honour’d fafety preferv’d thofe Jewels to 
thy charge committed, (my Rhodolindaard 
my Boys Valdaura) and {0 increas’d new 
motives of our thanks. 

Gover. Heaven has made your memory 
too humble, thus ts record your Creatures 
fervice. 

Alb. Let now the weary Labourer ruft 
with cafe, and releafe his Tecm, ana his in- 
duftrious Plough. Let him fing glad Is to 
the ruttick Powers that guard his Fields, and 
unto me. 

Govern. It is by you we are: no warlike 
Ram, nor battering Engine forc’d a bloody 
entrance through our thick walls. It was 
the powerful breath of your victorious fame, 
that conquer’d us. To that we yielded: 
which as a rough blaft that pofts from the 
cold Artick Pole, hath born before it cap- 
tiv’d Nations. 

Alb. By Heaven a good old man; if he 
be learn’d, I'l have him write my Annals. 

Grim. Indeed he looks like a Chronicler. 

Alb. Paradine? inform him of my deeds. 
Thou hatt beheld my difcipline full of thape 


and call’d it my chicf duty to prefent her; and order, when confuiion did opprefs the 


truc fervice to your Majctty. 


| Foe, and {tified them in throngs. Huh! 


Alb. Her name doth enrich our Language. | look! Rhbodolinda’s come to gild our Tri- 


My Boy can witnels that I love her: Rife, 
and expect Honour. 


Enter Governour of Verona. 


Govern. High and facred Majefty! Vero- 
na hath unhindg’d her wide Gates: proud 
to admit the Fate of Kingdoms. Our crook- 
ed Matrons forget their age: and (as the 
ragged Earth at the Springs warm ap- 
proach) look frefh, and young, to entertain 
you. Our timorous Virgins (with the bold 
Youth) join in one wanton Quire to fing 
your welcome. 

Grim. How the Spanicl fawns, caufe he 
dares not bark ? 

Govern. Th’ amorous Vine clips not the 
fhady Poplar with fuch regard (about whofe 
moflic waift fhe hangs a {miling Lover. ) 
Our City is by the reflection of your bleft ap- 
proach like Pelion deck’d, whom Tyshon’s 
Miftrefs (leaving the weeping Eaft) with 
brightnels gilds. There’s not a wrinkle 
left in all Verona, wherein pale forrow, or 


unsph ! 


Enter Rhodolinda, Valdaura, Thefina, 
and Attendants in mor iing. 


Parad. Aud my Valdawra too! let Na- 
ture fhew a third objeét fo delightful, well 
{wear fhe is not old, nor her firft materials 
watted, but in creation ftill retains her for~ 
mer ftrengih and skill. 

Alb. But why (my beauteous Captive ) 
art thou ftill in Sables wrapp’d ? 

Rhod. Your Starsid you be happy. My 
crols Fate, like the Raven, crokes a Fune- 
ral note: this mourning, habit, but paints 
forth the grief that chains my foul in dark- 
nefs. And filial love commands me mourn 
for him, whom you too foon depriv’d of 
lite, my conquer’d Father. 

Alb. Let his afhes reft at quiet in their 
Urn. His Ghott long fince hath wath’d a- 
way the memory of his Fate in flow-pac’d 
Lethe. Take me, modeft fair, into thy bo- 
fom; hide me there! O, my glad foul,how 

full 


King of Lombardy. 


full is thy content ? Now thou fear’d thing, 
that guid’it the heavenly Empire, rend all 
the murmuring Clouds, and dart thy Thun- 
dex << me: Tam fafe. 

Rhod. My captivity muft needs feem ea- 
fie, whilft the Conqueror proves fo kind. 

Alb. \ could gaze thus on thee, till my 
wonder did convert me into Marble; and 
yct my foul would in her felf retain a fire, 
lively as that which bold Prometheus ftole. 
Were the world return’d to th’ antick Cha- 
os, thy look would force the warring ele- 
ments into a facred orders and beget a har- 
mony like this they now enjoy. 

Rbod. You are too powerful in your 
{peech. 

Alb. Yet when I value thus thy excellence, 
let me not forget my own high being. Pve 
humbled alk the Nations of the earths 
brought home as {poils the whole wealth of 
Nature: yet Rbodolinda, nought like thee. 
Let me whifper my content, for foft mufick 
moft delights the female ear. 

(They walk afide. 

Parad. Why, my dear Valdaura, dott 
thou fulpeé& me? let hungry death feize on 


my honour, before it feize on me, if in my | 


breaft I entertain a thought unlawful. 

Vald. 1 cfteem you (Sir) a friend to vir- 
tue, and in that hope would cherifh all 
your love. 

Parad. In thy fair brow there’s fuch a 
Legend writ of timerous chattity, that it 
doth blind th? adulterous eye. Not the 
Mountain Ice (congeal’d to Chriftal) is fo 
frofty chafte as thy victorious foul, which 
conquers man, and man’s proud Tyrant- 
paffion. But I am too rough for Courtthip, 
the foft harmony which wanton peace in. 
ftrudts the tongue to, make, I have forgot. 
Troft me (bright Maid!) I love thee dearly. 
Though Ive found thy heart like Pibble, 
{mooth, but ftony- 

Vald. Yve heard my Mother fay: the 
curled youth of Ita/y, were prompt in wan- 
ton ftcalths, and finful Arts. Till time had 
given meaffurance of your noble thoughts 5 
twas fafe to doubt your love. But nowl 
‘with I were more worthy, and then would 
prove more liberal of my felf. 

Parad. Let me enjoy thy hand! that fo 
attracts my foul! We will (e’re night her 
black Curtain draws.) make compleat this 
love, with marriage Rites. 

Alb. How now, Boy! is my intereft fo 
decay’d in your perfon, that you give away 
your {elf without my leave! 

Parad, Humbly on my knee, I beg the 
vulgar priviledge due to all hearts. To 
love, and not enjoy, is a torture, I cannot 
{uffer long, and fill remain poffe(s’d with 
breath. 
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Alb. Thou hatt thew’d me phytick for my 
pailion. Take him, Valdaura, and be proud! 
"Tis I that love him: nor fhall your joys be 
fingle. Pll make the number yet more full. 
This day we'll confecrate to Hymens ute. 
Behold your Queen (who though my Cap- 
tive ) for her birth and beauty, is the firft of 
Queens. 

Govern. High Heaven increafe your joys! 

Herm. And may you live together until 
time fhall ficken with his age. 

Froll. Conrad. Long live Albov'ne, King 
of the Lombards ! 

Herm. Cry up Rhodolinda too! 

Froll. Conrad. Live Rhedolind., 
of the Lombards! 

Alb. Governour! "tis our will that you 
expect honour, and true fafety. Your Ci- 
ties love J thall perceive by popular noife, 
and your behaviour in this great Solemni+ 
ty. Let the Sun {miles the Wind {port 
with our Plumes! this day let fick-men too 
forget to groan. 

Let all glad Hymns in one mix’d concord 

fourtd, 

And make the ecchoing Heaven your 

mirth rebound. 

[ Exeznt all but Grimold, Volterri, Gon- 

dibert. 

Grim. The King’s head muft now convert 
to rotten wood. 

Gond. Why, Grimold? 

Grim. That Court Earwigs may live 
there, and devour his brains. Doft not per- 
ceive how they begin to creep into his ears ? 

Gond. Generous fouls are ftill more fub- 
ject to credulity. 

Grim. He isa Germanin his drink: bu- 
fied with a wanton pride, which his Flat- 
terers admire for mirth, but his friends do 

ity. 
; Vollt. He fhould be told his fins. 
Grim. By whom? Vollteri, now the King 


ueen 


forfakes the Camp, he muft maintain luxu- 


rious mouths, fuch as can utter perfum’d 
breath, and thele ftraight compofe a Fadti- 
on, engrofs his ears. ‘They limit ftill his 
converfation. Even as the flow finger of 
the Dial doth in its motion circular remove 
to diftant Figures: fo by a fubtle leifure 
they do prehx the hours, when he mutt 
change his rotten Parafite, for one more 
skilful, how admire, and praife. No ho- 
neft tongue can ever interpofe to tell him he 
is mortal. 

Gond. It is the chief mifery of Princes, 
ne’er to underftand their own crimes, to fin 
in ignorance. 

Grim. True, his Confeffor, that in fight 
a Patriarh feems, will gain by flattery, and 
fuper{cribe unto the King, as to the Pope 
Chis Holinefs.) But Gondibert, whom en 

claves 
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claves here in Court-do canonize for Saints,, Goud. Grimold, {peak low. 


will {carce be admitted in Heaven for An- Grim. She’s none of thofe that on their 
gels | heads advance high {wage’ring Plumes, like 


Vollt. Now Rhodolinda is become his Ri- | a gay Forehorfe ina Country Teem. O,fhe’s 
vil in high Soveraignty, the will permit | worth the tempting / 
no errours but her own: the King muft; Voll. Doft thou fo commend her vir- 
mend what fhe miflikes. tues, and yet wouldit thou tempt her un- 
Grim. She gives us leifure to expect her | to vice ? 
charaéter, Women make themfelves more Grim. That’sa trick I learnt of the De- 
known when they do rule, than when| vil. Thofe that are virtuous, need his temp- 
t.Y obey. tation, the wicked have power enough to 
God. Valdaura is enrich’d with a {weet- | damn themfelves. 
nefs fo religious, that Paradiae mut fin in Gend. Hark how they fhout! away Gris 


private, or need no mercy- mold, or we {hall lofe the Triumph! 

Grim. Th’ aft nam’d her! though my | Shouting within. 
obdurate fufferance in ative war hath quite Grim. Room for Cuckolds, whofe horns are 
depriv’d me of all amorous thoughts. fo high. 

Though not thefe forty Winters, I have} They bore the Moon, as fhe frisks in the 
{een any of her Sex but Sutlers Wives. Skie! 
When I fee her, I grow as proud and as [ Exeunt omnese 


nimble as her Paradine. 


ACT I, SCENE: 4 


Enter Grimold, Gondibert, Vollterrt. 


Grim. His Peace makes me rotten and Froll. Not by mune, Sir. 
dufty. I live like a Cricket ?th’? | — Cuay. Nor yours, Conrade ? 
corner of an Oven. Pox o’ thefe o’regrown Conrad. They are men of China, for ought 


Citics. To be valiant here, is to forfeit ones } I know. 
freedom : and thefe furr’d Gowns hold, Cuny. Then they muft out. Gentlemen, 


there is no fin fo great as poverty. turn out, and leave the Prefence. 

Gond. Thou art as melancholy as a lean Grim. "Sdeath, Sir? dye make us Dogs? 
Judge! Voll. Come draw your Bodkins forth! 

Grim. I, or a corrupted Officer at the | Gund. Draw i? th’ Prefence? art thou 
noife of a Parliament. In this divifion of | mad ? 
unvalued Trophies, Territories valt and am-| Grim. How he fiands? he is created of 
ple Cgain’d partly by my fweat) not a fin- | Starch, and dares not ufe a boifterous mo- 
gle Acre falls ta my thare. tion, left he fhould fall in rumples. 

Cuny. Sir, you may {peak like a Cannon! 
Enter Cunymond,Frollo, Conrade, Ser- | but you hall either 30, or——_—_ 
vants with a Banquet Grim. Or what, Sir ? 


Cuny. Or ttay, Sir. 
Cuny. Bear back there! they thruft as if Conr. By heaven, he fhal! do one,Sir 
they meant to get me with child Froll. Nay, Captain, do not lock as if 
Froll. You, Sirrah! d’ye get the KingsOf | y’ had drunk Vinegar. You muft, or go, 


ficer with child ? or ftay, Sir [Loud kuocking. 
Conrad. Bear back there! or we'll put ye Cuny. Hey! we are tumbling in a Drum. 

to the charge of Suigery Within. Fellows o’ the Guard, make way 
Cuny. Difpatch, Fellows! there! Oflicers open the door——. 
Gondib. Is not that Cunymond ? Cany. Bear back there ! Gentlemen / what 
Grim. The fame. He is a great Atirolo- | d’ycincan? pray bear back ——_ 

ger. The meer Anatomy i’th’ front o’th’ | Load Mufick. 


Kalendar- You may know where the Sigwn is 

by fore toy in’s habit, which he removes as | Enter Albovine, Rhodolinda, Paradine, 

the Sign removes. Valdaura, Hermegild, Tietina, éc. 
Cuny- Frollo, did they enter here by your | 

permilfion ? _ Herm. Phebus willbe thought more rafh 


| ' 
! thar 


then Phaeton, if now he haften to the Weft. 
Sir, this glorious day, merits wella longer 
age, then what is limited to all within our 
Kalender. 

Alb. Hermegild, thy free heart adds to our 
triumph! 

Grim. Sir, Pve fome few words, I needs 
muft utter: fince my laft fervices in Hungary, 
you remain on my Tally {ix thoufand 
Duckats: I’m loth to skore up ftill, and pay 
my felf with my own Chalk. 

Alb. Wouldft have thy foul difmifs’d a 
natural way? 

Grim. 1 would not ftarve, look like a 
parch’d Anatomy. Pay your debts, Sir! 

Alb. Y never met with boldnefs until 
now! my courage is quite puzl’d! 

Grim. Do your ears blifter to hear this? 
my breath is wholefom. I fay, Sir, pay 
your debts ! 

Alb. Sure, thou art fome fpirit! I cannot 
kill thee! 

Grim. In this divifion of the Lands, I 
help’d to conquers Tain not furnifh’d with 
a Mole-hill fora pillow. 

Alb. Hermegild fat chief in the Commit- 
tee for divilion of thofe Lands: bid him re- 
ward your fcrvice: betides, I miftake the 
cuftom, or tis my Treafurers office to pay 
my debts, not mine. 

Grim. No, Sir, (thanks to your Royal 
thrift ) it is your office to pay all; your 
Treafurers cuftom to pay nothing. 

[ Thrujts him away. 

Alb. Do not interrupt my marriage Rites! 

Grim. I cannot take your reference for 
payment. 

Alb. Would thou wert dead ! 

Grim. Sir, Pll make my Ghoft my Exe- 
cutor, and walk after death ¢’re V’ll lofe my 
mony. 

Alb. Sit, my Rhodolinda, This is thy 
Sphear! In th’abfence of the Sun, we mutt 
receive our light from thee. Paradine, thy 
Bride expects thy fervice. 

Parad. Sh’as an ill bargain on’t, to rule 
one night, and ever after to obey. 

Herm. Captain, though the King be 
prompt in mercy, yet hath he fo much an- 
ger in him, as will exprefs him mortal. 
>Tis for your fafety, to avoid the prefence. 

Grim. Pll bribe your Lordfhip with a 
Guinny Tooth-pick ! 

Herm. You mutt repent this language. 

Parad. He mutt not, Hermegild! 

Herm. How, my Lord! 

Parad-Thefe whom your number in your 
faction enjoy, by your affiftance , proud 
ftructures, and fertile Granges, to maintain 
their gawdy Riot. Sir, you had a frail me- 
mory, or a degenerate heart, when you for- 
got his merit; might you incosporate thofe 
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in one, the fordid bulk could ne’re make up 
his fhadow. 

Hermeg. Lam prefcrib’d my difcipline in 
Court ! 

Parad. Grimold,away ! °tis my defire you 
leave the Prefence. 

Grim. I am obedient, Sir, to your de- 
fire. 

Gond. ’Slight, thou haft made a brave re- 
treat. 

Voll. 1 look’d when both of us fhould 
tafte of immortality. 

[ Exeunt Grimold, Gond.Vollt. 

Herm. He that inflam’d this fire, will 
fcorch his butie Fingers. My Lord, it was. 
unkindly done Caffront my anger thus; but 
Ihave hope it is your laft fault. 

Parad. Y cannot reckon it among my 
faults. Sir, you involve your meaning in 
your fpeech. The world fhall find me ho- 
nelt. 

Herm. You are a Bridegroom nows 

Alb. Hermegild, make your anger known, 
for elfe your frowns will caufé your loyalty 
to be fufpedted. This night fhould be as 
fmooth and pleafant, as that to which we 
owe our bleffed Nativity. 

Herm. Sir, you are great on earth! I am 
meerly your creation. My paffions do af- 
ford your highsdelight all fympathy. Old 
Time hath thrown his Feathers from his 
heels, and flowly limps in’s motion to pro- 
long this Triumph: but if Paradine affront 
Hymen, and me with fallen rage, it thall be 
call’d my piety tofufler. [Rhod. ftands up. 

Rhod. How! your Excellence ought t’ex- 
cule my fpeech! when your victorious 
Sword depriv’d me of my Father; I en- 
ter’d to captivity, as to the oblique thade, 
where death inhabits. Till you allow’d me 
Hermegild who with his high Philofophy 
did make my bondage {weet. My Father 
lov’d him well: he was his noblett Ser- 
vant, and muft not for his virtues fuffer, un- 
til your facred tongue forbid me fhare with 
you in Soveraignty. 

Alb. Boy, this was a bold crime. You 
mutt not give me caufe to chide. Valdzura, 
urge him to proffer friendfhip unto Herme- 
gilds you are powerful o’re his nature. I 
have deferv’d to lofe my chief preroga- 
tive 

Vald. 1 am too timorous to deal with 
anger: if he prove ftern of nature, my mar- 
riage ismy Funeral. My Lord! 

Herm. Paradine, Vve an humble Jove. I 
will prefent it firft to your refufal 

Parad. Y want your phrafe, to make my 
manners {cem lefs rugged. All that is love, 
I cherifh with fuch religious heat, as my 
Valdawra claims, fince our young Nup- 
tial-——. 
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Alb. This isa facrifice to thee my Queen: 
whofe deity confifts of love. Sit, and with 
your perfons, ftraight intrench the Table. 
Some wine! fill in my German Plate; Pll 
drink as when I’m hot with viGtory. This 
to my Bride 

Cuny. Sound high! 

Alb. More wine, and noife! now Boy, I 
celebrate Valdaura’s health 

Cuny. Bid their Inftruments fpeak lowd- 


ere 

Alb. This is ligitimate blood of the rich 
Corfick Grape: pretious as thy tears ( my 
Royal Girle ) when thou art penitent to 
Heaven. [Whilft the King talks, they drink, 

Herm. Spare me in the next, and I'll e- 
fteem you courteous 5 fo much wine will put 
me to the charge of Phyfick. 

Cuny. Your Lordfhip owns it as a ver- 
tue : 

Alb. Shall the world bleed? but frown, 
and thou renew’ft a Chaos. Malign the 
pride of fome far Eaftern Queen, whom 
Travellers belye, and I will forage there, 
like loud thunder! or like the Northern 
wind upor the Main. 

Rhbod. ¥ merit no fuch complement. 

Alb. Vildo’t. Tis thought I am immor- 
tal. The chief of my great Anceftors, that 
made a wild incurfion o’re this fertil foil, was 
but atipeofme. More wine !— Thy breath 
is as the {moke of Spices. I tafte thy melting 
lips, and ftraight ingender kiffes. Heart! 
Boy, you are too ravenous! 

Parad. 1 ever held your Majefty my beft 
Example. Kiffes nimbly gather’d, the fatter 


grow. 
Herm. The Lombards ufc to fhare this 
{port ! (He kiffés Thefina. 


Alb. Is not your name Pigwiggin ? 

Cuny. Pigwiggin! your Grace was wont 
to call me Cunymond: Lam no Faery. 

Alb. Nor I the King of Faeries. “Slight, 
Sir, d’ ye prefent me witha Cup, made, 0’th’ 
bottom of an Acorn, or Queen Mabbs 
Thimble? fill me a Bowl, where I may 
{wim, and bathe my head, then rife like Phe- 
bus from the Ocean, fhaking my dewy Locks. 
A health to Cefars memory. Boy, do me 
juftice, or thou afrontft my Triumph! 

Parad. Conrade, the King will drown us 
all! 

Conr. Y’have now, Sir, but the moiety of 
his draught. 

Rhod. Though Fame lends you her Trum- 
pet, gives you leave to fpeak your own 
praife, you cannot utter more than my belief 
fhall warrant. 

Alb. Now thou art kind, my Love. Tam 
the Broom of Heaven, when the world 
grows foul, Pll {weep the Nations into th’ 
Sea, like duft, Thy Father was magnani- 


mous, and great King of Girpides. Yet his 
Title fat not fo nobly on him, as my Con- 
queft. Know his unkind fate was his chief 
glory: for it was I that flew him ; and thou 
his captiv’d Daughter art my Queen. 

Rbed. Sir, if you continue this narration, 
I fhall weep. 

Alb. Do, weep! then on my heart-ftrings 
I will thread thy tears inftead of Pearl: fuch 
a wealthy Bracelet, Fove would prefent un- 
to his, Queen: more wine! bring us the 
Bowl of Victory. 

[Exit Cunymond. Paradine keels. 

Parad. Sir, you ingag’d your Royal 
word, never to prefent that fatal objeé. 

Alb. Paradine, do not refift my pleafire. 

Parad. Yam in my ambition virtuous, if 
Idefire t’expire a Sacrifice to loyalty. Sir, 
ruine what you made, but do not violate 
your Vow. 

Alb. Hence! T thall delight in fury ! 


Enter Cunymond with a skull, made into 
a drinking- Bowl. 


Welcome, the horrid Trophey of my chicf 
War! Rhodolindz, Vl try thy fortitude. 
This was thy Father’s skull: thou fhale 
pledge a health unto his Ghott. 

; He drinks : all rife up. 

Rhod. O fatal! i eyes Mane ate 8 
head, I tremble like the new yeand Lamb- 

Vald. Hide me, Paradine! the obje& 
doth fo penetrate, that when I wink, me- 
thinks I fee it ttill. 

Alb. Tame, feeble foul! will the not 
pledge what we do celebrate? bid her re- 
turn—-——_ 

Cuny. Madam, the King 

Rhod. The King’s a Tyrant, and thou 
his Slave. [ Strikes him, and Exit. 

Froll. That’s a favour, Signior. 

Cuny. I wear it asa Jewel in my ear. 

Parad. Fly, deat Valdaura; and medi- 
ate for the King. 

Vald. Thefina, prethee help me 3 my won- 
der (Wench) doth fo difturb my {pcech, I 
fear I {hall grow dumb. 

Thef- The work is pious we attempt. 

[Exeunt Vald. Thef. 

Her. The harmony of your {weet tongue 
is his belt Phyfick now: divorce him from 
thofe black thoughts, whilft lemploy my ut- 
moft skill, to win the Queen to his em- 
braces. She’s great of Soul, and may de- 
termine what my fond heart laments to 
prophefic. 

Parad: Y’are my beft Countryman, kind 
and loyal. [Exit Herm. 

Alb. So pale and timorous ! 

Parad. My Royal Lord! 

Alb. Hah! am I alone? have they all 

left 


left me? where is my Empire? Do I go- 
vern in the Air? 

Parad. Sir,am I loft unto your memory ? 
you were wont to truft my fervice: the 
way unto your Couch lyes here 

Alb, None fhall be proud but I. My 
{miles revive the dead : but when I frown, 
the living ftraight melt into Ghofts. 

Cuny. Lights for the King there! 

Parad. Cunymond, you are too officious! 
The Kings, departure muft be private. 

[ Exeant Alb. Parad. 

Froll. The King is light enough himfelf. 

Cuny. And heavy cnough! for he feems 
to reel with his own weight. 

Con. No Masks! no Epithelamion now ! 
call for a Bonefetter, for time hath fprain’d 
his feet, and goes awry. [ Exennt omnes. 


Enter Rhodolinda, Hermegild. 


Rhod. O Hermegild' a general eclipfe in 
Nature, would not feem {o horrid! to cut 
thofe firings which Hymen had but newly 
ty’d. 

se I, there’s the horrour ! whilft his 

Vows fat warm upon his lips; his breath 
not mingled yet with cooler air 5 thus to 
perturb by ftern practice your {weet reft, 
was worfe than perjury. 

Rbod. To prefent my Royal Fathers skull, 
in drunken triumph. 

Herm. Take heed! you will diftraé your 
rhemory. There’s a Record, Time ftrives 
to lofe; and Fame to hide beneath fome ob- 
lique fold in her thick Volume, as loth to 
difcredit all mankind. Your Father valued 
you next to his intereft in Heaven. I’ve 
{een the good old King fearch for his Pi- 
ture in your cyess then 

Rhod. No more: patience is finful now. 
Thou art deeply read and wife: inftruc&t me 
to be bold, for Albovine hath taught me to 
be cruel. 

Herm. Y’are now by holy Church incor- 
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Parad. *Twere cruelty to doubt my na~ 
ture. Fair Saint, to bed, Tong to lofe my 
youth in warm embraces. To bed! with 
winged hafte expedt my prefence. 

[ Exit Valdaura. 

Herm. How {mooth appears the brow of 
Youth! 

Parad. Hail, Rhodolinda! the Royal Mi- 
firefs of this night. Thus Albovine (our 
great King ) bade me fay, Y’ are dearer to 
his eyes than light. Though every Bridé 
may claim from Hymen priviledge to rule her 
Lord, till Hefperus appear, and cancel het 
brief Charter. Yet he doth humbly beg, 
you’ll not infringe the Lombards cftom, 
whofe Virgins never vow a continence the 
nuptial night. 

Rhod. \ your meaning, Sir, do not under- 
ftand. 

Parad. Tis his chief hope that you will! 
ftraight expect his perfon in your Bed. 

Rhod. How! lye with him? (ll fooner 
chufe a Lodging ina Sepulchre: there com- 
mit inceft with the remnant of my Fathers 
bones, than lye with him. 

Parad. Otake heed! take heed, fair Ma- 
jefty! let not his rafh fin provoke you to fo 
dire a refolution, e’xe yet the Wine hath loft 
th’ unruly operation; the King difclaims 
his wanton pride, and mortihes himfelf 
with gricf. 

Khod. Canti thou fufpe@ I will prove in- 
conftant, to what I facredly determine ? 

Parad. Heaven avert you fhould approve 
your errour. 

Rhod. Vl kneel, and vow with all folem- 
nity —— 

Herm. Ohold! *twere black impiety in 
us to fuffer fuch a horrid crime. You may 
inform the King of my religious loyalty, al- 
ready I have us’d perfwafive {peech to re- 
concile this ods: But the grows wild, re- 
pugnant to all mercy. 

Parad. As you clteem your Reyal felf, or 
'us, who (when kinder Planets rul’d) were 


porate 5 therefore Divinity forbids me ufe {crvants to th’ unhappy King your Father; 
my natural reafons. Howe’re | think it fit, | cherifh no more this anger in your breaft, 
you give him direful caule foon to repent ; eft Time afford it growth and violence, tll 


Repentance fure is Phyfick for his foul, 
Enter Paradine, Valdaura. 


Paradine and’s young Bride! your Excel- 
lence fhall pleafe that we retire : whilftI 
difguife my (elf, and feem to flatter in the 
Kings behalf. : 

Parad. To bed, foft modefty! Twill my 
felf deliver to the Queen the King’s intent. 

Valid. Sir, the King is cruel. Should you 
prove foto me, Pd foon diftill my foul to 
tears, and weep an Ocean deep enough to 
drown my forrows and my felf. 


it difturb the world. 
Herm. He counfels like a facred Oracle. 
Parad. 1 will inform the King, your con- 
tinence you only cclebrate to this black 
night, and give him hope that you'll here- 
after {inile. ThoughTam rough and fhap’d 
_for war, this fofteus all my faculties 
| Rhod. Stay, Paradine, didit thou not 
name my Father ? 
Parad. I did witha devout remembrance * 
Rhod. And thou know’tt how thy good 
Country fuffers ? 
Parad. I think on it, and it mpkes my 
heart hang heavy on its flrings. 
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Rhod. Hermegild oft receives intelligence 
from fome in bondage there, which writ in 
Profe, do, i’th’ reading, into Verfe diffolve : 
fo fad the bufinefs is, fo fit for Elegy. 

Hermeg. So fad a Requiem yct was never 
fang, no, though the Raven, and the Whift- 
ler fhrill, the Howlet and the Birds of night 
made up the fatal Quire. The young men 
there are yoak’d.in pairs, and ftretch their 
finnews in a Teem, to draw the wealthy 
Harvelt to the Grange, where the infulting 
foe refides. The aged (heretofore in Purple 
cloth’d) that difpos’d of Law and Jultice, 
dwell now on parch’d hills, to tend the 
flocks; whofe fleece the Vidor wears in 
gawdy triumph. 

Parad. O harth captivity! our Country 
groans! till now I thought the Conqueror 
°gan toeafe their bondage, not add to their 
weight. 

Rhod. The King’s a Tyrant, Paradine. 

Parad. Yet he hath us’d me gently ftill, 
ta’ne me from the cold Earth, and warm’d 
me in his bofom; and Hermegild has full 
caufe to blefs his bounty. But you (now 
our Queen ) he values next to Heav’n; 
howe’re this rafh error ftrives to difgrace his 
his love. We are hisCaptives too; hereto- 
fore not heeded by our Stars; though we 
now {well with titles and his favour, 

Herm. My Lord, the King is kind to us! 
yet give me leave to fay, you may miftake 
his love unto the Queen. Y’are skilful in 
the deeds that appertain to War; but they 


CoP UT 


Enter Rhodolinda, 


Vald. if Knew your Excellence did vifit me 
for mirth and laughter. 

Rhod. So early up? your Lord is tempe- 
rate. 

Thef- \ thould like their tempers better, if 
fhe were down, and her Lord up. 

Vald. Fye, Thefina , your tongue’s un- 
ruly. 

Rhod. The morning might have fhewn 
me too for mirth, had not the falfe King 
made the night fo fad. 

Thef: She moves as fhe were fick, this 
skirmifh has much weakned her. 

Rhod. Dott thou call’t a skirmith ? 

Thef- 1, Madam, a French skirmifh; 
where th’onfet is hot and fiery, but the re- 
treat cold and tame. 

Enter Hermegild. 

Herm. Madam, the King ? 

Rhod. Hah! 


but they that aim at victory in Court, mutt 
pradtile {mooth and fubtil Arts. Wife Fa- 
vourites do walk ith’? dark, and ufe falfe 
lights. Nay, oft difguife their breadth and 
{tature too. : 

Rhod. Think on thy Country, Paradine! 
Is there in Story no mention of fome great 
Soul, that did his Country prize above his 
own mortality, and dy’d to gain his Nation 
freedom ? 

Herm. The Noble Bratus for his Coun- 
trys health made Cefar bleeds Caffins was 
heroique too, and had in War loud Fame— 
?Tis wrought with skill. His thoughts grow 
numerous, and.ingender horrid fhapes; fuch 
as fright his fancy. 

Rhod. Paradine, 200d night! 

Herm. Hymenand your Bride, will blame 
your tardy fervice. Sweet Lord, a thoufand 
times good night. 

[ Exenut Herm. and Rhodolinda. 

Parad. Falfe unto me! when Thunder 
wakes the dead; when the Sky looks black 5 
when the Earth {cems to ftand as in a gloo- 
my fhade. When the wind blows till it 
grows hoarfe; then I hall try the King, and 
tathom his deep foul. If he ttart, complain 
of his mortality, knecl oft; and pray aloud, 
as Heaven were deaf: if thus, I will cone 
clude him falfe. 

For horrid ftorms that Tyrants waking 

Keep, 

Do rock the noble Confcience {afe afleep. 
[ Exit. 


Sane 


SCENE I. 


Valdaura, Thefina. 


| Herm. He greets your Excellence, and 


begs you will permit his early vifit. 
Rhod. Vd rather lofe my eyes than fee the 
| Tyrante Vauldaura, you thall lodge near 
me to night. [Ex. all but her. 


Enter Albovine, Paradine, Cunymond, 
Frollo, Conrade. 


Alb. She’s loft, my Boy; blown from my 
fifts her wings have gather’d’ wind, suey 
Hye (like thole of Time) {wiftly forward, 
but never return back. 

Purad. Sir, Yhave hope, fhe will repent 
this breach of duty, and court your Royal 
{miles agains 

Alb. 1s ita fin to drink? Nature has giv- 
en toFifhes a prerogative greater than we 
enjoy. 

Cuiny 
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Cuny. Fifhes are dumb (Sir) they never! Grim. You mult not move, till y have 
fox themfelves with talk. paid me. I know you may be angiy with 
Aib. Slave! thy mirth’s unfeafonable ! | more. fafety than I. Bid fome Colotfus of 
Paradine' thou haft confum’d to night the ; your Guard cleave me with his Falcbion 5 
wealth of love, whiift I (like the folitary | yet I fhall tical a paflage o’re the black Ri- 
Phoenix) expect no heat but in my funeral | ver, when Chzron flumbers, and fright your 
flame: yet,Boy, thou canft not make me en- | Grace. | 
vious; thou art more delightful, then my} did. I dare not ftrike thee Cold man ) left 
Rhodolinds’s {imiles. YT hug thee as my | thou fhouldit fall to duft and choke mc. 
health Grim. Good King, pay me. I love thy 
Parad. He bruis’d me in his arms. Can| Grace: and will fight for thee, whilft P’ve 
love exprefs fuch violence, and yet be falie?| motion Icft to ftir a Feather. My want 
Hermegild fil! whifpers in my ear, the King | contirains me to’t. By this hand, I’m fain 
doth hate thee, Paradine. But Hermegild is | to eat Bran and Parfley, like a tame Rabbit. 


read in all the arts of Court, and ftrives per-| Herm. Lend me your ear, Captain! 
haps my fenfe to poyfon with lean jealou-| = Grim. You'll entice me now to enter in- 
fie. to bonds. 


Herm. Sweet Lord! y’ appear bluihing| Herm. You look indeed like a young 
Itke the morn! fomething your Bride and | Heir. Well, Sir, value me according to my 
you have done t encreafe the number of the | truc rate: Tam your Friend. You make ill 
Woarthies. choice of hours for help of your defign. The 

Parad. He courts me too! I want a Per- | King hath now fad and tumultuous thoughts 
fpeCtive, to draw thefe diftant fgures near | about his heart. 


my fight. Ine’er fhall fleep again. Grim. Grcat men are always fad when 
Alb. Hermegild, thy afpect thews omi- | they fhould pay their debts. 
nous! how thrives our Embaffic ? Herm. Sir, you interpret ill. Grow more 


Herm. Vhave confum’d my breath, till I| fober, then challenge all my power in your 
grew faint, and wept to invite her mercy 3 | behalf. 
but teais were {pile dike waterin the Forge,| Grim. He that receives a kindefs fiom 
only t’ inrage the fire. She doth abjure your | the Devil, fhall be {ure to Jofe by the bar- 


vilit. ain. 

Alb. He that drinks, forfeits his morta- 2 Cuny- Captain, you fhould chufe a lucki« 
lity ! [Enter Grimold. | er minute: the King is now in love. 

Grim. How, Sir, muft we not drink ? Grim. With whom? 

Alb. No, Souldier. Froll. With the Queen. 


Gem. Jf you'll extirpate this vice of | Grim. In Jove with his own Wife! that’s 
drinking, give order for a privy fearchi’th’ | held inceft in Court. 
Ocean; there dwell the greatctt drinkers. Alb. Be powerful in thy fpeech, my Pa- 

Alb. Good! we will imbark for Sea. I | radine, yet gentle too. She is the Star that 
prefs thee up for this employment. rules my faculties. 

Grim Stay (Sir) ere I ingape my fclf in Parad. The Queen will blefs your tem- 
new fervices, pay me for my old. You rett| perance, and repent. Hermegild is too bu- 
upon my Ticket, fix thoufand Duckatss and | fie: he mutt be more at leifyre, and I more 


I have not feen your Majefty’s tuce in any | active. [ Exit Parad. 

other metal, but your own ficth and blood,{ Alb. Hermegild, flay near us 

thefe three months. Grim. Your Majefly has a frail memory, 
Alb. Thou grumbleft like a Wolf. to forget me fo {oon 
Grim. ’ Tis then for hunger, Sir. Herm. You'll forfcit me, and the Kings 
Herm. Captain, you miltake the King: | mercy! away! [Exennt Alb. & Herm. 


He’s royal as his blood, and liberal as the Sun| Grim. ?Tis no piece of unkindnefs to 
that fhincs on all. pees thee in Hell, tor all thy friends dwell 
Grim. \ will out-roar thunder, but Pll! there. Th’aft none upon the earth. Gentle- 


have my pay. men will you be open to me ? 
Parad.Grimold,you indanger your fricnds. Cuuy. In all parts, Sir, but our pures. 
Grim. My Lord, give lofcrs leave tofocak. Grim. Draw near! Jet us communicate 


Pve Joft my youthand blood i’th’ wars, and } our heartS! docs not that wealth, which you 
I want food, a reverend Afs bears ny Wite | disburfe for powdurs, perfumes, clothes, and 
and her young Eysin Panyers up and down } phytick for the face, return with gain? 

the fircets. J travellikea Tartar, with all Froll. Expound your Riddle, Sir. 


my Family about me. Nay,nay, ney! you Grin. Have you not each a Milircfs that 
would be gone! maintains you in expence and riot ? Hah? 
Alb, Art thou not yet dead? fame gives it out, you {mooth Gallants are 


| much! 
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much obliged unto the fins of Ladies. 

Cuny. Conrade can prattle fomewhat, Sir, 
to thac purpole. 

Con. Good taith you do me wrong. Pve 
worn, Sir, a Ladies flipper in my Hat, or fo. 
Fr-/lo is the man that gets their Pendants, 
Armlets, Riags, all the Toys of value. 

#rol/. Excufe me, Sir, not I. Signior Cu- 
nynond has all the voice at Court. We know, 
Sir, when, and where, a certain Dutchels, 
Sits 

Cuzy. Hold! grow particular in fuch a 
Theain as this! 

Gris Well, Gentlemen, I muft be fur- 
nifh’d too. 

Cuny. With a Miitcels? 

Grim. Yes, enquire me out fome oid Land- 
Carack. 1am content to ttretch my loyns for 
a Pention. 

Cuny. At what rate do you value your 
{elf ? 

Grim. 1 was never pawn’d, Sir. 

Cuny. How, Captain ! 


Grim. In this lean age, we value all 


things according tothe rate, they pawn for. 

Froll. Bat we muft know, how much you 
would receive in price of your activity ? 

Conrad. You malt never fray after trefh 
palture. 

Grim. Some eights I, I, eight hundred 
Crowns a year will do’t. 
no more than will maintain my Genet, and 
my Dwarf. 

Cuny. Your excufe procur’d, ’tis fit you 


I am defirous of 


i nT 


Alb. Yet Lam Joving in my drink. 

Herm. Salute her kindly, Sir: "tis Para- 
dine’s Bride. You have not {cen her fince 
the endeavour’d to increafe the number of 
your fubjects, wich lofs of her Virginity. 

Alb. Rhudolinda doch fo ingrofs my love, 
that on other Ladies Pve but little co be- 
{tow. 

Herm. Sir, practile bat your Courtthip 
here: in troth you mult be t{mooth and pli- 
ant, it will never do elfe. Vve heard the 
Queen complain, you are too rough: and 
what thefe Ladies do obferve, will take a 
tudden flight unto her car. Often flutter 
em, and with a vigorous breath; theyll 
then implore the Qucen in your behalf: 
and, Sir, their praife willfoon procure your 

Gdec. 

Alb. If they would foften Rbedolinda’s 
heart, and reconciite me to her {miles, [ 
would grow fond, and dally wich all the 
Sex. 

Herm. Begin your tial. If you falute 
this Lady, and wanton like, feek pictures 
inhereyes: they willadmire you for’t, and 
ling your prailes to the Queen. 

Alb. (fhall be taughe in time. 

Herm. The Engine’s now compact 5 cach 
wheel doth move with filent {crews. The 
Mole’s the fubtle Pioner: for when fhe 
undermines the earth, her flow motion makes 
no noife. [ Exit. 

Alb. Yare devout. Valdaura. Teach me 
to pray: we have no leilure for’t in War 5 


now tell, how far in your defence I may en- |and ’t has been lony time out of fafhion 
gage my honour: is not your Hetha little | here in Court. 


tainted! are you not unwholfom ? 


Grim. O death, no; no, no, no! Donot} 


think I have a confcience fo ill-bred, to put 
my felf upon a Lady, when unfit tor the af- 
fair. 

Cuny. Well, Captain, now with your own 
eyes furvey youy limbs ; what ufc cana La- 
dy have of you? to propagate the Cough 
o° th’ Lungs? 

Froll. Or beget Cripples, to people an 
Hofpital ? 

Conrad. Ox produce another Nation that 
may wag. fierce batrel ’painft the Cranes ? 

Grim. Yet I can follow your bodies with 
rough motion, and not thed my limbs by 
the way 

Cuny. 1 told ye, he’d make a jeaft on’t. 

Grim. But I will kick ye in earneft, 
kick ye for my exercifé and warmch—till 
my toes grow crooked— —_[ Excunt omnes. 


Enter Valdaura, reading to her filf, then 
Albovine, Hermegild. 


Herm. Purfue Valdawra, Sir. You want 
the filken garb, that mutt indear you to the 
Ladics eyes. 


Vald. \ teary 1 make fome breach of duty 
with your Excellence, to hinder thus the 
paflaye of your Royal thoughts. 

Alb. You teach me now, t’excufe my own 
abrupt demeanour; but I can do’t. My 
harfh Queen (whum Heaven forgive) doth 
much miltake the polture of my limbs, and 
motion of my tongue among your Sex. I 
never ufe, like rugged Polypheame, to hurt 
whom but touch: Thus, I can gently meet 
a Ladies lips yet make no battery there. 
Was it not well perform’d / tell my ‘proud 
Queen, [ve loft my Tron garb, and now 
am grown thus fond and {mooth. 

Vald. O Royal, Sir, her cruelty hath pue 
my eyes unto th’ expence of many tears. 

Alb. J, but in vain! thofe clouds muft 
weep apace, that mean to penetrate the Mar- 
ble, or the Flint: T wear no Gauntle: on my 
hand, why fhould you think that i would 
bruife your fingers with my touch-—— 

[ Sports with ber hand. 


Enter Hermegild, Rhodolinda. 


Rhod. Xs this Paradine’s Garden ? 
Herm. 


dows us. 
Kbod. Hah, I look there! 


cem ? 

Rho. The King! 
grown? how full of amorous game and 
dalliance ? 

Herm. I {pie Vauldaura there: but is that 
the King ? 

Rhod. Thou doft enquire, 
fight. 

Alb. You mutt inform the Queen of this : 
Say, I am {mooth, and mufical and trim, 
and that I talk no more of war, nor drink. 

Vald. ’Tis my duty to urge all that-may 
credit you in her efteem. 

Alb. Itisa piece of courtfhip to falute at 
parting— [Kiffes ber. Exit Vauldaura. 

Rbod. Is that a tafe conjunction in fo hot 
a Climate ! 

Alb. Hell and Death! what difcipline is 
this? I fhould conduét her in her way-—— 

[ Exit. 

Rhbod. So violent in purfuit of your game ? 
Let’s follow, Hermegild. 

Herm. Not for all the Sun beholds in his 
journey through the world 

Rhod. Why? 


Vaflront my 


Herm. It thews but little art to {eek what | 


you would not find. 

Rhod. 1 prethee grow particular doft 
think they purpofe ought i’th’ dark? or, was 
this fame but ceremonious form! fuch a 
greeting as courtfhip will admit in publick 
interview ? 

Herm. The King was never given to com- 
plement, you know. As for Vauldaura 

Rhod. What of her? 

Herm. \ think that fhe is chafte, but 

Rhod. Do not involve thy language thus 
in periods of fufpence. 

Herm. Iwith the King had not deferv’d 


King of Lombardy. 
Herm.'1, Madam, and your Excellence] fore. This addition wil 
may find a fudden growth, in all chat fha-} in fate and me. 


Sey 


but thew a tyranny 
fate anc It works like ftrong new 
wine. as it’t would {plic the Cask. 

Khod. O perjur’d, black, adulterous 


Herm. What is’t your eyes fo cagerly dif-| King! affront my Fathers Ghoft? difturb 


his afhes in his Tomb? when drunk with 


how fportful he is | pride, he mock’d me with the gawdy title 


of a Queen, and now Iam become a fale 
| too for his luft. Wauldaura too! fo pure of 
heart, forfooth, that fhe would bluth.to fee. 
her own hand naked: they are prefcrib’d,, 
ca Hermegild, our Conny fhall. be 

Tee. 
| Thisis a noble rage! Heaven knows how 
Lhave griev’d. Twas my fad fear, that 
Hall the angry (parks, which were by juftice 
kindled in your breaft, had been extinguifh- 
jed quite, now they grow up in Hames. You 
‘now like Phebus thew, when he hath wafh’d 
his face with Dew. Your inflyence doth in- 
fule a noble heat, {uch as would motion give 
to aged Statucs; make them pluck up their 
maflie feet, and walk. 

Khod. What, Hermegild, in this great bu- 
finefs wilt thoudo, t iucourage hope ? 

Herm. { will mingle poyfon in my Ink, 
write with a Ravens Quill! ’t will be a fa- 
tal Scripture: and fhall charm like thofe 
wife Hymns, the Syrens fing. Some mutt 
direction bear t” our Penfioners, that in our 
Country rule the ftern Ediéts of Law: fome 
to martial Spirits, who with their able skill 
do lead thofe Regiments, the King hath 
garrifon’d i’th’ bordering Towns. They 
fhall revolt, my Queen, and feat thee in thy 
Fathers Chair: chey muft be drunk with the 
Elixir of my Gold. 
~ Rhbod. Waen firtt I chofe thee out for this 
great work, I {aw thee thorow a Perfpective 
revers'd3 for thou didft feem much lefler 
;than thouart. Kneel, and be happy Be- 
fore the Genius of this place, and what is 
ihere immortal, 1 vow fo affift with my mott 
\ Give skill,’ all thy defignments *vainft the 


to be depriv’d of your foft imbraces, then he | King 5 and when my jutt hopes are fnith’d, 


might have kept this conftitution tame. 

Rhod. O, is it fo? 

Herm. I ill becomes the garb of Majefty, 
to run thus neighing (like a riotous Horfc) 
after each female that he {pies. 

Rhod. Why, does he ufe it ? 

Herm. Madam, you queltion me, as if 
what I declare, were to your knowledge new 
and ftrange. 

Rhod. By Heaven and fo it is. 

Herm. O my officious Soul! mutt it be 
my crime to give the information up? would 
J had known the King was here, you fhould 
have made another path your walk. 

Rhod. Hermegild, you did mis-{pend that 
breath. 

Herm. Alas, you had enough of grief be- 


to be thy Wife, Such as do perjur’d prove, 
Lightning and Thunder fttrike to Hell. 
Herm. This new ambicion hath {0 exalt- 
ed all my facultics, thac T think Iam taller 
kneeling, then when I ftood. But here 
with ftri&t folemnity I vow to teach my foul 
new ways of merit: to revenge with ftern, 
and horrid wrath, the Kings proud tyranny. 
To make your greatne{s ablolure and high, 
or fink my {clf into the bofom ot the earth. 
Rhod. Enough. I protfer to thy lip, the 


firft tafte of my attcction 
[ They kifs, then rift. 
Herm. ’Twas lufcious | and 1 will cherith 
this. Trecs that talleft grow, do take the 
deepeft root, {oT mutt firlt fink low in the 
Earths and after climb up to the Clouds. 
Fist, 
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fhe weeps, gather up her tears for {catter’d 
Pearl. This difguiz’d humility is both the 
{witt, and fafeft way to pride 

Rhod. Sure, Hermegild, E have amaz’d thy 
fence, thou look’it like a fullens’ Lyon chain’d 
within a filent Cave. Let us retire, and Vl 
difeover how V’ve practis’d my revenge. 

Herm. 1 am contfidering how to make 
you mighty! you fhall afcend, my beaute- 
ous Soveraign, till youcan reach the Moon, 
and pick thote feeds of light (the Jeffer Stars) 
from forth their wandriag Spheres; to 
wear asnew cmbroidery on your flecve. 
I long to hear you, though a Womans will 
Is not fo ftrong in anger as her skill. 

[ Exewnt. 


Enter Paradine, 2 Gentleman, and Pages 


Parad. You bring no Letters from Cra- 
covia, Sir? 

Gent. None, my Lord. 

Parad. Nor from Sienna? 

Gent. Your Lordthip in thofe few reccives 
th’ entire purpofe of my journcy. 

Parad. Alas, my Countrymcen! Captivity 
is hoarfe, they have more griefs chan tongue, 
they {peak not loud enough to wake the ear 
of Heaven. Henceforth to Hermegild bid 
them dire¢t their fighs; for Pm fo dull, fo 
weary, and negleétful of ambitious ends, 
that I fhall Jofe my ftrength, and favour with 
the King; 

Gent. My noble Lord, our prayers will 
over-rule that prophecy. 

Parad. You may expe, whillt Iam able 
to perfom. Boy, give the Gentleman a free 
and bounteous welcome. Sir, I will halten 
your difpatch. [ Exeunt Gent. Page: 
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Firft, praife her mighty {pirits then when 


Enter Thetina. 


Thef. My Lord, I have tyr’d my felf ia 
your fearch. 

Parad. The tair Thefina? you are rarcly 
here a Vifitant! waere have you left my 
Bride ? 

Thef: With the Queen, my Lord, who is 
fo fond of her attendance, that to night fhe 
lyes within her Chamber. 

Pare Hah! fo foon divided! th? ap- 
proaching night fhould help to fecond our 
embraces. 

Thef- Yare now to truft my Art. For 
Valdaurs tent me Vexprefs her joy, i’th’ de- 
livery of this meffage. You fhall lye with 
her to night. 

Parad. How can my faith admic of this, 
fince the is lodg’d where the Quecn fleeps? 

Thef- VI! perfect my affurance, fo you'll 
pleafe ° obey what f enjoin. When you ap- 
proach the Sphere, where your bright Phebe 
rules, do not occafion fo much noife as hall 
expre{s you living. You mutt not {peak to 
her, nor make her {peak : all this perform 
left you thould wake the Queen. ; 

Parad. This isa tme receipt to get a filent 
Girl: BatT thall prove obedient. 

_Thef. And (Sir) asy’are merciful to La- 
dics (ripe in growth) do not breathe too 
loud, Jett we i’ch’ neighbouring room, o’re- 
hear the harmony, and fin in wifhes. 

Parad. Fear not, Thefina: Uthall be tem- 
perate. 

Thef: But you young Souldicrs are fo boy- 
fterous, you'll think anon, y’are battering 
feme Town-wall. Follow, Sir, Vl) dire@ ye 
tothe place, where, when the dark hour ar- 
rivcs, you muft addrefs your vifit, 


fExennt omnes. 


PCs s CR) Saar 


Enter Paradine dreffing himfelf. 


Parad. HE early Lark climbs higher 1 Hah! the Queen! Valdaura! Bride, where 


than his voice 5 and whifpers 


Valdaura? Madam? fpeak, fweet Lady! or, 


filence ftill affume; yet rife, and blefs my 
fight with thy fair prefence. Come, and 
eclipfe the envious day! Kind Valdaura, 


a 


the rofie Fingers of the morn! 


_ art thou? 
into Phebus car, a glad welcomes who , 
{miles, and {eems to prophecy a gawdy day. ; fired Scarce could reach her ear. She’s in Pa- 


_via now, two Leagues from hence. 
if for concealment of our ftoln rapture you | 


[ Loo Sins 
Rhed. In vain thou call’ft. A Cue 


Parad. You are myfteriousas an Oracle! 

Rhod. I fent her thither, with pretence 
fhe thould farvey the model of a Garden- 
work. But "twas done, that Thifina might 


fpeak! [ d hand is tbrujt out betmeenthe Arras. | intice thy perfon to my bed. Atn 
See, anew day breaks in her hand! thefeare | wife returns. : pe 


Parad. V ve miftaken then, and finn’d with 


Pulls in Rhodolinda. | thee, adulterous Queen ! 


Rhod. 


Rhod. Thou hat enjoy’d what Albovine 
with all his Royal fighs and tears defpair’d 
to merit. 

Parad. O horror! Could you make no 
choice to quench your ravenous luft, but me? 
Where were the broad-chin’d Zwitzers of 
your Guard ? 

Rhod. This, Paradine, denotes a melting 
brain: -which out of vulgar pity I forgive. 
*Twas not the wanton tafte of luft could 
make me ule this ftratagem. But love of my 
revenge. Lve firongly now engag’d thy 
power to kill the King. 

Parad. Hah! 

Rhod. Which do, and e’re the Sun arrive 
?th? Welt; or with difhevell’d hair, my 
veftments torn, I will approach the Tyrant, 
acquaint hitn with this deed, and call my 
own adultery tuy foul rape. 

Parad. Who’s within there, hoa! good 
Heaven! how lean fhould I have miade my 
{elf with ftudious thoughts, e’re I the skill 
had reach’d of {uch a damn’d project. 

Rhod. Collect thy {catter’d thoughts: 
What thy refpect to thy captiv’d Country, 
could ne’er charm thee to revenge 5 be 


prompted to, by a kind affection of thy | 


own dear life: revenge upon a Tyrant 5 
one, that loves not me, nor thee; unlefs in 
fpeech: he hath a {mooth tongue, but a 
rugged heart. My Hermegild perceives this 
truth, and can deliver it wich all the pride 
of knowledge. 

Parad. Sure Time grows humerous with 
age: for things do differ much from the 
fincerene{s of their firtt creation. I will go 
weep till I am blind 

Rhod. Stay, Paradine. Vf thou doft mock 
my hopes with a flow motion in this jult 
defign, expeé to find my anger fatal. Vil 
to the King, and make a torfciture of both 
our lives: but if thou kil? the Tyrant, Pll 
call thee then my Souldier. Betides thy 
Country’s thanks, thou fhalt enjoy me for 
thy Queen, thy Wife, Paradine. 

Parad. New arts toruine me! how can 
this be, and my own Wife alive ¢ 

Rhod. Would’ft thou embrace fo eminent 
a blifs, without fome danger to thy foul ? 

Parad. My memory betrays my skill! 
J know there are a thoufand ways to dif- 
card her. 

Rhod. Alas, good eafie Soul! the’ll ne’er 
be mifs’d amony the living. Know, Val- 
daur 1's falfe. 

Purad. How! falfe! 

Rbod. She is a open whore, and hath 
taught me this art of Iuft. 

Parad. More horrible than Hell! now 


make me the common Executioner: Val- 
daura talfe \ 
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Parad. For credit of your own humani- 
ty, do not infringe the vulgar priviledge 
due to all hearts. Give me but leave to 
think; and ne’er doubt your bufinefs! 
though I’m a young finners yet I fhall foon 
enquire the way to Hell. ’Tis a continued 
thorow-fare from this Climate thither. 
Good night, Madam. 

Rhod. E’re yet the morn’s fair check hath 
loft her tears, doft call it night? 

Parad. To me it feems the Eye of Hea- 
ven doth wink. All things are cloath’d in 
darknefs, black as your defign. 

Rhod. Stay, for clle my rage will not per- 
mit that we furvive another meeting. If 
thou fufpect’ft we are too loud, I will diftill 
my thoughts into thy ear. 

[She bangs about bis neck whifpering- 


Enter Hermegild, Valdaura. 


Herm. Though taffift my great hopes 
with opportune induction, I confented to 
this act; yet now I chide my fond fpirits. 
For who dares truft th’ unruly appetite of 
youth ? what I decreed the thould but tafte, 
fhe may delight <o furfcit on. Here’s the 
pretious medicine that mutt reltoge health to 
my hopes. Follow, gentle Lady. You {ee 
em now? 

Vald. Fall, fall, you thick black clouds, 
until you hide my fight. Do not my eyes 
begin to bleed at this objcét? 

Herm. Mark how clofe they meet : what 
variety they ufe in luft: furvey their geftures 


ftill. Now they depart. 


[ Exeant Parad. Rhod. 

Vald. V1) fummon all the hierarchy of 
Heaven to cenfure em. 

Herm. Alas, pure foul! you perceive thefe 
are no Ideas now, no FiGtion of the mind, or 
air incorporate to cheat the imagination. 

Vald. Was this the caufe, that made the 
adulterous Queen fo ttrictly urge my journey 
unto Pavia? 

Herm. 1, and the motive that provok’d 
my Confcience to haftcn your return, that 
you might tell fad tales to Heaven. 

Vald. So foon prove falfe? e’re the cele- 
bration of our marriage Rites were fully 
ended ? e’re the Sun in’s yourney o’re this Re- 
gion had twice beheld us thus incorporate 
by holy Church ? 

Herm. 1, there’s a contemplation that 
would crack even heart ftrings made of 
wyer. Hymen’s Taper but newly lighted, 
and he with rude breath blows out the gaw- 
dy fame. Thenin the dark, thus wilfully 
miftakes your bed, and riots ’tween unlaw- 
ful fheets. Horror! horror! 

Vald. O my finifter Stars! thus F fhali 


Rhod. Wilt thou thus leave me ina wild | weep till I have emptied all my ftock of 


fulpence ? 


tears, Hers 
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Herm. What fhould {uch white and harm- 
lefs fouls do crawling on the Earth ? alas, we 
cannot kneel like old Idolaters unto the rufty 
metal ina Bag. We want thefe helps to gain 
us honour and efteem. 

Vald. Vhavea refolute intent to dye, and 
feek my Manfionin a purer Orb. 


Herm. But e’re you do begin your laft long 
journey, fome<meritorious act fhould help 
t’affure your future blifs. 

Vald. Oname it, e’re my forrow fhall de- 
cay my ftrength: for I would have my pow- 
er joyn with my will. 

Herm. Your Lord (foul and finful as luft 
can makehim) Salamander-like, fhall bathe 
in fires, unlefs by {ufferance here on earth, he 
penetrate the heart of heaven, and foften 
their decree. It will be call’d your merit to 
revenge his crime, even with his death. 

Vald. How! would you have me kill 
him? 

Herm. Sincel am firi@ to virtue, I mutt 
needs be cruel unto vice; Let him not live 
to increafe his own guilt, and betray more 
Ladies. 

Vald. But fhall I juttice take from power- 
ful Heaven, and ufe it with fuch cruelty ? 

Herm. Believe my skill in facred Oracles, 
my piety to warrant the defign. Nor will 
I fright the frailty of your Sex, with horrid 
circumftance 5 he thall not bleed, this Viol 
doth contain a draught; which if he drink, 
will cozen him of ’s leprous foul in his mott 
quiet fleep. 

Vald. 1 do fulpe& my courage ! 

Herm. Tak’t, fair one! think on’tin your 
prayers. If you but enjoy one fingle motion 
that informs you it is good: do’t with 
pride and boldnefS mafculine. Diftinguith 
thus its operation. Four days mutt be fully 
{pent e’re it effect our hopes. Before that 
hoor arrive, he muft be wrought to kill the 
King. [ Afide 

Vald. The Viol liquid Lead contains, or 
elfe ie far more ponderous Metal: for 
whilft I bear it thus, the weight {eems to 
infufe a Palfey in my hand. Itremble like 
a {tring touch’d on my Lute. 

Herm. It is the Fiend that would dehort 
you froma pious a@&: truft not his whifp- 
ring charms, but with a courage (more than 
is natural in thy modeft Sex) proceed to 
merit heaven. And now requite my for- 
ward zeal to virtue, with concealment of 
my name, and intereft inthis ad. Let not 
the Queen nor your falfe Lord, know me 
the Perfpective, through which you faw 
their ravenous lufts; but fay, the King re- 
veal’d it to your ear. °Twill make them 
wild, and doubt their own confederate 
Bawds. Thinknot I forbid it as a danger 
to my perfon; for I affect not life. So foft 
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and eafie is my heart, fo well I love your 
finful Lord, that when I hear the Bell pro- 
claim his death, I fear I fhall dye crying. 

Vald. Why would you have him kill’d, 
yet love him thus ? 

Herm. ¥, but Tlove Heaven better.Where, 
when I come, troth I fhall prove too fond 
aSaint. Thofe Votaries that pray to me. 
fhall find their bufinefs foon difpatch’d : 
here, let this Key obfcure ye in my Clofet 
until noon: for then the Queen expeéts you 
will return from Pavia. Farewel, the moft a- 
bus’d,but nobleft Lady in the world.[ Exenne: 


Enter Grimold (in an old rug Gown, muffled 
with clouts) Gondibert, Vollterri. 


Gond. This is the privy Gallery; place 
the Chair, Volltérri, where it needs mutt in- 
terrupt the King in’s paffage. 

Volt. If thy difguize fhould fail us, Gox- 
dibert and you mutt be attach’d for an Im- 
poltor. 

Grim. And then be crop-ear’d too, like 
Jrifh Nags. I fhall prove fleet in a Race, 
provided the Foe charge in the Rear. Seat 
me tenderly. This luxurious City hath 
made me fo rotten, I dare not walk in the 
wind, left Ithould be blown in pieces. 


Enter Hermegild. 


Gund. Quick, now counterfeit! here 
comes Hermegild. Groan out like a hungry 
Bear. (Grimold groans. 

Herm. Who owns that clamour ? 

Gond. One, Sir, prefented here to tempt 
| compaflion from all charitable eyes. 

Voll. Want hath betray’d him to hunger, 
‘ hunger to this difeafe. 

Grim. O,0, 0, the Cramp! the Cramp! 

Herm. Where, Sir? 

Grim. In my ftomach. 

Herm. That’s indeed a.cleer fymptom of 
famine. 

Grim. Vve eaten nothing this month bute 
ayr, and that gives but weak nourifhment to 
ape. 

Herm. It is my wonder, ina ftate fo rich 
as ours, a climate ftill befriended thus by 
Nature (flourifhing with hopeful Springs, 
And Summers choak’d with wealth) a 
Souldier fhould be fore’d to make his hunger 
jadifeafe, a prodigy unparareld, that want 
‘fhould ere occafion fuch a dangerous faft. 
Was’t not devotion made him thus abftain 
from meat. 

Grim. Pure want, Sir, 1 know {mall de- 
votion, I. For though I faft much, I pray 
as little as moft Chriftians of my Calling. 

[Groans again. 

Herm» He mutt be fent unto fome Holpi- 

tal 


King 


tal, there eat warm broths, cill he recover 
health: And then I will-procure him from 
the State fome thrifty penfion, to maintain 
the fhort remainder of his life. He thall fing 
Hymns, and pray to the kind Saints. 

Grim. Alas, Sir, lam grown fo hoarfe,the 
Saints can hardly hear my Orifons. 

Gond. He will prove, my Lord, a charge: 
able cure for the Phyficians do prefcribe 
him nought for med’cine, but Aurum-Pal- 
pabile. 

Grim. The Elixir of Gold would furely 
much affwage the grief in my fliomach — 

[ Groans. 

Herm. He mult needs be hungry, that like 
th’Oltridge can digett Metal. 

Voll. The King for his laft fervices re- 
mains his debtor fix thoufand Duckats. My 
Lord, you fhall exprefs much charity, if you 
procure itina {udden paymnemt. The fame 
will defray his fickuefS charge, and maintain 
him well in’s health. 

Gond. Your Lordthip thall engage us then 
to drown your chief Ticle in the beft Wine. 
We'll drink your health, until we raife the 
price of it. 

Herm. Let him continue there. Perhaps 
they (whom I fhall ttraight conduc this 
way) will fo commiferate his want, that 
he will foon reliev’t, though he increafe his 
own. There is fome Art in this, whichI 
muti needs difcover, or forfeit my pains, 

[ Exit. 

Goud. The Fiend is gone! 

[Grimold rifes. 

Grim. Will all the vaft accruments I pro- 
je& from this difguife, convert into the 
flender purchafe of an Hofpital ? 

Volt. Thou turn Votary ? 

Goad. He'll pray in no language but the 
High-Dutch, the angry tongue, which feems 
to threaten more than implore. 

Grim. Six thoufand Duckats for a Man- 
fion in an Hofpital, na bigger than a Cothn: 
where like Carthufians, we mult feed, not 
to prevent hunger, but to hinder luft. Prin- 
ces may eafily pay their debts, when they 
inforce their Creditors to buy Titles and Pla- 
ces too at their own rates. 

Vollt. Hark! there’s fome body ap- 
proaching hither. ’fis no fate game to 
{port with Kings. Pll be gone. 

Gond. Grimeld, now truft to your own 
performance, I may have ule for my cars, I 
would not yet leave them in the Pillory. 

[ Exeant. Goud. Vollt. 

Grim. Gondihert, Vollterri! forlake the 
ftorm ¢’re ye are wet? Weczels! Monkeys ! 
Dogs! [ Drops down in’s Chair- 

Enter Albovine, Hermegild, Thefina. 

Herm. Madam, you are now fully fatis- 
ficd ith’ intention of this vilit. 
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you’d be as free with him, as your modeliy 
will give you leave. 

: Thef- Trult my obedience, and my skill, 
ir. 

Alb. He looks like a watchman in that 
Rug. 

Herm. Your Majefty receives new caufe 
to doubt the truth of his difeafe, from my 
Servants information. Who {wears, this 
very morn he hath been {cen in all the vio- 
lence of drink, and i’th’ Burdelli too. For, 
Sir, though he be old, he’s given much to 
the old fport. 

Alb. Let us retire tween th’ Arras, and 
we fhall thare, i'th’ whole difcovery. 

He groans. 

Thef: Alas, who is’t, that fo ae the 
tongue of pity! 

Grim. An old Souldier 0’ the Kings 

Thef- Hah! Captain Grimold! how come 
you thus imprifon’d ina Chair? have you 
the Gout ? 

Grim. Lam not rich enough t? enjoy the 
Gout. 

Thef- What name then do you give to your 
dileate? 

Grim. The Phyficians call it Famine. 

Thef: How ? Heaven tectire the State! I 
hope we are not guilty of a fin fo horrible, 
to deny a Souldier fit materials for confer- 
vation of his lite. 

Grim. ’Tis fourteen days fince I have had 
a juft occafion but to pick my teeth. 

Thef- Alas the day! 

Grim. Each of my thighs are dry’d, and 
hardned like an old Wet-Falia Flitch. All 
m’ interals are fhrunk up: and were my 
lean Jaws unmufiled, you fhould fee me 
mump,like a Matron that had loft her teeth. 

Thef: O cruel Stars! 

Grim. Hah! Does fhe weep ¢ 

Thef- Could you on this wide Earth, find 
no obyect tor your fury, but brave Grimold? 
or is’t becaufe you faw, it was my chief vir- 
tue toaffe a Souldier ? 

Grim. If the fhould be in earneft now? 

Thef: Y hope you do not utterly dctpair 
of life ? 

Grim- 1 may linger out a {core of years, 
or {05 but I cannot live long. 

Thef. Since you are maik’d for fudden 
death, cold death that filenceth all tongues : 
and fince this place is fo fecure frournzigh- 
bouring ears, 4 will difclofe, what until now 
my modelty infore’d me to conceal. 

Grim. 1 thall forget to counterfeit. 

Th: Know, Sir, that I have lov’d you 
long; lov’d you with foft and tender 
paffion. 

Grim. O Rogue! what do I hike the pi- 
éture of Winter, in this wither’d habit? I 


I with | muft recover my health. Bue alas, Madam, 


do 
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do not deride his deftiny, that now is ta- 
king, flight to reach that place, where your 
beit Star inhabits, and fhall have power to 
tell loud tales: if you prove thus crucl. 
How could you e’re love me? Ihave been 
old, even fince 1 knew you firlt. 

Thef- But if you will permit I may ex- 
pre(s a little vanity in love, I can inform 
you, Sir, how much we Ladies prize age 
before youth in Lovers, Old men are dil- 
creet finners, and offend with filence: Buc 
young, men when the game isdone, do crow 
like Cocks; boaft to the world their firength 
intolly. Befides (Sir) an authentick Lady 
{ays in her Problems thus : 

The young and flender Graft is eas’ly broke, 
But who can thake, or bruife theaged Oke ? 

Alb. A rare Adage. 

Herm. The Lidy Authour, fure, is o’th’ 
Moderns. 

Grim. My joy is turn’d to a difeafe 5 it 
rakes me fpecchlefs! I ever thought thefe 
Court-Tits were much taken with my 
{inooth looks; but that their modefty full } 
kept them from my reach. Foolith mode- 
fly! ic has hindsed my prefermen: much: 


for, fince [left the Camp, I have been in | 
love with fome three hundred of ’cm, yet | 
uh! uh! if! tamorpholis? 


never durlt lay claim to one. 
Heaven ‘thould fo affect our mnutual appe- 
tites, as to reftore my health, would you 
continue ftill to doat upon an old finner? ° 

Thef: O, Uthould grow more fonds pre- 
ferve you long alive with zealous Orizons ! 

Grim. ’Las! poor Muulkia! fhe’s caught! 
I fhall grow rich: for I have heard, thefe 
Court-Ladies allow large penfions to their 
Paramours. H¢lp, help, to move me higher 
in my {eat—— 

[She takes bim'by the band, he rifes. 

Thef: Bicfsus! methinks, Sir, you begin 
to we your legs with active ftrength. 

Herm. A pretious Ape! 

Alb. He will thew fine tricks anon ! 

Grim. Some ftrange influence from your 
touch, hath givena fecond youth unto my 
ficulties: betore [ feem’d to crawl like to 
a Crab: now my joints grow fupple, as if 
J were provided tor a Race. This hand in- 
{pires my firength 


Eater Cunymond, Frollo, Conrade. 


Cuny. Vhave a Key, will give us paflage 
here to th’ Park. 

The: Unhand me, Sir, for I fhall forfeit 
all my fame clle. They'll chink, I am im- 
modelt 

{ He {fies them, then drops down is Chair, 

Conrad. Captain Grimuld! 

Frol’s Hz fits like a Witch, failing in a 
Cieve. 
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Cuny. Hah ! iick! Gentlemen, avoid the 
windy fide, left he infe& ye with his breath. 
I know his difeafe , and whence it came 
fhortly you'll fee him wear a Curtain *fore 
his Nofe; that’s now the newett fafhion that 
came from Paris. 

Froll. 1,°tisit: he has them growing on 
his Temples here They'll fhortly be as 
big as wild Dove’s Egs. 

Conrad. He mult to Rotterdam, to the fat 
Doctor there, and be ficw’d in a Stove, untit 
he {pit his venom our. 

Cuny. And whillt you are in Phyfick (Cap- 
tain) you tare sike Oberon ?Tis a very flen- 
der dict. The lean.thizh of a Wafp to din- 
ner and fome two or three of your own 
penitent tears for your beveridge. 

Grim. Pve but fo much breath left, as 
would make up a thort Prayer to fecure my 
laft jaune: Yet YT will {pend it ima hearty 
curfe for your dear fakes. 

Cumy- March on! it he do find himfelf 
agricv’d, let him fend me a challenge after 
his deaths and I wil! meee him, ?th’ Eli- 
zian Fields. 

[ Exeznt Cunymond, Conrade, Frollo. 

Grim. \ will cat that Cunymond ! 

Alb. How prompzi the Slave is, in’s me- 


Herm. Tohim again, Madam? 

Thef: Alas, dear Captain, what bodily 
hope can a young Lady have of your per- 
formance, that fallfofoonjna relapfe ? 

Grim. When you depriv’d me of your 
hand, you took away my ttrength and heat : 
touch me again, and J thull walk tiff as C2- 
CUS. She lifts bin wp. 

Thef- Take leifire in wok fee Sin, 

Grim. Look, Madam. I creep as other 
mortals do, on the furface of the earth. 

Thef- Methinks you ttand upright too. 

Grim. 1,a Ladics warm hand will do mi- 
racles. Alittle Poylick trom your Lip, and 
then my cure is quite finifh’d Hem i> 
lure this was Nyfors reccipt to recover his 

outh. Hem! 

Thift Uhallbe fainted for this miracle. 

Grim. Tam as wholefom as a Nut, and 
have as proud Heth about me, as the youngelt 
Gamelter of ’em all. 

The(- Fye, Sir. 

Grim. If this heat continue, I mutt eur 
call tor a Julip, or fow my wild Oats in the 
next foil I meer. 

Thef. Your tongue is blifter’d. 

Grime When thail we folace our bodies? 

Thefs Your meaning, Sir? 

Grim. 1 mean i’ch? dark. Speak, pretty 
Finch with the green tail? Hah? mutt we 
kiGS clofe and often? wriggle up and down 
like young, Eels 


[Hermegild comes behind him, and pulls 
him by the arm. Herm. 
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Herm. Captain, I have brought the King 
here to view, and tocommiferate your lean 
ficknefs, and your feeble wants. 

Alb. Whoun old ravenous Goat. 

Herm. He looks now like an Alchymift 
thatis broiling 0” red Herrings. 

Thef- Or like the brazen head,when *t was 
about to {peak 


LHe takes the King afide. 

Grim. You mean to hang me now. 

Alb. Halt thou deferv’d an eafier fen- 
tence ? 

Grim. When I am dead, then all my 
debts are paid. For I leave {mall Lands and 
Chattels behind me. But heark ye ( my 
Liege) you may pay your debts in your life 
time, fo deprive your Executor of a trou- 
ble. 

Alb. O what a trivial exit fhall I make 
from my own world? for when | die, I die 
for love. 

Grim. AndI for lechery. Sir3I would fain 
depart in quict like other young Chryfomes : 
fain make all even between the world and 
me. I befeech your Highnefs dilcharge my 
Arrears for my laft fervice in Hungary, then 
hang, me when you pleafe. 

Herm. Ciptain, I will be a Sutor for your 
reprieve. You fhall only forfcic what his 
Grace owes you; and then your life’s fe- 
curd. [Grimold kneels. 

Grim. I willrather dye twice. O Sir, pay 
me fix thoufand Duckats, and then proclaim 
your fentence here aloud. I would fain dye 
merrily. I have not been drunk at my own 
charge, this four months. 


Enter Rhodolinda. 


Alb. Hermegild, now {peak to her for 
by the gentle carriage of her eyes, I do per- 
ceive fhe gins to pity me. 

Thef. Away,Captain! be gone whilft you 
are yet alive. I have much power with 
Hermegild, and will upon your patient fuf- 
ferance redeem my credit with you. Quick 
then, move with filence. 

(Exeunt Grim. Thef. 

Herm. Madam, the teather’d Arrow tings 
Vth’ Ayr, ere it arrive where it muft wound 3 
fo this {weet harmony, I’d have you coun- 
terfeit, but tempts him to fecurity in fleep, 
before his death. 

Alb. Vm much oblig’d to that good foul. 

Herm. True, my Royal Lady! jet 
now perufe the greatnels of his being, bis 
face in battles, and by your remembrance be 
intorm’d of our Captivity. 

Alb. Honett Hermegild ¢ 

Rhbod. He was too cruel to a nature fo re- 
mifs and timorous as mine ¢ 

Herm. Alas, this crime he expiates wich 
fighs. 


———_. 
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Alb. That’s complement! 

Herm. Thefe angry frowns upon your 
brows make you appear aged. 

Rhod. Could J affure my heart; he would 
no more triumph o’re my dear Fathers me- 
mory; I then fhould meet his love with too 
much paffion. 

4lb. When Lam more my Chronicle, or 
fpeak my deeds with pride, may my tongue 
blifter. 

Herm. You hear his vows? Seem 
fond. If you can thed a tear or two the 
more, to credit this Atonement, ’twill much 
advantage our pretence. Sir, now enjoy 
what your indulgent grief merits to keep, 
ene frpm the hands of death. Good Lady, 
{ce how thee weeps? [ King kiffes ber. 

Alb. Pm foon o’recome in this fott War. 
S’death all can thaw but I. I never wept, 
but when th’unruly wind blew in my eyes; 
and *tis no argument for battle; elfe I would 
fight. To teltitie the joy my foul conceives, 
Pl drink 

Herm. Sir, you ncgle& to ufe her like a 
Lover; this dull German phrafe, makes her 
fufpc&t your temperance. Mark how the 
trembles. 

Alb. Y muft go learn to complement. 
Doft hear? is’t fit 1 proffer her my embra- 
ces thou know’ft 

Hirm. Sir, not to night. Toat was a fe- 
rious fute fhe bad me make, when firft fhe 
purpos’d this Atonement.: 

Alb. Ido obey. Though Ihave thoughts 
would fain perfwade me to rebellion. 

[ Exeunt Alb. Rhod. 

Herm. This wasa fubcil caution! elfe my 
hopes had twice been Cuckolded. Let”em 
revel with their Lips. Th’other {port is ful- 
fom. But Paradine dilturbs my {leep, he’s 
young, enrich’d with all the ftrength of Na- 
ture? and needs mult prove more riotous in 
fin than I. The Queen hath tafted him, and 
may, perhaps, ftill like to.poffefs his lufts 
remove Valdaura from this Soyls then 
make him Lord of all my hopes. This to 
prevent, Ihave decreed, Valdaura firtt fhall 
minilier his death. Ive taught her too to 
make him now believe, that the King told 
her of 5 adulterous lu(t; good, for when he 
thinks the King doth know that guilt, his 
own fafety then, will foon provoke him 
haften ov his murther. This may be done 
before the Poyfon operatcs,for that delays its 
power, till fourtcere hours expire! which 
then no Antidote nor humane skill refifts. 
Mount, mount, my thoughts, that £ may 
tread on Kings, 

Or if I chance to’fall, thus {oaring high 3 
I melt like Icarus, in the Suns cye. 
[ Exit. 
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Eater Paradine and bis Page. 


Parad. Thé Sun doth melt us with his 
feorching beams. Go fill my ufual draught, 
PH drink till Lam cold. [ Exit Page. 
The conftitution of my foul, agrees not with 
this Climate. I grow weary of mortality. 
Even in my childhood I took my breeding 
in the Camp; where had I ftill remain’d a 
dull practick Souldier, and ne’er feen a wo- 
man, nor the Court, I might have had fome 
hope, to gain by faith, but now I reach at 
wild defpair. {Enter Page with a Bowl. 

Page. My Lady, Sir, commends her love, 
and this to your acceptance 3 fhe made the 
mixture with her own hands. 

Parad. The Queen prefcrib’d this hour 
for her return. Say,I greet her health.[ Drinks 


[Exit Page.. 


Enter Valdaura in clofe mourning. 


Parad. Hah! why, Valdzura, doft thou 
appear like a Funeral night, in dark mourn- 
ing weeds! 

Vald. Y mourn for you, fince you mult 
haften your eternal abfence now from me, 
and all that elfe are mortal. 

Pargd. Speak things, that are lefs dan- 
gerous to my fenfe. This wonder will di- 
{tract me. 

Vald. Ere Time fhall with (wift motion 
add another hour, to th’ life of this fick days 
thou thalt begin thy laft fleep. 

Parad. A Swan hath fung my Dirge! O 
fatal mufick! but how comes this intelli- 
gence to ears of flefh and blood? my facul- 
ties enjoy that pleafant ftrength which ap- 
pertains to youth and temperance ; why 
fhould I yet dye? 

Vald. How, Paradine? art thou fo full 
of guile (moft ulcerous and deform’d) yet 
thinkft to keep thy life at Natures charge, 
Vexilt till age makes thee a Cripple: then 
in thy Bed, (like fome good old Patriarch ) 
thy foul difmifs with a divine rapture? No, 
no; jult Heaven provides more horrid 
deaths for fuch, as in adultery bathe their 
wanton Limbs. 

Parad. Hah! 

Vald. 1 know thy guilt; the King hath 
told me all. *Twas wondrous ftrange ! 
our Vows but new arriv’d in Heaven, that 
did oblige our mutual Faith in love: and 
thou with favage luft to break them ? though 
grief hath much confum’d my tears, yet I 
have fome ftill left t'exprefs my pity. 

Parad. My adultery already known, both 
to the King and her? why, thefe are prodi- 
gies indeed. How fin imboldens the afpect! 
fhe doth accufe me for a guilt, which yet 


remains unpardon’d in her felf. Mine was 
a dire miltake: but hers that muft be 
known, and then her Veins fhall weep. 

Vald. Youare poylon’d, Paradine. 

Parad. With that cold draught you {ene 
me now 1th’ Bow] ? 

Vald. The Vipers vomit bears not fuch 
a dangerous cnmity ’gainft humane Nature, 
as that you drunk. 

Parad. Stay! methinks I feel no infur- 
rcCtion in my blood ; fure it {wells not yer. 

Vald. It takes a fubtle leifure to difperfe 
through all your Organs and your Arteries, 
that ic may ftraight with abler violence con- 
fume your ftrength. 

Parad. Will’t make my cyes ftart from 
my skull, or drop down at my feet ? Speak, 
fhall I foam at mouth like fome young Cour- 
fer, that is hot and angry with his Bit ? 

Vald. Not the firft Chaos was fo ugly and 
confus’d, as you'll appear, when this diftl- 
ment works. 

Parad. Yet I forgive you all, @en from 
my heart: whilft my cogitations now are 
fober, and can diftinguifh things Ido ap- 
plaud this cruel bencht. Thefe fubtle vani- 
ties of Court have tir’d my obfervation.. I 
was nurs’d within {ome Armory, and took 
a proud delight in a¢tive War; but fince our 
Drums have ceas’d their noble clamour, I 
find no bufinefs upon curth for me; tis fit 
I grow immortal. 

Valde \ did not think his fancy at this 
news could prove fo temperate. 

Parad. To fleep incold earth, whilft my 
dead Neighbour never at my Cofhn knocks, 
for all are filent in the Grave. Harth defti- 
ny! fuch as } could ne’er expect from thee, 
Valdaura. 

Vald. My nature you fhall find much dif- 
ferent, from what your knowledge hereto- 
fore difcern’?d. I have contriv’d another 
way to punifh thy adulterous heat. 

Parad. You find my fufferance tame e- 
nough. Publith all! 

Vald. To meet your fin with apt revenge, 
I’m grown a foul loofe whore. 

Parad. Hah! contain thy fpeech, Ex- 
prefs but fo much modefty, as. may fecure 
thy lifes for my death doth not concern my 
rage fo much, as this foul murder of thy 
fame. 

Vald. °Tis truth : and I confirm’t with 
pride. 

Parad. Oh, oh! thefe are the Mandrakes 
groans (fatal!) for wholo hears them, ltraighe 
incounters death. Now {mile ({weet Hea- 
ven) fince thus I but return her own juttice. 
For my adulterous act, fhe takes my life, 
and hall I let that bold AdulterefSJive?——__ 

[Stabs ber with’s Ponyard. 

Vald. Oh, oh! Hold, hold! leave me a 

little 
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little breath to ufe in Prayer. ture was moft skilful! e’en j ! 

Parad. Y am not fraught with Divels| had not diftra@ion feizd earner: 
fpleen 7 I would not hurt thy foul: here | thould at firt have told you the mise i 
fit, whilft I fend up an humble facrifice,| which the finful Queen and Here ae : 
that fhall befpeak a pardon for thy crime, | tray’d my chafte intent. ety 


ere thou arrive near Heaven. Vald. Nam’d i i 
, b you Hermegild guilt 
[Puts her in a Chair. | that fin? he’s then a horrid nies he 
Vald. Dare you truft my Jatt words? did entice me by a poyfonous pradtice to 


Parad. O {peak, e’re thou doft go, and | contrive your death 

fhalt be heard no more. ; loyal. Sipe. cere 
Vald. I am not falfe unto your Bed: 1} = Parad. New wonders fill! 

ne’er in aG, nor guilty thought, did violate | ald. I feel the frozen hand of death 


my marriage Vows. Ohlvondeahi 
Parad. Art thou not a Whore? EV eho Pde One 
Vald. No Veltal that preferv’d with |  Vuld. Mercy! mercy! [She dye 


quickning Oy}, the facred flame, wasinher| Parad. Already turn’d a Ghoft ! tis hea- 
chaftity more cold, more timorous than I: | venly mufick now indeed, fince thou art 


nor are you poyfon’d. gone Vinereafe the facred Quire. I may be- 
Parad. »Hah! was not that a mixture of | hold thee in the purple ee mix’d hee 
aiftill’d Venom, which I drunk ? with other Stars,but never on this foil again. 


Vald. > Twas healthful, as the blood: of | Be this chy Tomb awhile. The Curtains 
Grapes to age, and all your faculties do ftill } foftly drawn Hermegild treacherous ! 
preferve their wonted harmony. with poyfon too ? that was her word. ?Tis 

Parad. Sweet fpirit, do not riddle thus | fic I feem have drunk.the med’cine up. 
with Heaven, nor fport thy foul away. | Good! the rough young Souldier may fpy 
Why didft accufe thy felf of murder, and | at laft thefe fpirits of the Court, that walk 
pernicious luft; yet art thus clear from | in artificial Clouds: or if their high con. 
both? ; : ceptions foar above my reach, yet they have 

Vald. ’Twas to inrage your violence, | mortal hearts; fuch as our own dull Steel 
with hope to make you foon my executio- | may with feeble motion pierce, 
ner. For hearing you were falfe, I found | Pierce till they groan:. for I have now de- 
no joy in life: your hand hath feal’d my] creed, 
wifhes. Whom my dull fenfe cannot fubdue, fhall 

Parad. New arts tincreafe my wonder:] bleed. [ Exit. 
Pm o’rereach’d, where I thought my na- 


ACT V. SCENE. I. 
Enter Hermegild, Thefina, Paradine, Rhodolinda. 
Thef: C Hall I belye my elf. nitence, twas I reveal’d it to the King. 


Herm.) Befudden and contirm my words:|  Rhod. Tear forth her cyes, and let her then 
then difpofe ene of my wealth and perfon.| grope out her way to Hell 


make any ufe of this new intereft. Herm. Stay, dear Madan! 
Thef. Sir, you'll forget my merit inthis’ Rbod. Paradine is poyfor'd, who knows, 
danger ? but fhe doth amply fhare in that guilt too ? 


Herm. Never. MyLord, Thavedif-| Herm. At my humble fute, contain yout 
cover'dall. See how aguifh her guilt hath} fury! we fhall difcover all. My noble 
made her. How he trembles. Nay, Lady, | Lord, it is a grief that will deprive my life 
ne’re {catter thus your wild looks. Confels | of many years, to think, Pm held fulpected. 
thetruth, and you'll gain mercy. Valdaura | as an Agent in that practice. 

(whofe Soul Heaven keep from purging] Parad. I have reveal’d the evidence, that 
fires) hath told her Lord, the King knows | doth perfwade my faith, 

of his wanton ftealth with our good Queen. { Herm. What, Lady, do you' know of 
You were the Inftrument that betray’d him | this? Speak with courage, 1 am your 
to th’miftake, and -whofe fecrecy to doubt | fafety. ; 

but yours, our reafon cannot yet inform | The I faw the King reach to Valdanra’s 
us. hand a poyfonous Viol, and with reljgious: 

Thef Thus kneeling, I confels with pe- | hints, taught her to mix it im her husbands 

draught. Parad, 
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Para a. Hih | 

Herm. Pertiltin my inftruGions! [ Afide. 

The. > Twas that night when he enjoy’d 
her perfon 

Parad. Injoy’d her! how? 

Thef- As you injoy’d the Queen. 

Parad. Heaven! will thefe miracles ne’re 
ceafe ? 

Rhod. J thall convert to ftone! 

Herm. Now retire, Thefina, till 1 have 
begg’d your free reftorement to the Quecn’s 
mercy. : 

Thef. My Lord, you'll not forget your 
kind premife, you’ll marry me. 

Herm. Pve nought elfe, to trouble my re- 
membrance. Away,away! [Exit Thetina. 

Rhod. What did remain in doubt, is here 
confirm’d : 

Herm. Now, Sir, y’ave heard fuch real 
circumftance, as needs muft fettle your be- 
lief, and free my heart, from your unkind 
diflike. 

Parad. Valdaura’sdamn’d! the howls fo 
loud, that fhe difturbs all hell! O perjur'd 
Whore ! 

Rhod. Now Paradine! inftru& thy felf. 
Is’t evident he ever could affect thy perfon 
with fincere dotage, yet thus betray that 
Fort, where thy honour ftill ftood Senti- 
nel? 

Herm. \ have other motives to make you 
doubt his loyalty in lové, which my fond 
heart cannot conceal, though’t would ad- 
vantage much my own profit. He hath of 
late hung thus upon my neck 3 until 
his amorous weight became my burden: 
and then lay flabbering o’re my lips. This 
fport my ferious brain abhorr’d. *Twas my 
wonder ( Since you are call’d his Minion) 
he could e’re affect my look. Ithat am like 
Winter, old and froward; you the darling 
of the Spring. 

Rhod- Speak, is thy Gall fhrunk up; haft 
thou nothing bitter in thee? Thou art far, 
far more opportunely ftor’d with time and 
place for thy revenge, then we i’th’ midft 
of day; when the bright Sun moft power- 
fully doth warm the world, in thy fecret 
Clofet he takes his ufual ileep, go, drill his 
heart and make the Couch whercon he lyes, 
his eafie monument. 

Herm. And then enjoy a Queen, with all 
that doth belong to her high birth. As for 
my fervices, they merit no reward. J 
know my own creation much unfit for Court 
affairs. 

Rhod Do’t, Paradine'! and Fame no 
Trumpet then fhall need to {peak thy praife. 
Thy Country will afford thee power to {an- 
ay the chief o’th’days within our Kalen- 

ce 

Htrm. And to thy memory high Statues 


build, bout which our nobleft Virgins once 
a year fhall dance in Circles, and fing, until 
they make the Marble move, like to thole 
which or’reheard Orpheus and his Harp. Or 
if thefe cannot in{pire heroique fury, yet ar- 
gue thus; you knew his Bed, but by mittakes 
which was our guilt not yours 5 and for our 
Countries bencht contriv’d. But he detil’d 
your fheets in the pride of luft. Horror! 
this would incenfe the temperate Doves 
Turn all his moyfture into gall. 

Parad. Fire! fire! and blood! — [ Exit. 

Herm. Follow, tollow him, my dear 
Soveraign! add new heat unto his rage. 
And d’yehear! fince he is poyfon’d, *twere 
moft fit, fome learn’d Phytician did indea- 
vour to fecure his health. 

Rhod. I heard him fay, he is already fur- 
nifh’d with a powerful med’cine. 

Herm. Should you now forget your Roy- 
al promife, I lofe all my induftrious merit, 
and remain a facrifice to love. 

Rhod. Dott thou grow jealous ? 

Herm. Valdaura now is fever’d from her 
foul: and Paradine is abler in delights of 
youth, more amorous than I. 

Rhod. Away, fool! I feal thy fafety with 
my lip. [ Exit. 

Herm. Thus Nurfes hufh their froward 
Babes afleep. Thefe femal Arts can ne’er 
my dark authentick practice cheat. Para- 
dine mult die! fo 1 fill {ecure my hopes. 
When that fad hour arrives, wherein the 
poyfonous draught muft work, no charm’d 
med’cine can refift its ftrength, I hug my 
Genius! ?Twas a fubtle reach to tell him, 
that the King hath horn’d his brow: for 
that will more incenfe his wrath, and ag- 
gravate the Queens revenge. The weight E 
bear, doth make 
My motion flow : flow as the Snail I tread, 
Who travels with his tenement on’s head. 

[ Exit. 


Enter Grimold iz new Clothes, Gondi- 
bert, Vollterri. 


Gord. The King has pay’d him all’s Ar~ 
rears. 

Vollt. "Twas by Thefina’s fute to Herme- 
gild: the Snake has caft his skin too now. 

Grim. 1, Sir, ’tis a poor Snake that can- 
not catt his skin once ina Summer. 


Exter Cunymond, Conrade, Frollo. 


Cun. Slight, here’s Grimold! didh not 
thou fay he was dead ? 
Conrad. But | have heard fince, his Ghoft 
walks. 
Froll. Look! ’t has found the hidden 
treafure then, which made it walk; for the 
Ghett 


King of Lombardy. 


Ghoft hath bought it {clf new Clothes. 

Grim. Nay, nay, fay, Gentlemen ! let us 
forget old quarrels, then end our new ac- 
quaintance. We are for the Country now. 
V1] but tell ye a few of your faults, and 
leave th? amendment to your own Icifures: 
but you all think y’are wifer than I. 

Cuny. We fhould abufe our judgments 
elle. 

Grim. Mark, this is a new Court-thrift: 
when you are loth to maintain Flatterers, 
you publifh your felves with your own 
praife. Lay your Fingers here——-Not a 
word, left L return ye a blow. IT know ye 
cannot {peak without a complement. 

Volt. They ule itin their prayers,thcy. 

Gond. Cunymond, in one fingle comple- 
ment, fo much watted his Lungs, that { was 
fain to call for Ayus vite to recover his 
breath. 

Grim. Yve heard you have tranf{ported 
from Paris the Gcometrical cringe, and the 
Art’ of numbring the hairs upon your 
Chins. 

Vollt. And of ftarching your Beards. 

Gond. Yes, and of perfuming your very 
fhadows. 

Grim. And they fay, it is your cultom to 
fleep in Pomatum Mat{ques. 

Voll. And that you paint your pretty 
Visgnomics. 

Grim. Yes, and colour them fo red, that 
you feem to bluth more, thanshe Sign of the 
Kings-head before a Country Inn. 

Gond. Yabufe Aftrology too; for you 
clip Black-Taffaty into Stars; and for a foil 
to your beauty 5 fix em in feveral Regions 
of your face. 

Grim. Which makes it look like the Pi- 
G@ure of Doomfday; when all the Planets 
are darkened. 

Vollt. Nay, nay, ftay awhile. 

Grim. Leave off your jigging motion, 
when you mix your {clvesina falute 5 your 
bodies feem to dance upon your knees. You 
pinion up your Elbows thus: like Pul- 
lets truft upon a fpit. Then wreath your 
fdams in thus; and move with a dilcreet 
leifure, as if you meant to nuniber all the 
Pibbles in the S.reet. And then you fleer, as 
if y’ had wath’d your Gums in Vinegar. This 
you adimire for gcfiure of the newett fathion. 
I fay, *tis fcurvy. ; 

Vollt. YE you, will take Phyfick for your 
fouls health , retire into that part of the 
Kingdom which lies farchett trom France. 

Gond. He counfels well: for the French 
air hath made many of our Gentry drunk. 

Grim. And now move hence but with 
your lips fow’d up, for fear of a comple- 
ment. You two fhall ftraight take Horfe 
with me, and be billited in my Quarter. 


eae: 


Stay, Gentlemen! One word more! this is 
a hot Climate: when you muft needs mar- 
ry to increafe your Tribe, your beft way is 
to go a wooing inthe City: for certain rich 
Widows there, love Court-fools. Farewell. 


[ Exewnt omness 


A Campy is drawn, the Kiag is difeover’d 
Sleping over Papers: Enter Paradine, 
with bis Sword drawn. 


Parad. To make him blecd, and leave his 
Arterics (where the delighted {pirits walk ) 
fhrunk up, until they curl with heat: The 
wither’d frame itraight to convert to duft. 
Then th’ umerous wind to fan it o’re the 
world. Speak, juft Heaven! is this fit u- 
{age for a King? Cuffius was rath: Hah! 
but Bratus, noble Brutus! the pride of Arts 
and War: fo temperate, his foul was more 
harmonious than the Spheres. Infiruét (he- 
roick Lord ) thy young Pupil! why did 


the mighty Cefar fall, by thy cold wrath? 
all filent as the night ! he fleeps: before him 
too, thofe Papers that concern my Houle Af- 
fairs; and here he comments on my Letters! 
here with thrifty documents limits my ex- 
|pence. Can this indulgent care be counter- 
teit? and meerly carry a pretence of love? 
he made my Wife a black Adulterefs. O 
horrour! yet who knows, but ’twas rather 
his revenge than Juft; a furious riot, after 
that he knew I whor’d his Queen 

[He blinds bis own face with a Scarf. 

Sheaths bis Sword, and then kncels. 

Sir! My Lord the King! Sir! 

Alb. Hah, Paradine! what witty em- 
blem’s this? the more to certifie thy love, 
dott thou appear blind. 

Parad. O, Sir,do not mack my penitence, 
nor feem thus to difguife the knowledge of 
that crime, which hath defil’d my modeft 
blood, and makes me now afham’d to mect 
your eycs. 

Alb. Heisdrunk! Maudlin drunk ! 

Parad. Sir, I could creep alive into my 
Fomb, and mix fociety with Ghofts, could 
[but hide my guile from your perfpicuous 
fight. 

Alb. By Heaven, drunk with Beer; Pm 
fure the Corfick Grape intufeth no uch 
whining, pallion. 

Parad. Thole immaterial powers, that 
fee the thoughts of men, when growing in 
their hearts, can witnets I abus’d your Roy- 
al Bed, but by a dire miftake. 

Alb. Hah! 

Parad. Your black adulterous Queen be- 
tray’d me to her Jutt by wicked Arts. 

Alb. This is a bober paffion, but implies 
fomething that is horrid. 


Parad. Had not heroick war taught me 
Arai iresus 
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taffct no rage, but noble; the and Herme- 
gild had entic’d me now to lengthen this 
your fleep, until the day of general ac- 
counts. 

Alb. Sufpition may be rafh. Make your 
face known! [ Suatches off his Scarf. 
He bluthes like a young Bride; 1 muft coun- 
terfeic, and feem to know all. Paradine, 
twas far from my conjecture, that a heart 
fo much oblig’d unto my love as thine, 
fhould wrong my Honour in a fenfe, which 


but to mould in words would deafen all that: 


hear it. 

Parad. Thunder and filpherous fire 
{natch my cold limbs from this dull earth. 
Sir, whillt my foul affords me reafon, and 
can direct me unto whom my true allegiance 
isadebt, kill me! when lam mad, I fhall 
forget all duty, and refufe t’obey your Roy- 
al Charter. Thruft your Sword home, till 
my heart fhall kifs your Hilts. Are you fo 
flow in juttice? think, how by a dark mi- 
ftake, Iwhor’d your Queen: who'd your 

ueen! O prodigious phrafe ! 

alb. How! Wolves, and hungry Tygers ! 
the refurreGtion is too long delay’d, fince 
we want horrour to celebrate this news. 
Good ! Ihave now decreed it. Draw thy 
Weapon ! 

Parad. For what dire ufc? 

Alb. That we may meet in fingle com- 
bat here, and ftruggle till we want our 
Souls. 

Parad. Though this high enticement 
charms my blood, yet my remembrance 
calls you King; my Royal Mafter. I would 
not join rebellion and ingratitude to the 
number of my fins. 

Alb. O foud, indulgent Boy ! I mourn at 
this decay: of courage. Does it become iny 
great being, and my glorious name in ftory, 
to offend without refiltance? Draw: and 
be nimble in thy motion 

Parad. I dare not fo difgrace my Religi- 
on, and my love. 

Alb. ’Tis time that I were dead, for i 
thall clfe outlive my chief prerogative. I 
have forgot how to command. Unfheath 
thy Sword / or this breach of duty fhall 
teach me think, I ne’er enjoy’d thy real 
love, and ’twas nota milftake, that uther’d 
thee to fin between my fheets, but a confide- 
rate luit 

Parad. No provocation like to this, could 
tcmpt-a danger from my arm 


[He draws. 

Alb. Why doft thou dally thus with fee- 
ble motion? bear up! and ufe more vio- 
lence ! 

Parad. Some furgery from Heaven ! are 
you hurt, Sir? you willingly oppos’d your 
breaft againft my Steel, and never fought 
t indanger me with yours. 


Alb. Tivaft perform’d, what my with 
did prophecy: Pm wounded here, about 
the heart ; and my Veins grow empty. 

Parad. Then glorious war, and all proud 
circumftance, that gives a Souldicr noife,tor 
evermore farewcll 


[Falling on bis Sword. 

Alb. Hold, Paradine. Tis my lalt fute, 
that thou furvive to minifter a juft revenge 
on thofe whom T profcribe, help my quiver- 
ing Limbs, and feat me in the Chair— 

Parad. Shall pofterity read it in ftory, and 
believes a Prince that doth deferve to be the 
firft Pth’ Lift of thofe that gather’d fame in 
War, can be thus covetous Vexpire in filence- 
Fall on my fatal point, and yet command 
that I furvive the Tragedy ! 

Alb. ?Twere in me an affectation to che- 
rif life, now Rbhodolinda’s falfe. For 
fhould I {till preferve my foul in flcth, I know 
my mercy is fo fond to her, I fhould forgive 
herall: and wert thoudead, my hope were 
then depriv’d of future juftice. Live to re- 
venge her falfhood. I know thy heart fo 
fincere-and noble, that I fufpeé not thee a 
fharer in her guilt. When thou didft firft 
confefs th’ adulterous crime, join’d with 
thy own miftake, through Hermegild’s deep 
Art, my faith conceiv’d the truth: for 
thy Nature is much too blunt, and credu- 
lous for Court ? 

Parad. Should I but {peak each cunning 
circumilance 

Alb. Contain thy breath! to hear thas 
told, would make my foul wander in my 
laft journey. ’Till thy relation brought it 
to my ear, I never knew her falfe. 

Parad. Still my amazement doth increafe! 
were you not told of this before! 

Alb. My knowledge only learnt it of thy 
Tongue. 

Parad. Stay! nor with Valdaura, you 
did ne’er project my death by poyfon? 

Alb. Never. 

Parad. Y<t one reply, then make my joy 
exceed my wonder. Did you never in my 
Bed commit a luftful ftealth? 

Alb. Angels in that, are not more free 
from guilt. 

Parad. What Potter made this earthy 
Skull! pardon (dear Valdaura) my dull fu- 
{pition! fing out the Hymns in Heaven; and 


|never liften more to my fond {peechs for 


they have made me mad ! 

Alb. Now my laft, and fhort minute is ar- 
riv’ds I do, refign my Crown 
Purad. To whom, Sir? 

Albe To him Thate. But be thou fure, 
he wear it not till ne’erhis death: for it’sa 
happinefs to live enthron’d, but ’tis not fafe 
to dye a King. 

Parad. He doth pervert my fenfe. 


Alb. 


King of Lombardy. 


Alb. Let the Drum ceafe! ll have no 
more Battels. He that to wagte his trivial 
rage, doth fight a Bartel, rides a hawking 
with the Devil. 

Parad. Mad asthe Northern wind! 

Alb. He fends a thoufand drinking Ani- 
mals co take their flight 7’th’ ayr, whilft lit- 
the black Divels (d’ye not fee em?) they 
look like Ravens. Mark how thcy prey on 
thofe immortal Fowl, and gripe ’cm in their 
Talents! Ido not like this Falconry: it is 
too fad a game for finners Oh! oh! 
oh! Dies. 


our War! The Lombards now have lott 
theirvictory. All that are nours’d in war, 
fhall mourn for thee. Our Enligns now we 
will of Cyprefs make. [ Knocking. 
Hah! it is the wind that whifpers! he mutt 
be hid. I’m fure this noyfe can never wake 
him 
He puts him behind the Arras, opens the door, 
Enter Rhodolinda. 
O, are ye come ? 

Rbod. Thou hatt a wild afpect! is.it done? 

Parad. He has paid his hire already, and 
is now entring Charons Boat. 

Rhod. Th’art pretious as my foul! 

[ Fle opes the Arras 

Parad. There’s the old Face. 

Rhod. Our chief defign is finifhed: but 
thou inuft add one knot more t’oblige my 
gratitude, and then we fhall triumph with 
fatcty. . Hermegild muft dye; he knows too 
much. 

Purad. Icis asif the Parce fpoke. If there 
be any other whom your envy, or your hate 
would have difinifs’d the world, make him 
but known, and he is numbred with the 
dead. 

Rhod. Dear Paradine, I {ure fhall ravith 
thee, my appetite is grown fo fierce. Let 
me begin with thy moift lip 


[Pulls ber to kifs him inthe Chair. 5 


Oh! oh! help! help! 


[ Both are bloody about their mouths. | 


Parad. Ceafe your loud clamor, Royal 
Whore. 

Rhod. Thou didf eat my lips. 

Parad. Thy ficth is tainted; for elfe like 


the Anthropophagws, I had devour’d the up. , 


This made Valdaura bleed, and mutt let 
forth thy leap’rous foul— [Stabs ber with 
Rhod. Oh! oh! oh!~ — (his Poniard. 
Par-For Albovine my Royal Matter,this— 
And this to pacific Valdaura’s Ghott 
Rhod. Oh, oh, oh! 
Parad. So hard and ftony is thy heart, 
that it turns the point of my bright ftcel. 
Rhod. Mercy Heaven! [ She dies. 
Parad. Since thou haft receiv’d my juttice, 
I with thee mercy too—— [ Knocking. 


ne, 
3 
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Hermegild within. My Lord. 

Parad. Tis Hermegild, now I hall end 
my chief difcovery. What a full Sepulcher 
is this [Carries her in. 
Now I mutt practife my difguifé. 

[Knocking again. 
Lurn the Spring twice and you may enter. 
LCounterfeits a fick voice fitting 


Enter Hermegild, Thefina. 


Thef? MyLord, I have loft my honour in 
your fervice, you may chufé one that fhall af- 


L 
Parad. There dy’d the nobleft Trophy of | fe you worfe. 


Herm. Lady, this is no time to wooe: 
but d’ye think I’m {0 profane to violate my 
vow ? nimbly depart, 1 do conjure your ab- 
fence with this kifs 

Thef- If you thould prove falfe 

[ Exit Thefina. 

Herm. *Slight, thefe Wenches at fifteen, 
are as riotous as Elephants, There he fits! 
Hah, fick! my {weet Lord, how thrives 
your health? d’your pulfes ftill preferve their 
temp’rate mufick.? have you effected yet our 
great butinels? 

Parad. The King is dead, that bloody 
inftrument did fet his foul at liberty. 

Herm. The Lawrel, Mertle, and the Bay 
fhall ftill cold and naked ftand before the 
Winters frofty breath, ftill ftrip their 
Boughs, to make your head triumphant 
wreaths. Where is the Queen? methinks, 
my Lord, your body and your mind {cem 
much dilturb’d. 

Parad. Oh, ch! the poyfon works 

Herm. Alas, my {weet dear Lord! (pre- 
tious med’cine!_) he cannot pofflibly furvive 
the next minute. Does it deltroy your 
ftrength ? 

Parad. Oh, oh! it fcorches all my en- 
trails up; asif like Porcia Thad {wallowed 
| coals. 

Herm. And you are faftned in the chair 
'with weaknels? 

Parad. (cannot rife. A ftilf convulfion 
in my Sinews fetters all my limbs 

Herm. Hah, hab, hah! 

Parad. O heaven will you permit him 
laugh? 

Herm. ‘know th’Ingredients of thy poy- 
fonous draught. °?Twas I that gave it to 

thy wife. °Iwas I did counfel her to min- 

gle it in thy wine, when thou wert hot, and 
_all thy Pores open. 
| Parad. Oh, oh, oh! 
| Herm. Do, groan, till thou raife an eccho 
in this {quare roof. E’re long thy Ribs will 
ftart from their places, and thy lank Belly 
{well intoa hill. 

Parad. O horror, horror! is Heaven 


alleep ? 
Herm, 
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Herm. The King ne’er knew of thy adul- 
terouscrime. Twas [ told it to Valdzura, 
and made her think, thy guilt proceeded not 
froma miftake, but from thy wilful luft, and 
now [triumph o’re thy fate. This is Italian 
fpleen. 

Parad. Had I but ftrength to finifh my 
revenge? 

Herm. Good, dull Souldier! why didft 
thou leave the Camp, thy rufty Morion 
there; thy batter’d Cortlet; and, thy fhi- 
ver’d Lance, t? amble here at Court in filks; 
to walk incloudy mitts of perfunrd air? 

Parad. Draw near, and lect me then but 
kill thee 

Herm. Troth, thou art fo feeble now, 
that were I kill’d by thee, I {carce fhould 
think that I were dead. 

[Paradine rifes, and fnatches Herme- 
gilds Sword from his fide. 

Parad. No! that fhall arrive unto the 
teft. Dog! grim as th’ angry Fiend, that 
mutt devour thy foul / Iam not poyfon’d. 

Herm. Hab! does he counterfeit ? 

Parad. See here, what abject ruines 
thou haft made o? th’ nobleft Stru@ures in 
the world 

[He draws the Arras, and difcovers Albo- 
vine, Rhodolinda, Valdaura, dead in 
Chairs. 

Herm. The Queen there too! O trivial 
Arts, with my own Myne Pve blown my 
felf e’en into duft. 

Parad. 1 will now fee, if thou canft 
bleed 

Herm. Depriv’d of my defence! if th’aft 
a foul (great as thy fame) reftore my Sword. 

Parad. Thou bark’ft againft the Moon! 
I will requite thy own tyrannous {corn. That 
deftiny was juft, that thus betrey’d thee to 
my mirth, There, Stygian Dog 

[ Wounds him. 


Herm. Oh, ob! 

Parad. Where now are all the fubtle Tro- 
phies of thy brain ? Plots dark as Hell! fuch 
asthreatned Nature, and feem’d to fright 
the Genius of the world. Now, now pre- 
vent thefe dire falutes 

Herm. Return my Sword, and let me 
meet thy fury 

Parad. Thus I falute thy heart 

Herm. \ ftagger, and am drunk with my 
own blood — 

Parad. Take my laft anger, and good 


night! [ Falls. 
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Herm. Oh, oh! thou haft reach’d my 
heart ! 

Parad. Now I do fwell with horrour I 
will diftraét the world. Fire! fire! fire! 
Murder, Treafon, and inceftuous rapes! Fire! 
Fire ! [ Exit. 

Herm. I {pie a white Soul hovering in 
the air! one that was {ure fome humble Her- 
mit here on earth. He’s acquainted with 
the way to Heaven: fhould mine take flight 
alone, I fear twould ttray! hoa! you, you 
that afcend the Spheres! We finners ftill 
feem hoarfe to Angels cars. What, hoa! 
he turns not yet: 

Vain Arts! ambition in all facred Schools, 
Is held the fin of Heathens, and of Fools. 


[ He dies. 


Enter Paradine, Governour, Cunymond, 
Conrade, Frollo, the Guards, @ ce 


Gover. O dire and tragick fight ! the King, 
the Queen, and fair Valdaura flain! 

Parad. Here’s another objet fit for won- 
der, though not for pity. 

[ Spurns Hermegild. 

Gover. Hah! he dead too? Whence 
fhould thefe forrows flow? Lay hold on Pa- 
radine. 

Parad. All ftay awhile, hark, the big 
Drum recovers breath, and fpeaks: March 
on, the f{catter’d Foe retires, and all the glo- 
rious Horfe are flain. I am magnanimoug 
and high! O ye unkind falfe Stars! ye mock 
poor Paradine! a few clean tears to wath 
my fins away, and Tam {een no more. 
Gover. Seize on him, on forfeit of your 
lives. 

Parad. Their lives are forfeited to me— 

LHe fights mith the Guard, they wound 
and difarm him. 
Here, here, it gauld my very heart 

Gover. Convey him gently in, and ufe 
all help of furgery to ftop his wounds: for 
from his mouth we mutt receive the know- 
ledge of thefe fatal deeds. Some give the 
Allarum to the Ports: you Signiors, lead to 
the Citadel 5 where we'll proclaim A/bo- 
vine’s young, Son, by’s former Wife, to be 
his lawful Heir. 

Wild Fancy may project things ftrange and 
new: 
But Time records no Tale fo fad and true. 


FINIS. 
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Juft Italian. 


TRAGI-COMEDY. 


To the Right Honourable the Earl of Dorfet, ec. 


My Lord, 


HE uncivil ignorance of the People, had depriv'’d this humble Work of 
lifes but that your Lordjhips approbation, flept in to fuccour it. T hofé 
many that came with refolution to difpraife (knowing your Lordfhips judenent, 
to be powerful, above their malice) were either corrected to an under ftanding, 
or modefty: and this large benefit hath betrayed your Lordfhip to a Dedication. 
I am bold to believe, fancies of this compofure, have been nobly entertain'd, by 
the moft knowing Princes of the World: The ignorance, that begets the change 
in this our age, it may become your Lordjhips example, to corre, me to la- 
ment, if fo tame a palfion can poffe/s a Poet, and one, exalted with a hope to 
be receiv'd 


Your Lordfhips humble Servant 


Wititam D’avenanrt. 


To my friend, M. D'avenant, on his legitinzate Poem. 


Ven fo the filly Midas judg?d of old What wonder then, if thou the lawful Son 


Twi d great Apollo. As this] Of Phbaus,tafte what was to him begun. 
Did he as Hence, giddy Fools; run to the noite they 
hi hat th’ untun’d Pipe ad- make 
Bee ; At Paris Garden; or your felves betake 


mire, i me aes 
the dull Afs the | To the new Motion, the fine Puppet Plays, 
ae ae ai And there adore. Commend the learned lays 


Lyre. 
: That 


aga st«<«é«w iS  *F uf tag 


Chat make a dia abont the Scrects, or els That thou fing’ft the fame Tunes) admit- 
Extol the Jews-Trump, or the Morris Bells. ted be 
Thcle your great heads may manage. On-| To thy Scraphick Mafick, and fet free 

Wy fet To entertain their Souls in that high 
The wie few C whole blefled cass have Quire, 

tuct Which, not weak Foofs; but fuch as know, 
The barmony chat all the Mufes make, admire. 
And from thofe heavenly founds afluraiuce 

take, ’ 


Will Hopkins. 


Tomy worthy Friend, M. D'avexant, upon his excellent Play 
y : aut y; 
The Jule Italian. 


"LE not mifpend in praife, the narrow room | A feene of mirth, a dunble Comedie. 

Tborrow inthis leafs the Garlands bloom | But thy trong Fancies (raptures of the brain, 
Prout thine owi feeds, that crown each glorious | Dreft in Poetick flames ) they entertain 

page ds a bold. impious reach 5 for they'll fill flight 
Of thy triumphant works the fullen Age All that exceeds Red-Bull,and Cock- pit flight. 
Requires a Satyre. What Star guides the foul | Thefe are the men in crowded beaps that throng 
Of thefe our frovoard times,that dare controul, To that adulterate Stage, where not a tongue 
Let dare act leave to judge? When did thou | Of th’ untun’d Kennel, can a line repeat 

flye Of ferious fenfe : but like lips, meet like meat 5 
From beuce, clear, candid ingenuity ? Whiljt the true brood of Adtors, that alone 
1 have beheld, when pearch'd on the finsoth | Keep natural unftrain’d adtion in her throne, 

brow Behold their Benches bare, though they re- 


Of a fair modeft troop, thos didjt allow bearfe 
Applaufe to flighter works 5 but then the weak, | The tearfer Beaumonts or great Johnfons 
Speétator, gave the knowing leave to {peak, Verfee 


Now xoife prevails, and he is tax'd for drowth 

Of wit, that with the cry, {pends not his mouth. 

Let ask him, reafow why be did not like » 

Him, why he did thetr ignorance will ftrike good, 

Thy foul with fcorn, and pity: mark the places, | Hive by the Rabble been mifunderftood. 

Provoke their finiles, frowns, ov diftorted faces, | So was thy Plays whofe clear, yet lofty train, 

When ibey admire, nod, foake the bead: theyll | Wifemen, that govern Fate, fhall entertain. 
be 


Repine not thou then, fince this churlifh fate 
Rules not the Stage alone s perbaps the State 
Hath felt this rancour, where men great and 
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The Perfons prefented. 


Altamont The Juft Italian. 

Fiorello A cali Souldier his Brother 
Merzolle Friend to Altamont. 
Sciolto A young Florentine. 
sats o Companions to Florello. 
Nicnte Ufher to Altamonts Wife. 
Daxdolo A Count of Milain. 
ae F His Champions. 

Alteza Wife to Altamout. 
Charintha Her Sifter. 

Scoperta Sitter unto Altamone. 
Befognia Woman to Alteza. 
Mutes, @ce 
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TTS 


yO TeSCRNE I. 


Enter Mervolle, Altamont. 


Mervoll. T HIS puzles my belief: can it 

§ be that fhe fo foon recoyls from 
grace, and the harmonious quiet of your 
bed ? 

Alta. My dear Mervolle, the is loft : as well 
may I collect the fcatter’d winds, as bring 
her heart within the quiet lift of wives that 
will obcy and love. 

Mervoll. Can the Duke (her Unkle) give 
an encouragement to her revolt, maintain 
the females Charter ’gain{t the male ? 

Alta. Him and his fupream title the fill 
names to juitife the glory of her birth, and 
then recites the Villages and wealth the 
brought to me for Dowry, in parallel with 
what I formerly poffefs’d, the doth affront 
my memory with fiorics of my lean and nig- 
gard fate, and urging then her vat {upplies, 
doth challenge leave to call her pride and ri- 
gour juft. 

Mervoll. i ara forry to hear this. 

Altam, The heart hangs heavy on the 
ftrings, when it alone contains the caufe and 
knowledge of its weight: for troubled 
winds in their uifpertion lofe their Grength; 
fo griefs whillt ch’are reveal’d, diminifh. 
But the calamities, that do perplex the Nup- 
tie! bed, ought to be hidden even from 
friends: tor on fuch fecrets Fame doth feed 
wich fierce and eager appetite; and as {wift 
Fame doth travel with them, they encreafe. 
So much commerce I have with humane 
Arts, that I can fteep my Gall in my own 
tears; and make thar falt which fhe intend- 
ed bitter. Shew her crime to {pring, not 
from poyfon’d malice, but from the femi- 
nine miltakes of wit: 

For modern Courts now preach, Wit doth 
refide. 
In Ladies fubt!e riots, and their pride. 


Enter Florello, Roffu, Molard, in Souldiery 


mean habits. 


Mervoll. Behold your Brother, Sir, whofe 
{afe return, this morn I menticn’d to you— 

Alt. Thy growth hath fo o’re-rcach’d 
my fight, that P’m enftrang’d to my beft 
blood: and biit, thy figure in my heart I 
wear (by which my memory’s inform’d ) 
I fhould not know I had thee here 

Florell. Y reckon this the chicf delight I 
have receiv’d on Earth. And, Sir, your 
love is of fuch fov’reign quality, a little 
{oon will overcharge my fenfe. Give but a 


part to me,the reft confer upon my friends— 
who, though in wither’d habits, do deferve, 
fociety with Kings : fer never yet did bolder 
Souldiers liften to the Drum. 

Alta. Gentlemen, ye fhall enrich my 
knowledge 

Rof; Noble Signior, unprofitable love is 
all our wealth 

Molard. But we'll contrive our félves for 
your bett ufe 

Flor. Pve faid, confider them withing 
their Garments have been worn too long. 

Alta. Brother, Chowe’re wife Fate may an- 
{wer it) methinks, thefe your own Robes 
are not the richeft nor the neweft in the 
world. 

Flor. Even thus, Sir, poor, and with 
{mall victory am I return’d from our caft 
Troops. Our pay refis in Areres, and Pifa’s 
loft: but you, [hear, have found a Jewel, 
that contains all price and luftre; and you 
do wear itin your bofom: (A noble wife) 
whofe birth and beauty are alike unvallu’d 
as her Dowry. This I encountred on the 
Lips of Fame; and I made hafte to fhare 
in your fuccefs, and put your bounty to the 
teft. 

Altamont. Florello, 1 have loft my fleep. 
Things differ much from the fincerity of 
their firft growth: Alteza hath forgot the 
allegiance of a wife, the doth pradtife how 
with her riot to impoverifh States. This 
Theam is fad; but I will give you caufe to 
expect the utmott ftrength and power of my 
relief. 

Flor. You teach my feeble wants a conti- 
dence. 

Alt. If you a while obfcure your felf 
(for fear your poverty increale her {corn ) 
you fhall perform a rational requelt. Our 
young fair Sifter, is conceal’d tor the fame 
caufe. 

Flor. Your mention doth anticipate my 
love. Is our fair Silter well ? 

Alt. She doth enjoy fome beauty, and 
much health. 

Mervoll. V hear your wife. 

Alt. You and your friends move back and 
be not {cen. 


Enter Alteza, Charintha, Nicnte. 


Alteza. Try Signior Allidore, Antonio's 
Son: VUtruvio, orthe rich Piracco. Grita~ 


lin, or Old.Comtaring of Placentia——— 
Nicute 
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Nientee Madam, your Husband hath pro- 
tefted ’gainft your credit, even to thefe. 

Alt:za. Slave, go force an anfwer more 
delighttul. 

Niente. Tobey you, Madam. 

Alteza. 1s’t come to this? 

Altamont. What is the caufe my Princefs 
thus delights in frowns? anger fits on her 
brow like age. 

Alteza» Hence, the Raven’s not fo omi- 
nous and black. 

Alta. Yet urge the caufe (my Love) why 
your defiance is {0 violent and lowd ? 

Alte. A Millanoife fhew’d me to day for 
faic, fome bright large Jewels; but your 
malice hath betray’d my faith, with Mer- 
chants. You have now my credit wrought 
fo low, I cannot {tand depos’d for th’ loan of 
forty thoufand Crowns. 

Altay Y would furvey @ lift of all your 
wants, that I may fo have power to hatten 
the redrefs : Do you diflike the Furniture of 
your Houfe, your Veftments, or fervice of 
your Table; give but a name unto thy 
with? 

Alteza» Y would have my Garden 
pav’d with Agats. 

Alta. O, and your Garden walls rais’d 
high, Phedge in Paraguetos ? 

Alteza.» Thou halt a rude heart, and a 
blitter’d tongue. 

Charinth. Well, the firft day of your con- 
junction, Sir, I little thought you would 
have us’d her thus. 

Merv. Chariatha’s become her Sifters Pu- 

il. 
: Alt. Come, Love, be gentle as thy bridal 


[ Exit. 


{miles : for by thy fclf I fwear, my fpecch | 


did purpofe nought that might offend, to 
tempt thy {pleen. Lend me thy hand. 

Alteza. There *tis to reach back the 
heart [ gave ye 

Alta. You {pirits, that fecure all humane 
love, be ftill official here! why thonld we 
not for cver thus remain. Tis fympathy, 
and love, that gives the world continuance 
and life. Each fpecies love preferves. °Tis 
love that makes th’ eternal wifdom thus for- 
bear the crimes of dull humanity: 

And (tuffers us, like each delighted Flye, 
To play the trivial wantons in his cye. 

Alteza» You preach of love, but your o- 
bedience would more pleafure me. 

Alt. This argues thy revolt ! and isa ftra- 
tagem againft Nature. Thou wouldft ufurp 
the Charter of the Male. Tis my confeffion 
that thy Dowre was vaft and opulent, and 
fuch as may fupport thy titles, and thy birth, 
with all the pride and cunning of magnifi- 
eence. Let my fincere phrafe inftrud: thy 
heart. Reaffume the blushes of thy youth; 
with timerous modefty behave thy felf ; and 


then, thou fhalt ftand up exemplary to all 
triumphant Courts: the envy of the Eaftern 

ueens: th’ Aftrologers miftake, who fhall 
dire@t their Opticks unto thee, as toa new 
and unknown Star. 

Alteza. Sitter ! 

Alta. The final] Muficians of the air 
thall be thy food. Thy Maids fhall eat young 
Pelicans, and Squirrels hearts. 

Alteza. Exc’lent! 

Alta. Thy drink fhall be prophetick and 
divine; for thou fhalt drink that Sov’raign 
dew, that hangs upon the frighted Lillies 
cheek. 

Alteza. O bounteous Sir! 

Altamont. The foft entrail o’th’ Perfian 
worm, th’ Ermines pale Fur thall clothe thy 
tender body. 

Alteza. More pretious ftill / 

Alta. Thofe Gums and Spices which the 
Arabian Bird colleéts to make her tragick 
piles, fhall be thy Winter Fuel. 

Alteza- Pretty, Sir, proceed. 

Alta. Thou fhalt have Marmafets, and 
Dwarfs, the male and female too, to pro- 
create in thy houfe; that thy delights may 
ever be renew’d. Thy Jewels fhall increafe,as 
if the lov’d Indics were thy Quarry. The 
Almighty Sun fhall rife, and {ce a nobler 
day break from thy Cabinet, than yet the il- 
luftrious Eaft ere knew. 

Alteza. But how will you perform thefe 
hopes ? 

Alta. The miracle and power do both 
confift in my large wealth. 

Alteza. Death on my Tribe! Your 
Wealth ? 

Alta. 1, my fweet Love. 

Alteza. Your Wealth? 

Alta. Yes Why not my wealth ? 

Alte. Canft thou pertift in fuch accurfed 
{chi{m ? 

Alta. Did you not then intend, when 
you endow’d me with your wealth, that F 
thould call it mine ? 

Alt:. By Heaven, not!. I forfeited the 
love o’th’ great Duke (my Uncle ) to marry 
thee; that wert a thing fhrunk from thy 
fate, and loft in poverty 5 but yet in moft af- 
fured hope, that thou wouldft prove an 
humble and obedient husband. 

Alta. Th’art more impudent than the 
Bafilisk, who ftarcs i’th’ face of man, until 
he kill him with his eyes. 

Alte. Hear, Altamont’ for I will give fo- 
lemnity unto a Vow, that fhall for evermore 
divide thee from my Bed 

Mervol. Dear Madam, hold: Tsbluth to 
hear your wild rebellious wrath. Hath not 
the Church nam’d him your Husband, and 
your Lord? 

Alte. M’opinions of the Church,I’1I tell to 
th’ Conclave,not to you— Alta. 
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Altamont. Ys this the help Divinity gave | which I have brought thee here. 


man ? 

Alte. Thy anger’s vain. Here I do ba- 
nifh thee my Bed, And we will never more 
embrace. 

Alta. Rebellious Fiend. 

Alte. Inow divide my houfe: this fide is 
mine, for here my Family and I will rule. 
That fide you, and your meagre ragged 
train poffefs. Thou may’ft henceforth my 


Neighbour, but no more my Husband be. - 


Charintha, come away 
Alta. I mutt parfue, left the her anger 
make too loud, fo we invite the publick 

{corn. 
[ Exeunt Alteza, Charintha, Altamont. 

Mervol. Is not thy Brother’s Wife a pure 
tame Hen? how dott thou like her noife ? 

Flor. Were fhe but mine, I’d teach her 
keep a noife too after death. 

Merv. How fo? 

Flor. Vd {trip her skin o’re her cars, and 
make a Drum on’t. 

Roffz. She was born ina ftorm. 

Flor. Mervolle, you have nam’d Charin- 
tha, asa Virgin, of Nature moit remifs, a 
quict tongue, amd fuch a heart, as might be- 
come an able facrifice, texpiate the whole 
world? 

Merv. This I efteem’d my juftice and her 
merit, but it feems her Sifters documents 
o’re-rule her now. Her, Dowry’s large, 
and may deferve the chicf of our Italian 
youth. 

Flor. What’s Dandalo, that {ues to her 
for love ? 

Merv. Dandalo, the Count of Millain? a 
thing compofed of perfume and ftarch ! Na- 
ture contriv’d him in her fleep: If’s igno- 
rance might anfwer for his fins he would 
accompt amongft: his wealth, the land he 
has in Heaven. 

Flor. Iheard you fay, fhe never faw him 

et. 
: Merv. Never, Sir: he woos her by his 
Letters. She defiring a perfonal furvey e’re 
profecution of the fute, he fent her word, 
he’d make’s addrefs by ftealth, but we ex- 
pect him not this month. 

Flore Will his arrival be fo long de- 
lay’d? [ Enter Altamont. 
Brother !—— how thrives your patience o’re 
your Wife? 

Alta. Some hope remains: the ftorm 
can’t laft, becaufe ’tis fill more violent. 
Sh’ath ta’ne Caroch for the Palace, and 
means ftraight to difgrace me ‘to the Duke, 
by her complaints. 

Merv. Her Veins o’reflow with Gall! 

Alta. Florello, 1 defixe thowlt not appear 
before her until thy Habit’s chang’d. My 
prefent power fums but a thoufand Crowns, 


: [ Gives him a Bag. 

Flor. Sir, it is fit your bleffings were in- 
creas’d , and that your wife had read your 
worth. 

Alta. My Art betrays my hopes, or I have 
found a remedy to cure her pride: your 
help, Mervolle, 1 muft crave, and with fwift 
{peed. [ Exewnt Altamont, Mervollc. 

Flore Roff2, Molard (friends to my Soul 
and Brain) advance your Eyes! The fove- 
raign Mine behold, that makes the folemn 
Patriarch dance, and the anointed King te 
skip, as doth his limber Dwarf. 

Roffa- Yellow as foot of Kite. 

Molard. Shall we be tender natur’d, and 
divide ? 

Flor, This isthe portion will procure us 
all high dignity and place. Roffz, you mult 
take pains and number thefe—Go, ranfom 
out Our captive weeds, and the rich habit I 
trom Pifz brought: whilft you (Molard) 
with the aflittance of thefe few—procure us 
fit materialsto adorn ourbodies. Enquire 
for Pearls: Stones of the cunningft foil, 
we'll like them, and disburfe. 

Roffa. Is there fome aged Veffel now a- 
fleep in the Dock, that will pay for her 
calking ? 

Molard. Florello, mutt we ftop the publick 
leaks ? 

Flor. E’re long we fhall be great, be able 
to advance with {miles, and with our frowns 
deftroy. You, Roffz, ll create a Magiltrate. 
Go practile the aufteer Cough. Pale delin- 
quents thou fhalt learn to jcer, and to fleep 
o’re men condemn’d. 

Roffa. The Calling (Sir) I do vouchfafe 
Vaccept. 

Fler. Thou(my Molard) fhalt rule in Vil- 
lages, grow popular, and miltake the Laws. 
Thou fhale delight ith’ Kalendar: the Ru- 
brick days thou fhalt obferve, and then de- 
{troy thy Becf. Whilft thy dull‘earthy Te~ 
nants feed until they ftink. 

Molard. My Launceprefado then fhall fop 
his Cruft in Wine. 

Roffa. And my dread Corporal fhall fin 
no more for Leeks. 

Flor. The folitary Hoftefs thall no morz 
boil the Carrion meat that fhe muft truft, nor 
with a Requiem bring the fervice up, as if it 
were the Haunch of her dead Husband. 

Roffa. Lam entire flame. 

Flor. Thele are the victories of wit: by wit 
we mutt atchieve our hopes; which to refine 
and purifie, with paces doubled let’s defcend 
a Marble Vaults there tafte the rich legitimate 
blood of the mighty Grape. It magnifies the 
heart, and makes the agil {pirite dance, 

It drownds all thoughts adulterate and fad; 
Infpires the Prophet,makes the Poet glad. 
Exenat omues. ACT, 
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ACT If. SCENE I. 


Enter Altamont, Mervolle, Scoperto. 


Have receiv’d a mandate fromt the 
Duke , that will, I fear, encreafe 
her infolence.. Like an old Tyrant he be- 
fiows his threats; as if his anger did obey his 
will, not juftice, nor the Laws. 

Mervoll. Does your wife know this pre- 
paration you have made to cure her haugh- 
tinefs ¢ 

Alt. All is difcover’d to her care: She 
now boatts of revenge, as if the thunder were 
her own. 

Mervolle. "Twere fit your pretty Agent 
here, receiv’d ipftructions how to fhape her 
garb and port, juft as th’employment doth 
require. 

Alta. Her knowledge is already fatisfi'd. 
Alteza’s threats fhall only move her {corn. 

Scop» 1 will perform my belt in your be- 
half; but J do fear I am not valiant, Sir. 

{ Exter Niente. 

Alta. O, you that call your fins your duty, 
that obey your Ladies riots out 0” zeal! 

Nientee What mean you, Sir? 

Alta. To cleave youfrom the pate unto 
the twilt. 

Niente. O mercy, Sir! fo rotten are my 
Limbs that you may blow me into fand— 

Alta Coward! ‘crecp ftraight into my 
Houreglafs then, and there eternally diftin- 
guifh time —— [Enter Alteza. 

Alt. What flave difturbs the quiet of my 
ear? [Niente (teps behind her. 

Niente. Ne’re look, Sir! 1 ferve my Lady, 
and I do {corn to yield 

Alta. D’ye brittle, Porcupine ? 

Niente. Take heed ! 

Altez. Stay, Altamont! withdraw thy 
violence! if thou diforderft but a hair, that 
doth belong to th’ meaneft Groom IJ have; 
I will proclaim my fuperiority, and rule th’ 
fireets. 

Alta. Hell cannot mifs thee long! 

Altez. Infult beneath thy own low roof! 
This part o’th’ houfe doth call me foveraign, 

[She fpies Scoperta, and comes neer ber. 

Alta. Retire ! 

Altez. Is the Piece you have fo magnifi’d, 
fhe you boaft of for your paftime Royal? 

Alta. This is a gentle heat, whilft thus 
we bill, methinks we immitate the love of 
Doves 

Scop. That kifs, Sir, was fo powerful, that 
you rob’d my Lips of all their wealth! 

Alt. Take back thy wealth again !___ 

Altez. Are ye fo hot? 


= 


Alta 


—_ 


Ata. Thy Lips are thin and lank, Alteza; 
Hers gently f{well, and are more foft than 
is the Heecy air that clothes the Infant morn: 

Altegza. Pray a word; is there in this Pa- 
gentry ought like to truth? difcover your 
infent. 

Alta. Pll make my anger equal unto 
thine, and my revenge above them both. 
This beautcous Maid, fhall govern in my 
bed. She is my Concubine: the Of-{pring of 
her womb fhail triumph here, maugre thy 
fight: whilft envy does confume thy fleth 
until thy body lighter grow than thy loofe 
mind. 

Altez. How well my Stars knew this. 

Alta. Mirvolle, go,I conveigh my Miftrefs 
unto thofe lodgings that o’review the Gard- 
en mount. 

Scop. If you retard your prefence whilft 
the Sun, in’s race, fill up one hour, you'll 
find before your next review, that grief-hath 
made me old, and I fhall look more likea 
Matron than a Brides fo,much your abfence 
mortihes. 

Alta. Thou art to every fence Ihave, a 
Spell. Condu& her ftraight,Mervolle, to fome 
Throne. [_Exeunt Mervolle, Scoperta. 

Alteza.» Then are the vows, with which 
the zealous Pricft oblig’d us to an abftinence 
from change and various love,quite cancell’d 
by your luti? 

Alta. Accufe thy pride. 

Altez. Thou art a perjur’d man. 

Alta. Go, thou art light as feathers, or 
the Air. Alteza, bath in penitential tears 
thy leaprous heart, or when the Elements 
are mix’d and the fad day arives, that dooms 
the world unto eternity of joy, or pain, thou 
fhalt be hung upon the walls of Hell. 

Altez. I{mileat thee and thy thin Arts 5 
like to fome homely Village Levite, thou doft 
preach of terrours, to keep dull faith inawe: 
I pray ftay; Lam not angry, Sir. 

Alta. No? — 

Altez. I practis’d all this while how to 
endanger your f{pleen, Sir, not my own; 
which if my powers prove juft, I fhall per- 
form e’relong. Nievte, {end the party in— 

[Exit Niente. 

Alta. More wrath! 

Altez. Adlow device, Sir, but o’my own 
Brain. 

Enter Sciolto. 


Alta. Who art thou? 
Scioltos 
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Sciolt. A keen Guett invited here-—— 

Alta. To what? 

Sciolt. To tafte—what your Wife pleates. 

Alta. Bold Slave! be in thy fpeech 
more plain. 

Sciolt. Tam come to get your. Children 
for you. 

Alte. D’ye want a clearer paraphrafe? he 
is my Servant, Sir, my Gallant if I pleafe. 
A courtly implement, and much in ufe a- 
mong, Ladies of my growth and birth. 

Alta. O my cold blood! my patience 
will be wrought fo low, I {hall be point- 
cd at. 

Alte. Since Vm fo aptly furnifh’d with 
delight, your Coicubine may fearlefs walk 
about the boule, and fhare the wholfom 
Sun in peace. 

Alta. Thy threats | doneglc&: but you 
(Sir) thall e’re Tong fhake ot your mortality : 
The minutes you mutt wafte on earth are 
few. 

Sciolt. This lconfider, Sir, and therefore 
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Alta. Do not belie thy own true merits : 
th’ adulterate tire did ne’re inflame thy heart 
I know thou {corns to do’t. ; 

Sciolt. Not I, believe it, Sir! Sir, I will 
do’t. Is your Lady fruitful? { would be 
loth to lofe my labour on her ? 

Alta. Peftilence! and blood /- 

He draws, and they as before. 

Alte. Fling a danger from thy arm, Plt 
fummon ftraight (with Trumpet and with 
Drum ) the world to hear thy infamy— 

Scialt. O fe! you an Italian, Sir, and 
thus declare the knowledge of dilgrace with 
lowd and popular complaint. 

Alteza. Nay it becomes you finely, does 
it not? 

Scivlt. You think, becaufe y’are curs’d, 
we'llallow you fhort Horns: Pll graft up- 
on your head a pair fo tall, they thal! go 
neer to over-look the higheft pinacle in. F/o- 
reHAces 

Alteza. He flceps. 

Sciolt. Signior, go! take downa Cuthion, 


make fuch haite to embrace your Wifes that} and pray! you cannot chufe but know the 
the, kind world may have fome of my | frailty of the times: and how great Ladies 


iffue. 
Alta. Y can endure no more. 


do relieve their appetites. Your owa con- 


| fcilion of my parts, commends your wite 


(He draws kis Sword, Sciolto his, Ai- | in her wife choice. There be that fin with 


teza her Stileto. 


Alteza. Hold, Altamont, or elfe 1 wound | 
der this. 


thy heart 
Alta. If there be Gall in Heaven, it falls 


in fhowers. 


Sciolt. "Slight, Sirs I come t’eafe you of 


your labour, and you want courtfhip to re- 
turn me thanks. 

Alte. Hang him Ingrate. 

Sciolt. But what hereafter I perform, fhall 
be for your good Lady’s fake, and not for 
yours. 

Alta. Pray (Sir) lets enterchange a few 
words; withall (if youconfent) we'll put 
our Swords toa more quiet ufe 

Sciolt. Now, Sir, you may believe my 
blood affeéts to skirmifh more with Ladies 
than with men. What would you {peak ? 

Alt. My true opinion, Sir, concerning 
you. I know you do bat counterfeit this 
Juft, this lawlefs heat. You purpofe not 
tabufe my Bed. 

Sciolt. Who told ye fo? 

Alta. Tread it in your noble feature and 
your looks. You have Religion in your fhape, 
and can it be you fhould fo foon commit a 
crime fo offenfive to the Angels fight ? let 
me now make a forfeiture of my eyes, if ever 
T beheld a man that’s more oblig’d to Nature 
for his Limbs. A frame fo tull of equal 
ftrength Inever faw. 

Sciolt. The better fhap’d I am (Sir) the 
more caufe you'll find, to love the iffue I thall 
get upon your wite. 


feeble Ufhers and the wither’d Dwarf.’ 
Alteza. He wants a judgment to ccnfi- 


Sciolt. I merit better looks, Sir, that mutt 
take pains all night for ye, and without 
wages, Sir. 

Alteza- Dead aS a monument. Let us 
leave him [ Exeunt Sciolto, Alteza. 

Alta. You {welling mountains (that o’re- 
view the Earth) fall now, hide me eternally ; 
Philofophy contract thy meck fage brow : 


let Patience be no more thy Saint. Patience, 
thou art more fond than teeming wives, 
tamer than fleeps Divinity which calls our 
anger fin, and courage pride, hath fent this 


filly Cherubine on Earth, Patience, 


(The Cowards Sword) which only doth dif- 


arm 
Dull fleep, that neither can nor would: do 
harm. [ Exit. 


Enter Sciolto, Altcza, Niente. 


Sciolto. Florence knows me well: Pm 


call’d Sciolto. 


Alteza. Y needs muft fing my Ufhers 
praife: he madea molt difcrect election of 
a man. 

Scioltoe Your mercy and your kindnefs 
(Lady ) thus advance my fhapes your plea- 


ture was } fhould delpife your Husbands 


frowns; and I bchav’d my felt with terrour 


mafculime: but now we ere referv’d, [know 
humility, a foft and guiet garb; a diftance 
that 
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that fhall well become the ftate fo eminent 
and rich a beauty claims. 

Altcza. Sir, that we do expect, and then 
you thall o’retake our noble thoughts with 
newer love. Our Husband is a trifle, fuch 
as can no way difturb your peace or fafe- 
ty here. 

Sciolt. Madam, ftore me with arms and 
weapons to refiit his-perfonal affaulr, and I 
fhall need no more protection than my 
felf. 

Alteza. AGive and bold: Niente thou 
haft made a choice out-parallels the world. 

Niente- I will afflure your Ladifhip, the 
Bawds give him a good report. 

Alte. Do they, Niente? 

Niente-He’s great with Ladies of all ages, 
all Degrees. 

Sciolto, Excufe me, Sir, th’are great by 
me. 

Alte. As how, Sir? 

Scivlt. Madam 
Child. 

Alte. How, Signior? is your appetite fo 
ftrong?—. 

Sciolte Madam, blame the Planets that 
o’rerule the blood. E’re yet this prefent 
Month expires; (let’s {¢e—I,) Some three 
and forty Latlies(or there about) will quick- 
en with male Twins. 

Alte. All of your begetting ? 

Sciolt. So wife Fame fings. I will make 
bold to gather my firft Fruits —— 

[Goes to kifs her. 

Alte. Stay, Signior! our lote is not yet 
tipe: there is a larger diftance too belongs 
unto our Lips. 

Sciolt. How, dear Lady ? 

Alte. Tam too proud to have my favours 
foon and eafily conferr’d. Such {miles are 
cheap. Imean to meet you by prefcription, 
Sir. 

Sciolt. Death, Pm Sutor unto Gallen’s 
Widow: Madam, I know it not becomes 
the high demeanor of your birth to dance 
(juft like a Kid ) to th’ mufick of each wind 
that blows. E’re you admit of my embra- 
ces, I fhould ufe my Tongue, to court and 
and woo you to confent. 

Alte. Keep back, if you'll continue life. 
When I am pleas’d to be delighted, I can 
command you, Sir. 

Charintha within. Midam. 

Alteza- Sifter, Icome. Shew him to 
his Chamber 

Sciolt. Hatt no good book, whofe com- 
fortable ufe may fill th’ expence of time? 

Alte. What would you read ? 

Sciolt. Any o’il’ Moderns. Rablays ith’ 


They are all with 


| 
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Sciolt. Think on the frailty of the fleths 
and be not Jong unmerciful 
Charixtha within. Sifter! Madam! 
Alte. Away; Icome, I come. 
[ Exewnt Niente, Sciolto. 


Enter Charintha, Befognia. 


Charintha. The Miilain Count (my Su- 
tor) is arriv’d. 

Alte. Signior Dandolo! Why ?tis yet a 
month e’re he fhould meet your expeCtation 
here. 

Befog. Tis he, Madam, and fucha he as 
mutt be only likened to himfelf. 

Charintha. More rich and gaudy than the 
Eaft. So lib’ral too, that you would think 
he Nature’s Steward were. He gives amongft 
my Slaves, as if unto Ambaffadors he did 
caft donatives. 

Alte. Milk him (my Charintha) oft I have 
preach’d unto thine car a Sov’raignty o’re 
man. Take all he gives, it’s princcly fafhi- 
on now. Could but thy acceptation begger 
him, thy little wit were ever magnifi'd. 

Charintha. You know JI am o’th’ wits, 
I have been {worn to begger Sutors, and 
jear my Husband. 


Enter Florello in rich Hubit. Rofla, Mo- 
lard, fhifted like bis fervants. 


Florello. Which is the Lady that I come 
to woo? 
Charintha. My Name’s Charintha 
Florello. Prefent me.thy Lips! { fay ad- 
vance 
Alteza. You are not underftood 
[He kiffts Charintha,thew gives her a Feel. 
~Charyntha. My Lord, I tcarcely owne de- 


| fert enough tentice this Jewel from your 


Cabinet. 

Florello.A Stone,a Stone ! the thing grows, 
Ive cnow 

Alte. So free? I am Charintha’s Sifter, 
Sir 

Flor. It may be fo. A fine Houfe, fine 
Town too! were Florence mine, I would 
not give it for the beft winter Seat my Fa- 
ther left me. 

Alteza. Tis, Sir, th” ambition of ry 
love, that you would know me for Charin- 
tha’s Sifter 

Flor. Uthall. Roffz, remember it. 

Roffz. My Lord? 

Flor. I mutt know her for Charintha’s 
Sifter. 

Charintha. Is there no trick in Ceremo- 
ny, Sir, 10 give your memory a better 


praife of Midwives. Aretine on copulation: | hint. 


or th’ Odes of Theopbile unto his whore. 


Flor. 1 kifS none but thee: moft Princes 


Alte. My Uther in my Clofet can appoint |have one toy or other ftill, t make their 


your choice of thef 


defcent 
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[Gives to Alteza. 

Alte. What means your Lord{hip ? 

Flor. Th’are none of mine. I have enow 
wear “em 

Alte. Your Lordfhip binds my great ac- 
knowledgment. He’ll give away an Empire 
in a moment. 

Befoge Pm Churintha’s woman, Sir—— 

Flor. Who can help it? Miftrefs, wilt 
thou not bid my Servants welcorhe ? th’are 
rich Choughs, th’ave ftore of Villages, and 
plough’d earth. 

Charintha. Their judgment is fo kind 
(Sir) as to know they may command the 
Houfe. 

Roffz, Molard. We thank your Ladifhip. 

Flor, This is my Parafite, and this my 
Pimp. UveaFool, a Dwarf too at home. 
I made my jaunt too early by a Month, or 
elfe my Train had been enlarg’d. 

Alte. Th’are rarely fix’d, if they import 
as much as you denominate. 

Flor. 1 keep my Parafite to cure the dull 
melancholy of State. He does admire my 
wit and Beard. He faysI cannot fin. Princes 
would ftill be fad but for fuch worms. 

Alte. But how (Sir) does your Pimp ad- 
here to ufe? 

Flor. He is as pertinent to Lords as luft. 
My Fool I keep to laugh at me. My Dwarf 
is for my Wife. Ido intend fhe thall affect 
the Court, and then fhe7ll quickly learn to 
gnake the toy ufeful. 

Charinth. My Lord, be pleas’d to walk, 
and ufe th’advantage of the air. 

Flor. Vve Inftruments diftin@, that take a 
charge o’th’feveral quarters of my Frame,my 
Dwarf doth drefs me up unto the Knees,and 
when his ftature leaves his reach, young Vir- 
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gins then (th’iflue of decay’d Barons) do be- 
gin and govern to the Navel. whilft up- 
ee Barbers, Painters, and Parafites are 
usd. 

Charin. But will your Lordthip walk and 
fee the Spring? we have a Garden where it 
ever dwells. 

Flor. And fhall we be delighted and en- 
tranc’d ? 

Charin. We'll facrifice the utmoft of our 
ee and love, ? exprefs your welcome, 

ir. 

Flor. Wilt i’ faith ? There’s a Saphyse 
Chain: Tye thy Monky in’t Take it; 
for by this hand J am in hafte, and cannot 
offer twice. 

Befog. If you fhould chance (my honour’d 
Lotd) to drop thofe trifles here, I would be 
mannerly, and reach ’em up. 

Flor. 1 will give thee a Bufhel of Seed- 
Pearl to embroider thy Petticoat. 

Charin. This way—— 

Roffa. Your Lordfhip hath forgot to leave 
notice for thofe Princes in difguite that fhall 
by chance demand ye at the Gate. 

Alte. Who does he mean ? 

Flor. A leath of German Dukes that walk 
in Rug-Gowns. I fhould confit with ’em 
about the fubverfion of a State or two; but 
Pm not yet at leilure. 

Alte. My Lord, they thall be anfwered fo. 

Roffa. Your bypocrific wants a little Art. 

Molard. Your bounty will impoverifh us 
too foon. 

Flor. Ye both do lye, I weave my cun- 
ning clofe. Fortune, redeem the credit of 
thy Eyes. 

Thou wilt (ifthou art partial now and kind) 
But wink on me, though to the world th’art 
blind. (_Exeunt omnes. 


AGT Ul scENE | 


Enter Al\tamont, Mervolle, Sciolto, at the other dvor. 


His is the truth, therefore confi- 
der uow my Fate. Hah! Sciolto! 

Merv. What makes he there? 

Alta. ?Tis Scioto, the brute Adulterer, 
he whom I lately mention’d, a Slave more 
hot than Hell, a Satyr or a Goat. 

Sciolt. And hall be ftill fo, Sir, unlefs 
your wife difmifs her pride, and vouchtate 
to cool me. 

Alta. Devils and death, Pm murder’d 
through the ear 

[ He draws, Sciolto pulls forth a Cafe 
of Piftols. 

Sciolt. Take patience, Sir, awhile; know 


Alta 


| if there be a boifterous motion us’d, I have 


for each of youa Plum, and they fhall enter 
your nice ftomachs the wrong way-—— 

| Alta. Though thou wert hardy as the Ly- 
| ons race} and arm’d with all th’ Artillery 
on éarth, I durft affault thee asYam3 but fo 
| I cannot {atistie revenge. 

Merv. Sciolto, now my memory begins 
to know you better : for your riots and lowd 
demeaner in this City hath been long ob- 
ferv’'d. I wonder much y’ imploy your pre- 
tious minutes in acourfe fo vile. 

Sciolt. What,to increafe mankind? it has 
been a vocation ever fince the Sun {py’d re 

thus 
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thus crawling on the Earth 

M.sv. But what excufe canft thou in ho- 
now we, for Wearing fuch advantagious 
defence, againft his juft and tingle violence ? 

Sciolt. { havean odd humour not to be 
kill’d. 

Alta. O Alteza, had but my name been 
hid beneath tome fold in the voluminous 
dark Book of Fate, I might have mifs’d of 
my creation then, fo I fhould ne’er have 
feen thy face. 

Sciolt. My cures, Sir, have caufe t’aflault 
her more than yours: for the has ftarv’d me 
here with want of natural delight. My free 
large growth and tinéture of my hair de- 
note, my conftitution cannot fuifer me to 
wear a Surplefs, or proceed Eunuch. 

Alta. A Salamander that doth feed and 
clothe it felf with flame, was thy Progeni- 
tor. 

Sciolt. Have I not equal reafon to com- 
plain? in three hours not {0 much asa dry 
Kifs. 

Merv. Fine calumny ! 

Sciolt. A Negro might be ufcful now, al- 
though fh’dd but one eye. 

Alta. VII ftrew upon thy food the teeth of 
Snakes. 

Sciolt. Signior, prefume no more upon a 
fond eafie nature. Ihave been abftinent too 
‘long. Hafte, and with pliant fteps prefent 
your wifes orelfe Pilaffure ye you fhalt feck 
fome other man to Cuckold ye for me. 

Merv. Sciolto, this is barbarous. 

Alta. Vil fhoot thy heart with Necdles, 
that thou may’ft dye, and yet not know that 
thou art kill’d. 

Sciolt. 1 thank ye, Signior, but we Flo- 
rentines do fleep like Levorites, with our 
eyes open: howe’re I could vouchfafe to 
fhoot you now, and prevent your kind- 
nefs — ' 

Merv. Sciolto, hold. If cither charge do 
mifs, he that furvives, fhall pierce thy 
heart. 


Sciolt. I meant not to give fire. There is 


a trick of gravity v th’ State call’d Law. 
Befides, you dead, the Children which I 
chance to get upon your buckfome wife, I 
fhould go near to keep at my own charge. 

Alta» Africa breeds no monfter like to 
thee. 

Sciolz. Pll to my Chamber now, and for- 
tifie there, [ remain (during the pleafure of 
your wife} your Tenant (Signior ) in fee 
tail. [ Exit. 

Alta. It is a cunning, and promifcuous 
Slave." This ftory of Alteza’s abftinence, he 
doth but counterfeit. 

Merv. Had the Devil himfelf crept into 
fleth, and undertook this fervice to your 
wife, the had poffefs’d the weaker inftru- 
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ment. He hath in’s Veins a moft intempe- 
rate blood 5 his Walour’s fo renown’d, that 
all the {tnooth, the curl’d, and filken No- 
bles of the Town, do homage to his Sword 5 
and by fuch atts as thefe maintains him- 
felf. : 

Alta. Thy faith was jealous, I feduc’d 
thy ear to an untruth: but now thou know’ft 
too much. 

Merv. Now, Sir, my temp’rate Letures 
ceafe. Obey revenge, and I will follow it, 
until my wealth and life are forteited to 
Law. 

Alta. Hah! wilt thou? O my quickned 
heart (entomb’d before within my breaft) 
wilt thou? This, this then is the direful 
night, wherein I'll give a ftrié& and cruel ju- 
ftice to Revenge. 

Merv. This then is the night, wherein 
my bold love fhall merit me th’eternal name 
of Friend. 

Alta. Come f{wear, {wear now, (on this 
victorious Sword) thon wilt obey th injun- 
tions of my wrath, and yet not move, but 
when my will appoints. 

Merv. My Religion, and the honours of 
my blood, I here do pawn. to ratifie the 
Vow [Mervolle kiffes the Hilts. 

Alta. Now work my injur’d {pirits, till 
you make dull forrow rife into flame. Anger, 
Is blood, pourd, and perplex’d into a froth, 
But malice is the wifdom of our wrath. 

[ Exeynt: 


Enter Floretlo, Charintha, Alteza, Roffa, 
Molard. 


Charinth. Your Lordfhips Letters were of 
an excellent ftile ! 

Flor. This orinet Roap is yours, and you 
muft wear’t. 

Charinth. Your bounty choaks my thanks. 

Alte. Takc it. Attict me fame, if e’re § 
Knew his parallel ; he woos at Nero’s rate. 


Enter Befognia. 


Befog. Madam, there’s anew Dandolo, a 
a new Count lighted at the Gate, and crayes 
entrance. 

Flor. That’s rare i’faith; have I a fha- 
dow walks without leave o’the Sun? 

Alte. A Confpiracy. 

Flor. Did not Mervolle fay, twould be a 
month e’re he arriv’d ? 

Roffa. Be bold and meet your chance. 

Flor. Scand firm, and ftifly by me then, 
avouch me ttill for the true Dandulo. 

Alte. Charintha,’tis {ome ttratagem 3 but 
if he Jewels bring, and ina hand as large 
and open as yon eafie Snipes,thou haf ill luck 
if you can’t begger both. 

Charinth. 


rich fparkles fhine in my eyes. 


Enter Dandolo. 

Dand. The Lady that is nam’d Charin- 
tha, which is fhe ? 

Flor. Slight, this is the great Cham. 
Heark ye, Signior 

Charinth. My Lord, I pray afford him 
leave to (peak. 

Dand. What is that fancy Groom? 

Florello. Vl fhew ye my Trades a poor 
Sword-man, I 

Alteza. Sir you deftroy the quict of my 
Houle: he thall have fatuty here, and leave 
to {peak. 

Charin. Ym cal?d Charinthsz, Sirs pro- 
ceed and fpeak. : 

Dand. Vil firlt do f{pecial grace unto 
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Charinth. V1) {mile no longer than thele 


( 


a, 


eet uh: 

Roffz. Heus’d the Trade, Sir, in his in- 
fancy. 

hs a sale walk, when I be- 
an’t: the fir I u 1 
te rought him was ay 
| Flor. Canft point at ought he did fome 
| two and twenty ycars ago ? 
Molard. Diftinétly, Sir. I know that Gen- 
_tleman, he was got on a Trjpe-Wife of 
Lucca. 

Alte. My Lord? 
| Flor. Ym an old Jew at Genealogies. This 
Fellows defcent I know now, and where he 
| took’s beginning too. By chance 1 thus 
have met forty of my Father’s Battards. 
| Th’are poor, and put me oft to charge. 
| Brother, welcome. Roffz, give him a 
| Quardecus. 
| Charintha. Your train of Parafite, Pimp, 
Fool, and D-varf, {peak you at firlt, to be 


your Lip—— my Pcn hath woo’d you otts/ the true young Lord. 


but now by ttealth thus fingle Pm arriv’d, 
a Moon before the time I did prefix. 

Charin. 1 Sir, the caufe. 

Dand. ’Twas Winter when I {pecifi’d 
the date of my approach, and then my 
blood was cold; but now the Spring is 
come, The String of Pearl there in your 
hand is round and orient, Lady. 

Alte. 1, Sir, and in fuch Toys fhe much 
delights: although her modefty be loth to 
make her fancies known. Would you had 
brought fome few to match’em. 

Dand. Do you atte& ’cm, Lady ? 

Charinth. 1 xejoice in all the works of 
Nature. 

Dand. Y am inftructed then. 

Alte. As how, dear Sir ? 

Dand. That I did ill, to leave my Pearls 
behind. 

Altes Sifter, this Hulk is neither rigg?d 
nor fraught. 

Charintha. Til have no more of him, he 
is too coftive. 

Flor. Six, a word. 

Dand. Has not this Houfe the priviledge 
of peace ! 

Flor. Ladies, this Impoftor fteals my Ti- 
tles, and my Name; I ask leave to punifh 
him. 

Alte. We'll not psotect his crimes, ufe 
your juftice. — [Florel!o draws bis Stiletto. 

Flor. Unlefs youare an Eftridge, Sir, and 
can digeft Steel, cool your Lungs, and calm- 
ly wait th’ inquiry I thall urge. 

Dand. Hence, and be dead! 

Flor. Molard, reveal how Jong thou haft 
been Pimp to the Family of the Dandulos? 

Mblard. About fome thirty years, Sir. 
Yve procur’d both time and place, for your 


good Fathers game, ere fince he was capa- | 


ble of knowing woinan. 


Alte. Yet th’ other has fome marks that 
| do belong unto a Count, o’th? lai edition 
; tOO- 

Dand. D’ you think y’are the Count ? 

Flor. I do think it, Sir. 

Dand. Thought’s free. 

Alte. He fhould be a Venetian, by th’ wit 

and policy of his courage. 

Dand.. Beauties, were your hands clean 

they fhould be kifs’d. 

Flor. Bold Baftard. 

Dand. Six you fhall know no man 

e’re got me, but my own Father. [ Exit. 

Flor. Befoguia {peak in my behalt; Vil 

give thee a Pearl then, big, asa Wall-nut. 

Befogniae Which, when your Lordfhip 

does, I'll return ye a pointed Diamond, big 
as a Steeple. 

Alte. Y’on thrifty counterfeit, has much 

perplcx’d your Servants wit. 

Charinth. My Lord. Lets in, and jeer. 

Flor-Slow method Fools obey. To th’Stars 

advance 

His head, who thus refifts the power of 

Chance. { Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Scoperta, Sciolto. 


Scoperta. Like to my Genius he doth 
move about the Houfe. Our fouls are furely 
near ally’d 

Sciolt. Calls he her his Concubine? by 
this hand , there’s not a Prince in all the 
Eaft, has {uch another. B¢ not difpleas’d, O 
young and beauteous Lady! 

Scopertae The Garden, Signior, doth con- 
tain more walks: I do beleech you change 
your path, and leave me here. : 

Scioft. You mutt not leave me yet. 

| Holds ber in his arms. 


Altamont 
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£ omont, Mervolle, from above. 

Merv. My Vows have promis’d you the 
ample truth of my intelligence. Behold, 
whom there Scio/to keeps in amorous em- 
braces. 

Alta. Hah, Scoperta! libid’nous Girl, 
what makes fhe with that Horfe ? 

Merv. Shall I call to her, Sir ? 

Alta. No, my words fhall never pene- 
trate her car, until I am reveng’d for what 
my eyes have feen. 

Merv. There is a general tainture in the 
Sex. 

Alta. She is profcrib’d. Vve fd her in 
the Lift with thofe that tafte to night a bit- 
ter fate. Away, away. This object ruines 
all my kindnefs for her. 

[Exeunt from above- 

Sciolt. 1 figh, my firft falute was fo intem- 
perately perform’d. But O! the juftice of 
my Stars! my love is now reveng’d upon 
my luft. With pure chafte flame I court the 
MiftrefS unto Altamont one here referv’d 
for finful ufe. Stay, {tay 

Scoperta. ¥f Y am feen, my life is for- 
feited 

Sciolt. Haft thou net heard my Vows, 
whofe violence and number well might {a- 
tisfie the moft fufpicious. 

Scop. How dare I trafick thus for love 
with thee: when thy accompts with Hea- 
ven are yet not clear’d, that luft betray’d 
thee to? 

Sciolt. With what advice of modefty 
canft thou accufe my blood; when in this 
Mantion th’art contain’d for the like fin ? 

Scop. Were well known unto the quali- 
ty of thy new love, I would reveal my feif, 
and take from thy belief the falfe opinion 
of my guilt. 

Sciolt, If ’re I practife impious heat a- 
gain, fome Fiend that in the Centre dwells 
rcach me, and pull me into flames. 

Scop» Bear witnels, Truth, that I’m ofhici- 
al here but by pretence, My Veins are cold 
and chafte as Northern fnow. 

Sciolt. Thy name, and then my doubts I 
will forfake ? 

Scop. Scoperta is my name. I Sifteram to 
Altamont; not Miftrefs of his luft. 

Alta. O dire affinity ! my love is now al- 
ly’d unto my hate. Yet Altamont ne’er me- 
rited my wrath. It is the wit the policy of 
fin, to hate thofe men we have abus’d. When 
firft I {py’d the grace and luftre of thy fhape; 
methought I lov’d, and my fick heart in- 
form’d me love was good. 

Scop. And you when I beheld, I faid to 
Heaven, O make but his immortal part like 
to the Garment Nature clothes it in, and 
he’ll remain a-Type, from whom {hall be de- 
rivd the Prophets, and the Kings that rule 
the earth. 
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Sciolt. Her beauties fo increafe, that they 
do make my comprchenfion poor. 

Scop. Yfhould have us’d more Icifure and 
nice art, when I did give my love away. 

Sciolt. O flay, until my Vows afford a lar- 
ger warrant of my faith—-— 

Scop. Our new fociety muft not be feen. 
But it thy love be free from carnal Arts, 
(fuch as the curled Youth of Italy do ufe ) 
make me thy fudden ftealth. Early, (e’re the 
fucceeding Sun arrive i’th’ Eaft) appear be- 
neath my Cafements view, and I will follow 
thee along the {pacious world. Exit. 

Scivlt. Go, noble Maid, wert thou divi- 
ded from my reach, by Elemental fire, by 
ftreams of blood, or winds (when met to 
blow each other from the earth) yet I would 
pull thee to my heart. Falfe luft,I take of thee 
eternal leave 


Enter Niente, Alteza. 


Alte. Convey thofe odours thither, and 
dilperfe the coftly {moke about the Room: 

Niente. I fhall. 

Alte. Place foft and eafie finger’d 
bchind the Arras; Voices ey ‘baa 
And {pread the Cowch, with the green Per- 
fian Quilt. 

Nieate. All is prepar’d. [ Exit. 

Sciolt. For what are thefe defign’d ? 

Alte. Come, follow me and know——_ 

Sciolt. Now am I as rafcally a finner, as 
ever. 

Alte. Why com thou not? 

Sciolt. O Love! A little grace. 

Alteza. Is not thy blood well? KifS me 
Sciolto. 


Sciol. Shall we be wrapt in foft embraces 
then. 

Alte. We'll grow together in our loves. 

Sciolt. Go, kneel to your Husband, and 
beg, from him lawful embraces ; my {elf in- 
tend to purchafe a few Beads, and turn 
Vot’ry. 

Alte. What motive (Sir) perfwades ye 
ufe me thus? 

Sciolt. Why—ye are not handfom. 

Alte. Uncivil Slave. 

Scialt. Queftion your Gla&. 

Alte. Villain, thou ly’ft. 

Sciolt. Thy Teeth, in diftance ftand like 
the decay’d Arches of a Bridge. 

Alte. Better, th’ adft been unborn. 

Scis/t. Wilt not yet go? thy Fingers are 
all crook’d, like the Tallons of a Griffon. 
Thou walkft on Cloven feet. 

Alte. Hoa! Niente. 

Sciv/t. Thy Bones are pil’d acrofs, much 
like the fticks on a Conjurers fire. 


Alte. Are my Grooms dead? what hoa! 
Pil have thee flead.__ 


Sciolto. 
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Alte. Love is for ever fled. 
Alta. Dott weep? I fooner thought to 
have {cen the Flint fupple as Spunge; th’ob- 
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Sciolto pulls out a Cafe of Piftols. 
Sciolt. Kk mutt uct be. For with thefe two 
there fhall be paflage forc’d. Farewell Oy- 
fler ! [ Exit. |durate Diamond melt at the Glow-worms 
Alte. Where are my Grooms, my Slaves? } fire. 


injurious Wolf. Bark at my feature, Alte. How hath the pride of Courts mifs- 


thus firew my beauty o’re, with infamy | led my youth, that you fhould think Pve 
and dult? Strike my green youth, with E- | lofi all tendernefs and love. 

pithetes of age ? My Altamont ne’erus’dme} Alta. Thou wert a Virgin {weet, fo pre- 
thus. He oft compar’d me to the Stars, my | tious in thy frame, that with thy hair thou 
Eyes ¢’Eaftern light, when day {miles at her] mightit have fetter’d Kings. When thou 
birth. O! Tcould curfe the giddy judgment } didft fing the quiet Stars, would fall afleep 
of my blood; that thus feduc’d me to for-| and wink. Thou art all difcord now: thy 
fake that Saint, and mix my knowledge | glory’s dark, thy blood is turn’d to Ink, 
with this Devil. He’s fled too, untouch’d by | A/te. Ihave out-liv’d the help of peni- 
my revenge. Niente, hoa! tence, and benefit of hope. 

Alia. Oft have I faid, let’s leave the falfe, 
the bufie world, and fleep bencath our Vines, 
Nature (not cunning ) then, augments our 
wealth; the dew of Heaven is cheap, nor 
necd we pay for th’Suns warm light. If 
kind Divinicy allow t’each humane foul a 
Stars our iffue we'll increafe, unti! the 
bright and numerous throng be all employ’d. 

Alte. But Tam fteril as a wildernefs, my 


Exter Altamont. 


Alta. ?Vis Alteza2, I know her finful 
voice [fhe kneels. 

Alte. O, Sir, if anguith, or diftrefs, can 
make an humble heart, bzhold your Lady 
now; thus'proftrate at your feet 

Alta» What may this fore’d humilty por- 
tend? name is ficknef$ to your memory. 

Alte. Sciolto(cruel as the winds in March) Alta. Witnefs you filent powers, the 
hath firuck my woman-hood with tyranny, | crime is not deriv’d from me T’explain 
and {corn. Can Fate prefent fo large a teft of | my innocence, know, the that here I hous’d, 
your true love (both to your felf and me ) | t’affront thy pride, was my chafte Sifter, not 
as that you minilter revenge upon that Vil- | my Concubine. 
lain: Go, and pierce his heart with your] Alte. Then you are loyal fill, oth’ Mar- 
bright Steel, and then obedience claim re- | riage Vow. a 
pleat with fond idolatry and love. Alta. But Scoperta is now thy Rival in 

Altae The Fiends are furcly marry’d too; | Scio/to’s lft. . 
for there’s no torment like a Wite! falfc gee All fprings from the ambition of 

. my. gut 
patas So ill I merit charity; thatall my Alta. Although thy penitence be rath, it 
paflions argue cunning, and pretence. doth become thee well, and thou haft quite 

Alta. This is a wife hypocrifie, to hide | diffolv’d my ftony heart. This night T pur- 
thy luft, or fnare me in fome guilt, where- pos’d thee a cruel deach, but now rife, and 
by the Duke may claim my life, and thou continue mortal frill Pil lay my mercy 
receive more quiet {pace, tenjoy Scis/to’s | on thy Lip, and for it take my laft farewel— 
perfon. Pil never fee thee more. . 

Alte. Thofe angry fpirits that refide be- Alte. This is a mercy that confounds the 
low, are not more cruel in their envy, than} willand ftrength of all my gratitude. O tad 
am Jin hate to him. Decree. You have divore’d me from your 

Alta» So {oon doft fteep him in thy Gall, } Eyes. ~ 
whom thou haft took into thy heart. Alta. Two neighbouring Lillies whom 

Alte. If ere Y knew him with more guilt, | rude winds difperfe mongft reftlefs dutt, 
than what my wifhes and my thoughts con- | may fooner meet upon their {talks again, and 
tain’d; let wrath then make me her ele sateen other ina {econd growth, then we 

ch ain mortality | our loves renew. 
Bree. pa ; Alte. Take heed, Sir, how you prophecy § 

Alta. Thy perjur’d atteftations ccafe;| for my humility with moift couiee 
for though the hours are few, fince firlt ye join’d, may hope to wath my leprous {taius 

i eTYe had both the care to make | away- ; 
Toa EA ate to fin. Altamont. Ono! my jcaloufic is Bee 
Alte. Exprefs fome mercy in your faith, | fo ae pe doubt informs me, it Wi 
jear me {peak. ne’er be cur’d. 
as Man thy denial ‘tween thy blifter’d | Alte. I creep thus to my Tomb, indebt- 


23 - world 
tips, if utter’d thou art dead. ed for your love, ’till all the drowfe pa 
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fhall rife to general Accompts; and then 
my want of earlier, gratitude will make my 
debt a lin Exit. 

Alta. O trivial property of life! fome 
do attend the mighty war, and make Divi- 
nity their yoak; “till for the {port of Kings 
th’ augment the number of the dead. Some 
‘walk in flippery paths of Court, and feed 
on filent fmiles; fome travel in the fearch 
of humane Arts, but knowledge is referv’d: 


She fits fo high in Clowds, we cannot reach 
her with our Eye: or if with patient fteps 
we toher climb, death fays we cannot reach 
her with our time. For wither’d age arrives, 
when numbring on our guiefs not years, the 
tedious {pace of life we ttraight accufe. For 
life is like the fpan 
Fore’d from a gouty hands which, as it gains 
Extent, and active length,the more it pains. 
[ Exit. 
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Enter Dandolo, Befognia, Stoccata, Punto. 


Dand. Y journey was by ftealth, elfe 
M Thad brought with thefe, Le- 
gions of Dukes to {peak my birth. 
Befog. My Lady ’gins t’enquire, Sir, after 
flecp, tor it grows late. 


Dand. My thrifty method fhall be broke, | 


ere Vil mifs her view. This Britifh Groat 
is thines trafhck for Pins. 
Befog-Make the Devil your Factor 3 there’s 
aftock to fet up with. [Flings it again.Ex.t. 
Dand. No bribes? Lam belov’d. 


Enter Florello, Roffa, Molard. 


Flir. Brother, I with you would avoid 
my haunts. °Tis not for my credit, nor yet 
for our dead Fathers, thus to make your 
perfon known, being y’are illegitimate. 

Dand. Go, Jet that Fellow dye. 

Stoccato. Why, let him, Sir. 

Punto. Were we his Heirs, w’ had caufe 
to haften his deceafe. 

Flor. D’ye walk like Neptune in a mask, 
attended on by two o’th’ calm winds ? 

Dand. Th’are Nobles both. This is Stoc- 
cato call’d, and that Punto. They are come 
to warrant me the true Dandolo. Upon the 
Gauntlet of a Giant or a Whale. 

Flor. Maintain your birth 
my Fathers Bawds ? 

Stoccatoe Alas, you are young, Sir, you 
know notus! we cannot {well and rant like 
things that would be rather heard than felt ; 
but we can thruft our Whinyards home,with 
joy and quiet too. . 

Punto. Swect-heart ; you are not read ith’ 
Rudiments of wrath. You fhall perceive 
{ome that are lowd and active with their 
Lungs 5 -courage in them you may fufpect : 
but when you fee a coo} and filent anger like 


were you 


to ours, then keep your wandring hands at | 


home. Soft, Sir, beware. 


Stoc. Stay, wot thou kill him, Pyato, or | 


fhall I? 


Punto. Vve bufinefs now of a more feri- 
ous garb. Difpatch him thy felf. Early 
to morrow Vl do as much for thee on the 
two Zits. 

Flor. D’ye make no more o’th? Infants of 
the Earth ? 

_ Stoce Fie, Sir. Draw your Weapon in a 
Lady’s Chamber? You {till difplay a cou- 
rage ill brought up, moft vainly nurtur’d, 
Sir, believe’t. 

Punto. Forbid it, Heaven ; but you fhould 
have free {pace t’employ your belt firength 
in your defence. But, Sir, *tis fober pati- 
ence makes us fafe. If now on_ eithers 
Haunch you did confer a kick; our fecret 
wifdom would direé us how to bear it for 
the time, and in our own advantage too. 

Flor. Ist poffible ? 

Stuce Hear, Sir, th’ advice of an old fhor. 
Pve hit the mark more than once in my 
time, and tam’d many a mad Boytoo. If 
either of s vouch{afe to greet ye with a hand 
or foot, take it, and be thankful: left by re- 
turn of wrath, worfe do enfue. 

Flor. Not I, believe’t. 

Punto. He’s young, Stoccato, carve him 
gently up! 

Fler. They take me for a Capon. What 
Weapons fight ye with, Demiculvering or 
Drake ? 

Stoc. Steel of Toledo is all we manage— 

Ficr. What then remains, but Roffa and 
Meee affault you two, I, my Baftard Bro- 
ther 
Roffz. Come, Sir 
Molard. We'll jerk you with our Iron 
Rods 


Stoc. Keep your Sword warm, it “longs 
to the Scabbard 
Punto. O, Sir, your Valour ftill imports 
fome want of a difcrcet and ter.percte 


breeding. 


Enter 


Enter Charintha, Befognia. 


Charintha. His bounty ne’er will give 
me caufe t’?advance my wit: he grows much 
troublefom. 

Dand. Lady ! behold two Worthies heres 
Dragons in fight. Taney come to preach my 
birth. Th’are known to Fame. 

Flor. Fame blew ’em from her breech. 

Punto. Signior, you fill forget the quiet 
and the courteous ways of {pleen. 

Flor. 1 will try your pollitick patience, 
Sir [ Kicks em. 

Punto. You fee we ftill are calm 

Stoc. He has but thin Philofophy that 
cannot fuffer this 

Charine Yon marmalet Count defervesas 
much too. 

Dand. \ do oppugn the motion with my 
{corn. : 

Flor. D’ye {corti, Sir, to be kick’d ? 

Dand. Pardon me, Sir! I fay’t alowd; 
the proudeft wight on Earth fhall not kick 
me, excepting your dear felf. 


Enter Niente. 


Niente. 1 have privacies, Madam, for 
your ear ; 

Flor. You, and your fierce Champions, 
ftraight remove; craul hence, and be not 
vilible again. 

Punto. Enhaunce our pay, we'll kill him 
in the dark. 

Dand. Agreed, fix Duckats you fhall num- 
ber more. 

[Exeunt Dandolo, Stoccato, Punto. 

Niente. The Neighbours fay, forty Ser- 
jeants wait his departure hence, who give 
him a new name. 

Charintha» Hah! what do they call him ? 

Niente, Florello, and report him Brother 
unto Altamont. 

Charintha. My eyes are inform’d, two 
Faces more ally’d I have not fcen. The 
younger Brother unto Altamont s tantaftick 
too as winds,and fillier thana filenc’d Prieft. 
Fate had’ much preferr’d me. 

Befogn. Madam, it muft be he. I've 
tane a (triG@ furvey of ’s Nofe; “tis fo like 
Alt amont’s. 

a Charintha. He is already fo cxhauft, that 
his wife bounty can no more be Argument 
for wit: and now to have this plea for his 
difmiffion is above my joy. Signior 

Flor. Sweet Love, I have been bold to 
give away one or two of thy Farms to thefe 
my Foll’wers, they are kind wretches both, 
and love thee well. 


Charintha. Indeed ? 
Florelio. Ycs, faith. They bid me rather 
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than thou fhould’ft thus pine for love, to 
marry thee. 

Charintha. Stand off! more diftant yet. 

Flor. Would’ft view my Limbs? 

_Charin. When you do make your Chri- 
fiianity more known, you mutt be call’d 
Florello. 

Florello: Hah! 

Charin. Forty blew Fiends wait to arreft 
you in your paffage home. 

Flor. Madam, I am traduc’d. 

Charin. Could your abufive Arts make 
choice of none but me? Be fure this vilit is 
your laft. ‘ 

Flor. I muft not, dare not, leave ye, till 
Pve clear’d the errours in this calumny 

Charintha. Return, or I thall think your 
love, is, as your perfon, counterfeit. The 
firength: of all my Charity affords you but 
this Key, which in my Orchard Gate you 
may employ, and free you from th’ Atreft 
Befognia, Vl to Bed 

[ Exeunt Niente, Charintha, Befognia. 


Florello, Roffa, Molard, look, ghoftly 

awhile at ome another. 

Flor. A fober truth. Sums I ow’d when 
T embark’d for Pifa 

Roffa- Now thall I,-like a melancholy 
worm, feed on raw Roots 

Molard. Sing Canticles of woe! I muk 
cen go tag Points in a Garret. 

Flor. This Key, with the help of our Ra- 
piers will bring us home. 

Roffz. No Moneys, Sir ? 

Flor. Faith we muft all difrobe our old 
Veltments, ftitch on again, and morgage 
thefe to raife a fum that may affift my h- 
berty. 

Molard. Creep in our Rags, in our thin 
and dufty webs again. 

Roffa. I feel a heard of {mall Cattel graze 
on my Icft fhoulder. 

Flor. O my forward bounty! there’s but 
fick hope my Jewels will return; fince Cu- 
ftom fhews 5 
What Ladics thus from their dull Sutors get 
They do preferve as Tribute to their wit. 

[ Exennt omnes. 


Scoperta, and her Woman under a Canopy. 


Woman. The greatelt part of the Night is 
yet unfpent. 

Scoperta. Since time grew old, he flowly 
finds his fteps wth? dark: by day he fwifter 
moves. Get thee to Bed. 

Woman. Madam, good night. [ Exit. 

Scop. Come, my Sciolto, and conhrn che 
virtue of thy faiths or I difperfe my fou! in 
fighs, and make this Chair my eafie Monu- 


ment. [ Reads. 
Enter 
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Enter Altamont, Mervolle. 


Merv. All are departed that to Charin- 
tha made vifit :: your Servants have begun 
their fleep, and Guards are plac’d upon the 
Gates. 

Alta. Are my bold Inftruments in Am- 
buth laid, and {catter’d for the beft advan- 
tage of their conceal’d action, and their 
View? | 

Merv. They are. 

Alta. Expe& me then beneath the Gar- 
den Mount. [Exit Mervolle. 


Altamont fteals ta Scoperta, and fhews ber 
his Arms befmear'd with Blood. 


Scop. You {welling Clowds hide my af- 
fligted fight ! 

Alta. Behold my hands, they feem to 
bluth with guilt of humane facritice. Me- 
thinks I Jook like toa Memphian Prieft, that 
had diffeGtion made of Hecatombs Vappeafe 
their falfe Divinity. Alteza’s dead. 

Scop. Can I believe your hands depriv’d 
her of her breath ? 

Alta. Fathers that feed on Sons, and 
Sons that drink their Mothers blood, reach 
not that cruelty which her ftern guilt did 
throw into my Breaft. 

Scop. May fome kind Saint weep o’re 
your Soul until with holy dew, he wath 
this fin away. 

Alta. Thou doft mif-fpend thy charity. 
P'th’ night I come, to find thofe Angels that 
have bufinefs naw on earth here with thee : 
hoping I hall receive reward for my jutt 
A& 


Scope The hours that gave her opportu- 
nity to erre, were known fo few; that my 
belief concludes her guilelefs of the fin. 

Alta. Before her foul forfook her Lips, 
fhe did confefs Scioto had enjoy’d her. Scé- 
oltv too,confirm’d her atteftation as a truth. 

Scop. Be deaf ({weet Heaven) to this. Did 
Sciolto iterate her foul {peech? 

Alta, He did, which I o’rchear’d, and 
forc’d a paffage to his heart. 

Scop. Is he dead too? the Genius of the 
world is fick, all Forms muft ceafe. 

Alta. Dott weep for him? This obfequy 
doth make compaffion fin. 

Scop» O Sciolto! Art thou fo early fled, to 
tafte eternity, and unknown fate. 

Altz. Stint thy complaint, pernicious 
Whore. I had fome hope, the interview that 
you enjoy’d might be enfore’d by his unru- 
ly ftrength « But now, I find it was with 
thy confent procur’d. All now is evident as 
light. 

Scop. I bring my innocence, to th’ clear 
furvey of Heaven 
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Alta. Though dull, to men of harth, ftrié 
difcipline, yet know, I have fome cunning 
in my rage. I came to fright this fecret from 
thy heart: My Hands I did net bathe in 
humane blood, Alteza and Sciolto are alive. 

Scop. This joy will make my heart leap 
in my breaft 

Alta. Sink into th’ Earth, where forrow 
dwells. E’re yon Dim Morn thall add 
one hour unto her Age, Sciolto’s foul fhall 
take a doubtful fight : it only ftay’d to min- 
gle company withthine. My anger was fo 
jutt, I would not profecute thy life, until my 
doubts were clear’d. Go, go and number 
o’re thy Beads. 

Scop. Is there in all your Veins, no drop 
(unmix’d with Gaul ) that from our Mother 
is deriv’d , and fo may tempt compaffion 
from your breaft? 

Alta. Alteza mourns, as if t’expiate a 
Nation with her gricf. Hadft thou reveal’d 
fuch penitence, it might have foftned my 
Decree. But thou art hardned in thy fin. 

Scop. No mercy for our noble Mother’s 
fake ? i 

Alta. My Mother when fhe lay, a cold 
pattern for the Figure on her Tomb, {pent 
her laft breath in praife of thee. She faid, 
for my fake ufe thy Sifter well: th’ acquain- 
tance that fhe hath in Heaven is great. P’th? 
bloffom of her growth the fhall o’recome the 
Eyes of men, and in her age, fhe thall have 
skill in Prophecy. But O falfe lore! Our 
Mother kind (whom I Sybil held) thou now 
haft prov’d a Witch. 

Scop. Yam too weak to force from your 
belicf miftakes fo ftrong. 

Alta. Go pray, the Hours are {wift: Pve 
purpos’d thee a Pris’ner here till my Re- 
turn 

Scop. The laft of all my merits thall be 
call’d obedience to your will: If you do owe 
a kindnefs to your (elf; think on Religion 
and the Laws. [ Exit. 

Alta. Nature, do thou direét my {pleen. 
The Laws are finfully contriv’d. Juftice 
fhould weigh the prefent crime, not future 
inference on deeds. But now they cheapen 
blood : ’tis {pile to punifh the example, not 
the guilt. Religion too, on our Stalian 
Earth, grows like the Cedar big and highs 
but yields no fruit. The abject race of 
men fhe doth 
Confound with hope,and bids them not obey, 
T’augment humility, but her own {way ! 


[ Exit. 
Enter Mervolle, Sciolto, and three Mutese 


Merz. Your ftrength does but intangle ye 
the more. 


Sciolt. 
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Sciolt. V1 not be trafs’d, Sir,. like a Pul- 
let thus 
Merv. Leave nothing, that can minifter 
defence. 
Sciolto. Pare my nails too 
Merv. Soon as we fpy’d you f{caling o’re 
the Orchard wail; we guefs’d at your in- 
tent. There have been {nares laid for your 
feet, e’re fince you left the Houfe 
[Exeunt Mervolle, Mates, baving rifled 
him of bis Piftols and bis Sword. 
Sciolto. There is fome danger in this 
chance, my dull heart beats with an omi- 
nous motion now 


Scoperta from her Window. 


Scop. Pale Planet thine! it muft be he. 
My ears perfwade me ’twas his voice. Sir, 
Sir! 

Sciole. Hah! Scoperta? a cruel deftiny 
hath murder’d all our joy: endeavouring 
an addrefs for ftealth of thee,I was furpris’d, 
difarm’d, and bound thus. 

Scop. There’s not a Star in all the Firma- 
ment belongs to us. 

Sciolt: Onone! or if there be, their in- 
fluence is too weak to fuccour us. Sure our 
creation we have took unknown to Fate. 

Scop. Our love veas of too nimble growth, 
unlefS we may believe, that after death we 
may converfe ; this is the laft of all our in- 
terviews. 

Sciolt. That fatal Prophecy will fhake 
my foul from out my flefh; and like fome 
tame Hermit I fhall unwounded dye. 

Scop. The Sand that limits both our lives, 
is fallen into the reach of number now : and 
Thave fpent with thee the hafty time pre- 
fix’d for a devout employment of my Beads. 
The murderers are within. 

Sciolt. Horrour! haft thou no weapons 
there that I may ufo, and fall here like a 
man. 

Scop. Unto thy Lips Pd throw a Kifs; 
but that they’ve bound my hands —— 
Whence is that noife ? 

Sciolto. Vll be as calm as are Arabian 
Winds. Scoperta, ftay; unheard we will 
converfe 


Scop. They come, they céme, dear love, | 


for evermore farewel. 
[The Mutes fnatch her from the Window. 
Sciolto. O for the Giant race, to help me 
heave thofe Mountains up ; that I might bu- 
ry this proud Strudture and my felt. 


Enter Altamont, Mervolle. 
Merv. You have o’reheard all, what do 


you gather from it? ; 
Alta. Her foul isill prepared. 


‘that they may meet in greater foam 


| I skirmifh wich unbodied air. 
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Merv. 1 gave command they fhould a 
while delay her death, left want of Icifure 
might deftroy ber penitence. 

Alta. Remain within my call, and leave 
me here. I charge thee by thy Vow, and by 
our friendfhip that thou depart. 

[ Exit Mervolle. 

Sciolto. Speak what thou art? 

Alta. Some call me Altamont. I’ve feen 
thee walk arm’d likea Magazine; but thou 
art ftly now prepar’d for fufferance. 

Sciolto. Not thy tame facrifice, but vidtory 
Pll be. For naked as I am J will refift my 
death; and fince unfurnith’d to revenge, 
yet I thall trouble thy beft ftrength— 

Alta. Sciolto, though, thou merit treche- 
ry, and. oppofition that, by darkeft ftealth, 
may coufen thee of thy luxurious foul, yet 
I will give thee fair and. equal tryal. 

Sciolt. Falfe tyranny ! 

Alta. Stay. This I will perform, and 
*tis to know the utmoft of thy might, what 
wondrous flame and fpirits do poffefs thy 
{pacious breaft. 

Sciolt. What’s your intent? 

Alta. Yd try the juftice of my Fate; try 
if they’ll let me fall before thy beftial 
ftrength ; receive thy Sword 

Sciolt. Miracle of bounty / 

Alta. Mf whilft we ftruggle thou canft 
fo weaken my defence, that I become dif- 
arm’d ; thy liberty is gain’d. 

Sciolto. With folemn penitence I could 
accufe my crimes ’gainft thee: but grief’s 
akin to fear. ¥ know not which t’afford 
thee moft, my envy or my love. 

Alta. The Moon hath now put on her 
brightelt Robe 5 my.anger too, doth carry 
fire enough to light us to the charge. Guard 
well thy heart—— 

Scivlto. A little re{pite— Mutt we needs 
fight ? 

Altamont. You then would cozen me of 
my revenge? 

Sciolt. Yet ftay'—Know I do love thy 
Sifter well. 

Alta. Mark ({weet Heaven) with what 
exalted triumph he boafts the foul remems 
brance of his fin— [ Thrufts at him. 

Sciolto. Stiff as a Column / 

Alta. Th’ Arcadian Wraltler told young 
Thefeus fo but he did yield as if his finnews 
had been made of filk. So fierce? 

Sciolto. This clofure hath intangled us, 
let’s make another charge ¢ 

Alta. Even thus divided Billows part, 


Sciolt. Wilt thou not bleed? not yet ?— 


Alta. Thy guilt betrays thy band 

Take that Sciu/to. 
Sciolt, That wound gapes wide. (Falls. 
Alta 


Alta. Thy Sword is mine. Mervolle, hoa : 
Sciolto. 1 have fome courage yet, left in 


my Teeth, if thou art kind, come neerer 
with thy Throat—— 


Enter Mervolle, Mates. 


Alta. O the Celeftial powers are juft. Sce 
there, fee how he bleeds, whilft 1 remain 
untouch’d. 

Merv. Has he not loft the benefit of 
breath ? 

Alts. Stop all his wounds, and give him 
time to {pend the reft of’s time in repen- 
Cant (eaysoun— 

[They bind him with fcarfs. 

Sciolt. My wounds clos’d up, what means 
this courtefie ? 

Alta. That thou might’ft leifure have to 
pray- Be fuxe, Mervolle, when’s devotion’s 
done, you {trangle him. 

Sciolto. Can thy young honour ftoop fo 
low ? 

Alta. Unto an equal danger Yexpos’d my 
firength, to try thy courage and my fate. 
This was my juftice to my felf: Juftice P1! 
give to thee: Thy crimes do merit death. 

Sciéolt- O footh my laft ambition then, be 
thou my Executioner. 
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Alta. Thou art difarm’d, thy blooming 
honours now are wither’d on thy Creft. I 
fhould deprive my anger of her fame, to 
kill thee tamely now. 

Sciols. Scoperta, ftay. My foul thall hover 


‘ftraight with thine. Stay for me in the 


Milky-path. 

Alta. Let Italy ayouch the juftice of my 
revenge. Dull Britains know no wrath. 
Th’unskilful youth, that equal Duel give 
to him that firft incens’d the blood ; but 
tempt 
The courtefie of Fate, fuch take delight 
To ftroke abufe, pay injuries with right. 

Mervolle. This way, Sir, leads unto your 
Grave. You fhall have time to gain {ome 
friendfhip with the Saints 

[ Exeunt Mervolle, Sciqlto, Mutes. 

Alta. Afudden froft congeals my heart 5 
I thrink like crooked age, as if my Veins 
were empty grown (Opens bis Dublet. 
Wounded. His point has ftoln into my. 
breaft. Ob help. Ive yet fome ufe for life, 
Th’ nice fearch I made to know Heav’ns fe- 
cret julticeisaveng’d. Repentance is 
An immaterial Salve, it cures th’unfound 
Difeafed Soul, but not the Body’s wound. 


[Reels off, Exit. 


ACT V.: SCENE. I. 


Eater Niente, Alteza, iz her Night-Gown. 


Altes 
A they there been plac’d e’re fince 
the firft arrival of the night ? 

Niexte. Mervolle keeps the Keys, he'll let 
no fervant ftir about the houfe. 

Alte. The Sun begins to bathe ith’ motn- 
ings tears! haft thou Lucio call’d, and bid 
Pytho join with him ina fad Song ? 

Niente. Ihave, Madam. 

Alte. No more ¢ Niente) fhalt thou fervice 
do for me: laft night I told thee I had loft 
my vanity: that courtly Lady ferve who 
finds it firft. But left thy wants augment thy 
fins, my charity affords thee this 


[Flings him a Purfe. 
Niente. Well, I'm refolv’d to mend, or 


become worfe. Exit. 
A Song between two Boys. 
Ie His Lady, ripe, and calm, and frefh, | 


As Eattern Summers are 3 
Mut now forfake both Time and Flcth, 
LT” add Light to forse fmall Stax. 


Guard upon my Gates, andhave | 2. Wilf yet alive, each Star decay'd 


She may relieve with Light : 
But Death leads Beauty to a shade 
More cold more dark than Night. 


Ye The fawcy fuith of men doth blind 
His pride,’ till it conduce 

To Deftiny all humane kind 
For fome eternal ufe. 


2- But ask not Bodies ( doomd to dye) 
To what abode they gos 

Since Knowledge is, but forrows Spy, 
Ts is not fafe to know. 


Enter Mervolle. 


Merv. ‘How!], how], until you wake the 
inhabitants of Graves! ’till you difquict alt 


the Spheres, and put harmonious Nature 
out of tune. 


Altes What means this fatal fummon, 


| that doth make amazement cold as ice. 


Mery. Great Altamont, your Lord, who 
{till was prompt to curb th? incitements of 
your 
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your wrath, threw wife advantage from his 
reach, and ftruggled with the bold Scin/to, 
1 an equal Warts 


Altez2. T would not have the power to} 


prophecy. . 

Merv. The furly Lyon and the Bore, did 
ne’er maijatain refiftance with like fierce and 
ruinous return of ftrength: for trom. their 
‘Eyes Lightning flew, “till bold Sciolto rag- 
ged with his wounds; did bleed away his 
itrength. This his falfe Sword your Hut- 
band bid me proftrate at your feet and 
tis the laft memorial of his love. 

Alte. Ambiguous Hiftory! he Conque- 
rour, yet this che laft memorial of his love! 

Mere. Wife Héaven did mock your dlta- 
mont: for whilft o’rejoy’d with Victory, he 
{pies in’s brealt a large deep wound, and 
thence his foul took flight. 

Alte. O my poor Lord! how foon haft 
thou begun thy immortality. The hafty 
{park (o upward mounts, and'then no more 
is feen, 

Mery. Vth’ laft remainder of his dying 
{peech, he briefly told his Teftament. To 
pleafe his Ghoft, fhew now a little loyalty 
and love, rife, and be condu&ed by me. I 
will inform your knowledge all that he en- 
join’d. 

Alte. Th’ obedience which I {canted to 
his life, unto his memory Pil ftriétly pay. 

Merv. You have a Jofs that doth out-{peak 
complaint! if {weet and pliant difcipline 
of Courts, if feats of mighty War, or fo- 
ber Arts advance th’efteem of humane qua- 
lity 5 
Tis fit your Altamont we fitive to raife, 
Above the charity or skill of praife. 


Enter Fiorello; Rofla, Molard, in their old ba- 
bits. Dandolo, Stoccata, Punto, bound. 


Flor. Who did affift your paffage to this 
walk? 

Roffa. Mervolle, Sit, with whom we us’d 
your name. Do you obferve the Count, and 
his two lean Janizaries? 

Flor. What, in captivity ? 

Roffa. Certain ftratagems, Sir, have been 
levell’d againft your Jife. 

Mblard. Bre fince the hope of day, they 
waited your defcent from the Cloyfter 
Bridge: but doubting their own courage, 
and meeting us difguis’d, thus in our origi- 
nal weeds; they would have brib’d us for 
two Piftols taffift the profecution of your 
death. But have bound them to their good 
behaviour. 

Flor. They walk like Caterpillers on a 
Leaf.—__— [Takes Dandolo afide. 
Yield me thé caufe why you contriv’d my 
death: 


Aes 


Dand. Good faith, Sir, for no harmi 
Flor. Give mea Knife—_0 
[They fearch' Dindolo., 

Roffa. Here is one belong?d to Hans van 
Geulicke. 

[Florello cuts Dandolo’s bonds, and gives 
him the Knife. 

Flor. Take your {elf folemnly afide and 
cut your Throat! do’t ftraight, and ‘neatly 
too, y’ had beft. 

Dand. The motion I diflike, ’tisdange- 
rous. 

Flor. Have youthree throats, can you re- 
vive as oft as you are kill’d, to take new pu- 
nifhment, that thus you mutiny ’gainft kind 
reafon? 

Dand. Thele thoufand years *t ‘has been 
obferv’d, th’ eldeft Brothers of our houfe, 
Sir, could ne’er endure to cut their Throats. 

Flor. °Tis fit, dear Gount, that you muft 
dye, Pm elfe unjult unto my felf. 

Dand. With fapicnt Arts, we will projet 
to fave tte reputation of your juftice. 

Flor. As how ? 

Dand. J will declare that I am dead, and 
both my Champions here fhall fwear’t. 

Stoc. We'll venture one Cammandment 
to fave another, Sir. 

Flor. This cannot fatisfie. How’ere (Sir 
Count) if you will patiently accept your 
death, Pll furnith ye with Guides, *for your 
laft jaunt. You Punto and Stocesto too! no 
tnore of your Philofophy. Fix Brow, to 
Brow , knock out each others Brains, and 
fhew your Lord the way, unto the Elizian 
Field. Do it at firft encounter too; for I’m 
in hatte 

Stoc. Slight,Sir,I-ne’er was in Elizium,I. 
Nor fhould f find the way thither, though 
Signior Argos lent me Ninety Nine of his 
Eycse 

- roll. Then Punto thall be Conduct to ye 
both. 

Punto. Good Signior, any courtefie but 
this you may command. You fti!l do moft 
prefume upon the calm and cafie nature. 

Roffa. They all are forfeitures to tite Law. 
If you'll beftow ’em but as pris’ners unto us, 
they thall futfer, or give us large rantom. 

Flor. How? a ranfom? thcle two are 
poorer than Carthulian Monks: lean as a 
Romith Lent. Slaves, who pretend fick- 
nefs, that they may lye in Hofpitals to fical 
the Sheets. 

Roffs The Count, Sir, will untye his 
ftrings for “em. 

Dan.Ranfom V'll give:for I do hate to dye. 

Flor. The ranfom muft be {mall. ShufHe 
’em together: and pack ’em hence. I will 
not hear a fyllable of thanks. Roffz, fee’em 
hors’d for Millain. 

[Excnat a'l but Florcllo. 
Enter. 
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Enter Charintha to bis. 


RS 
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and I will abfent my felf for evermore. 
Charintha. 1 nothing keep for fuch fad 
ufe, as to deprive me of fo {weet a mira- 


Chariaths. O difmal change! does your | cle. 


victorious Sword hang now on aged Belt 
of Bandelecr? is your high Plume moultcd 
to 2 iprig. 

Flor. Who can refift the frowns of detti- 
ny ? My fufferance gives my merits. their 
reward. 

Charinth. Your fpcech was wont to be in 
a more high exalted Key : lowd as a Gulph: 
your heart was full of Jigs, and your feet 
did wander even like Autumn leaves. 

Flor. Affect fo much humility as may em- 
ploy your thoughts with more compaflion 
on my ru’nous fall. 

Charintha. 1 threw on you perpetual ba- 
nifhment. 

Flor. ’'m come to manifeft the fin of my 
difguife: though it proceeded more from 
hope t’enjoy your perfor than your wealth. 

Charintha. ’Has got a {weet and power- 
ful way in {peech. 

Flor. This is my real fhape, in which I 
do appear a thin and wither’d Souidicr, 
born i’th? later age of wai: when glory’s 
fick, and honour 1s fantaftical. 

Charintha. He was not wont to ufe this 
Dialect. 

Flor.Grant now (thou beauteous wealth 
of Italy) an expiation for my Crimes; for 
know, I would be clean when I hall dedi- 
cate my future Vows to tn ablent Altar of 
thy heart: left I do lofe the ufe of my ido- 
latry; and make repentance fin. 


Charinthas Do all harmonious gifts re- | 


fide within fuch courfe and humble weeds ? 

Flor. Deftroy me not with {corn : I know 
you Ladies moft delight in name, and guild- 
ed pomp, which was the fatal caufe I pra- 
Gis’'d them-on you. 


Charintha. Y’ endear the wortt of fafhion | 


unto us, by making it a cuftom in your 
{elves. If men did not provide fuch follies 
for our fight, we knew not where to find 
their ufe; for they digeft them firft, then 
they become our nourifhment. 

Flor. Vain men. We alter our creation 
{> with female fhapes, that Heaven {carce 
knows its fiamp, and Nature (that diftin@i- 
on ftill commands t’cach Sex) forgets the 
work of her own hands. 

Charintha. 1 ne’er beheld a feature maf- 
culine till now: had you but thus appear’d 
unco my firft furvey, 1 might have lov’d in 
hafte, and yet excus’d the rafhnels of my 
eyes. 1’gin to feel fome danger in my fay. 

Flor. E’re you depart, a fmall memorial 
from your hands, Icrave, to wear upon my 
Creft, that it may tempt kind fate to look 
on me, when I in glorious battel ftrive ; 


Flor. Grant my requeft, or Pll purfue you 
for it 

Charintha. Vf you continue ftill to beg, I 
fear my bounty will prove rafh: and I fhall 
give fo much of love, as you can ne’er re- 
pay: 

Flor. O my aufpicious Stars! fhould I 
not now make ufe of your good influence, 
I were unworthy of your care 

[ Enter Mervolle. 

Merv. The choice you make can ne’er 
deferve your chaite and lawful fire, fhe is 
Florello of a heart and ftrain, too infolent 
for nuptial happinefs. 

Flor. Thou haft been call’d my friend. 
But if thy malice continue a diflike of her, 
V’ll blow thee from my memory, and with 
my chiefeft ftrength Pll punith thy mi- 
ftake 

Merv. A des’late grief will more become 
thy breaft than this proud rages Thy Bro- 
ther’s dead, and his deceafe caus’d by her 
Silter’s pride. 

Charintha. My Sifcer’s Husband dead. 

Flor. Into my ears thou hatt {uch horrour 
thrown, it hath already ftiffened every hair 
on my amazed head. 

Charintha. Wilt thou negle& to cherifh 
the {wift growth of our new loves ? 

Merv. Like to her Sifter, the but counter- 
feits a paffionate eftccrn, that thy fond na- 
ture fhe might tempt beneath her govern- 
ment. If Altamont be dear unto thy thought, 
leave her, and ftraight attend his Hearfe, 
that in the Chappel waits thy obfequy.[ Exit. 

Charintha. Th’ infpir’d Needle’s not 
more true unto the North, the Sun to his 
diurnal racc, nor Rivers to the Main, than 
Ito thee, 

Flor. Sorrow and love, my fenfes do di- 
vides If I remain with thee, then only love 
I ferve, if with fad fteps, I tread the way 
unto thy Brothers Hearfe, I both obey.[ Exit. 

Charintha. Thou doft requite the {corns 
which I did throw on thy firft love. My de- 
ftiny muft needs be tragick now: fince the 


contracted {cope of all my joy refts in dif 
ceafed hope. 


[ Exit: 
Enter Mervolle, Altcza. 


Merv. Behold the Throne, your Lord 
commanded me prepare: and here you 
mutt be pleas’d to fic —-— 


Alte. Can this advancement ought refer 


to your delight, or to my Lords att Tetia- 
ment ? 


Merv. Juttice hath laid her Sword within 
your 


eee ae ie racer tee. 
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your reach: and you have power to fheath 
it fo, that where you execute, you may a 
murder do, or facrifice. Bring the delin- 
quents ine 


Enter Sciolto, Scoperta, at fiveral dvors, 
each led in, bound, and heodwinkd, 
by two Mates. 


Alte. Sciolto and Scoperta ftill alive? 

Sciolt. Thy {pirit, Altamont, afcended with 
the love of all my chiefeft orizons. 

Merv. Thefe two were by your Husbands 
jealoufie and hate, ordain’d for death: but 
ere that we could well perform his will 5 
his noble breaft receiv’d a wound, that bad 
him ftraight provide for’s own eternity. The 
laft of ali his {peech referr’d them both un- 
to your power. You may appoint them live 
or dye: and I’m oblig’d by Vow, to {ee 
perform’d what you command. 

Alte. O dire, finiftgr accident / 

Mery. Your Jewels and your wealth, I 
have pack’d up, to affitt us in our flight, 
when we have finifh’d this ufurpation of 
the Laws. Let them enjoy their eyes; that 
they may know their Judge. 

[The Mutes unmuffle em. 

Scop- Hah, Sciolto! 

Sciolte Scoperta, O my foul 

Merv. Keep them divided from each o- 
ther’s reach. 

Sciolt. I thought thy beauties had been 
dark and cold, and th’adft e’re this begun 
an eafie fleep within thy filent Grave. 

Scop. And 1 {uppos’d thee fled a Harben- 
ger to Heaven : with purpofe to befpeak my 
lodging ne’er to thine. 

Sciolt. Since this fad night did blind the 
drowfie world, they thus have manacled 
my ftrength. They’ve watch’d me, ’till lam 
{o tame, that now a child may Matter me. 

Scop. We cannot, Sir, be mortal longs 
therefore receive a hope our fufferance will 
ceafe. 
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you hear that he Scoperta vindicates by oaths 
though his own crime doth carry an import 
more evident, and black ; but yet when you 
behold his feature, and his youth, your mer- 


y May conceive *twere pity that he fhould 


{o foon depart from time and fleth. 

Alte. Sir, you have skill to know my wo- 
manhood is weak as ignorance or fleep. 
Why fhould you feat me here, thus to di- 
fpofe of Law: that ne’er knew any juftice 
but revenge. 

Merv. Your fentence Iam bound to exe- 
cute. 

Alte. Have I not heard you fay, my Huf- 
band did ordain them both for death? 
°*T would ill become the duty of my know- 
ledge alter his Decree. 

Merv. Keep your intent, I will pronounce 


their fentence. Mutes, firangle them. 


" Sciolto. If in thy functions, gentle Na- 
ture claims an intereft, let us embrace, be- 
fore we do forfake each others view. 

Merv. I grant what you requeft : make 
your performance fhort ; whilftI reveal my 
opinions (Lady) to your ear. 

[Sciolto, aud Scoperta kiteel to each other. 

Scioltoe O Sccperta! this is the laft of all 
our butie dreams; what we poffe(s is: but 
imaginary now: Thy fhadow I embrace, 
not thee: for like toit, thow’lt flye from my 
enjoyment, and nomore be {een 

Scop. So much of various fate, fo foon 
exprets’d, two Lovers yct ne’er knew 5 fince 
fimpathy firft dwelt on carth. 

Sciolto. E’re long we muftbe cold, cold, 
cold my Love, and wrapp’d in ftubborn 
fheets of Lead: hous’d in a deep a gloomy 
Vault; where no fociety will mix with us. 

Scop. Whillt ftill there’s noife, and bufi- 
nets inthe world; whilft {till the wars grow 
loud, and Battels join. 

Sciolt. But O! how many Ages may fuc- 
ceed in Heaven’s dark Kalendars e’re we 
again fhall mcet in our warm fleth ? 

Scop. And whether that our fouls, when 


Merv. Sciolto, now requite the Icifure I) they’re preferr’d to tafte eternity will ever 


have given thy penitence, by rendring 
ttraight unto the world, how far thou didit 
corrupt thefe Ladics with thy guilt. For 


think upon the bargains of our humenz loves 
is unto me a defolate fulpence. 
Sciolts. Philofophy doth feem to !augh 


know, I ftill perfwaded Altamont thy lult! upon our hopes, and wife Divinity belics 


enjoy’d no more, than what concern’d 
withes or hope. And { wasufher’d to the 
belicf of this, by knowledge ot thofe fecret 
{pics which he employ’d to watch your per- 
{onal removes, about the Houle; whofe la- 
bours ever mi(s’d of finding that fuceefs he 
prophecy’d. 

Scivlto. Ydo confefs m’imagination once 
did fin again{t chem both: but if it cre ex- 
tended unto at; let me lofe Heaven. 

Merv. If Altamont were now alive, fure 
this confeflion would clear his- faith. Madam, 


our knowledge,with our Faith: jealous Na- 
ture hath lock’d her fecrets in a Cabiner, 
which time ne’er {aw and be that in it prys, 
Unto Religion forfeits his bold cyes. 

Scop. Our Reafon frights our Senfes to 
diftrult. My Lips do bey from thine a Le- 
gacy 

Sciolto. O fad accompt. How is my 
bounty now exhauft: this is the laft Le’re 
fhall give 

Mery. Blind them again, and ftay their 
deaths awhile. Madam, your knowledge 


“1? 
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is already taught Scoperta’s innocence. Sci- ) ufe the ftrength of {welling floods, and help 


olto’s deed {tands ne’er your punifhment s | of Thunder too 


but diftant far from remedy. Mark his 
goodly feature. with what magnificence 
he’s built ? Befides this Morn his Uncle too 
(the wealthieft of our Senators) is dead, and 
has been pleas’d t’intitle him his Heir. 

Alte. Should I not chide ? 

Merv. Think how you lov’d him once. 
He will (to fave his life) difcard Scoperta’s 
intereft, and marry you: a happinefs com- 
pleat for both. 

Alte. Hah ? 

Scivlto. Slaves. Stretch now your Cor- 
dage out, pull rill my eyes do {tart like Bul- 
lets from my skull, murdering where they 
flye 

om Hold, hold Did my dead 
Lord bid you perform, what I decree? 

Merv. He did: and Laffiured it with my 
Vows, 

Alte. Hear then without refiftance of my 
breath, Sciolto is condemn’d by Law 3 as 
known the fatal Inftrument that did deprive 
my Lord of precious life; fo he mutt dye. 
>Twere fit my care fhould thew fome mercy 
in Scoperta’s doom ; fhe’s Sifter to my 
Lord: but her fweet innocence doth make 
her fafe. She muft remain among the liv- 
ing till; and in herroom, I do condemn 
my felf. For my {tern prade, was the origiival 
cause of this black Tragedy. Kind,Sir,as you 
ef{teem your Vows, fec my edi@ perforin’d : 
and give me priviledge firft to endure its 
wrath [She defccnds, 

Merv. This carries wonder in’t. 

Scop. VII not refign thefe bonds of death, 
unlefs Sciolto fhare in the compaffton too — 

Alte. Give me your pardon (gentle Maid ) 
I have depriv’d you of a Brother that de- 
ferv’d mose Pyramids, than all the Egyptian 
Kings. Inftead ot him, receive my prayers, 
my wealth. When o’re his Herfe you raife 
a Monument, and fix my Marble Figure 
neer to his, then carve me weeping 


I thall go with fo inuch forrow to my Grave, | 


that being dead, my Afhes will have power 
to penetrate the Scones. Releafe this pious 
Lady and perform your execution upon 
me 


[One o’th’ Mates pulls off bis Vizard and 
difcovers bimfelf to be Altamont. 

Altas Away you dreadful Minifters of 
death. The Lawrel Sprig, the Mirtle 
wreath’d in Coronets, my Love deferves 5 
for fhe is grown too good for earth 
Alte. My Altamont { She finks. 
{Mervolle wumuffes, and unbinds Sciolto, 
and Scoperta, who firaight embrace 

each other. 
Sciolto. This deceipt brings wonder, great 
ai our joy. They that divide us now, muft 


| 


Altas Put all thy beauties on again, and 
{mile at the return of our long abfent love : 
My wound is-clos’d, and will have inftant 
cure 

Alte. The Earth groan’d at my fall, fo 
heavy are my fins, fo much they did increafe 
my weight. 

Alta. Rife gently like a flame, from in- 
cenfe {prung. Mervolle, to appeafe my jea- 
loufie, ordain’d me this difguife, that I 
might hear how in your fentence you be- 
hav’d your love to me: hadft thou conti- 
nu’d falfe, 1 had increas’d the anger of thy 
fate: but now thou art indeer’d unto my 
heart again 

Alteza. Sit; I have hope my future loy- 
alty will manifeft, your mercy well be- 
ftow’d 

Alta. Scoperta, thow'lt excufe the carri- 
age of my doubts, I look’d on thee with 
th’ eyes of love, and love is ftill too ftri@ 
in her furvey 

Scop» My memory would fin, fhould ie 
record ought that might nourith my diflike 
of you: you made me tafte of forrow, not 
of wrath. 

Sciolt- ’TisI, that have moft needful ufe 
of your kind charity: forget my errors paft, 
and to oblige my future gratitude, give me 
your Sifter for my Wife. My Uncles death 
hath lent me power {till to maintain her in 
fuch quality as thall become my dear refpeets 
to you, the greatnels of her virtue, and 
her blood. 

Alta. Take her, and be as tender of her 
health, as Heaven hath o’re thy wounds; 
which in their cure expref$ much miracle— 
My joy’s fo {well my breaft, that I do find 
there’s danger in delight. How blels’d, Mer- 
volle, are thy Arts? 


Mervellee Some Angels care affifted the 
fuccels. 


Enter Charintha, Befognia. 


Charintha. Not Altamont’s return to life, 
nor yet Sc’olto’s and Scoperta’s glad reprive, 
nor all the joys in reconcilement of your 
loves; can my cold {cntes pleafe: Florelly ts 
unkind 

Alta. Tell me, Charintha, is thy love fin- 
cere: fuch as i’th’ fimple youth of Nature is 
exchang’d by Lovers with ‘a harmle(s 
plight ? 

Charintha. It is fincere, as holy Hermits 
Vows, and true, as their confeilion at their 
deaths. 


Merv. Appear, Florello, and receive thy 
doom. 


Enter 


~The Cruel Brother, 
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Alta Mt was Mervolle’s care thus to af 
fore thy Miltref$ real love and. conftancy, 
e’re thou fhould‘t give tco much of thine 
away. But now receive her from Alteza’s 
hand ; 

Alte. Charintha, thy eleGion is fo fafe 
thou never wilt repent. He cannot be fo 
ne’er ally’d unto the blood of Altamont, 
but he muft needs participate in virtue too. 

Charintha. We will embrace each other, 
till we dye with age. 

Flor. The gentle Turtle thall dire& us 
how augment our loves; the Eagle to re- 
new our youth, and we will {trive to imi- 
tate the Vine in our increafe 

Alta. Joy,joy! the firmament is now un- 
mask’d, and cach of us, hath tound his 
Star. 

Flor. My lov’d Sifter I have o’rchear’d 
the {tory of your griefs, and from this no- 


ble Signior, I muft beg the name of Bro- 
ther too. 
Scivlto. You do me honour too. 


Enter Rofla, Molard, funtaftickly clorb'd 
in Dandolo’s hzbit. 


Molard. -The great Dandolo and his Giant 
whelps, are mounted on a Mule. 

Roffz. Naked they ride as Scouts of Zur- 
tary. 

Alta. What are thefe? 

Flor. My fricnds, and fhare in my good 
fortune. Dull meno” war, behold the Tro- 
phy of my Victory, fhe’s mine: bow, and 
do homage to her lips 

Alta. Still thou doft mourn (Altezza) like 
a Dove. Heark, heark— [ Soft Mufick; 
the German Viols wake the Tufcun Lute ? 
The facred noife attend, that whilft we hear, 
Our fouls may dance into each others ear. 

LExennt omnes. 


Peels: 


THE 


Cruel Brother. 


A 


Ro GE DY. 


To the Right Honourable the Lord Wefton, Lord High- 
Treafurer of England. 


My Lord, 


I 


or the praife that I 


CharaGher in both: and yet the Age is grown unworthy 


Should do my inclination wrong, to call this the firft teftimony 
of my zeal to your Lordflip: For I did never think the wonder, 
have written, juft; until I found your Lord/hips 


to receive 


fuck 
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fuch truths therefore, fome were purpofely conceald 5 and this fit 
efteem of your Lordfbip, is chiefly left to delight Pofterity. I could 
urge the dignity of Drammatick-Poems, but that were vainly to 
dire&t, rather than woo an acceptation, Thofe errous, your Lord- 
frips leifure fball vonchfafe to read in this Tragedy, are its ori- 
ginal Crimes, having received no examination fince the Birth, 
and being advifed to corre&t it, by a furvey, I faid; I had fiu- 
dy’d your Lordfbip, and would not leffen the noble office of your 
Mercy. This confidence (I hope) fball nothing prejudice 


Your Lordfhips 
bumble Servant 


Witriam D’avenant. 


The AGors in this Tragedy. 


The Duke of Sienna. 

Lucio a Count. 

Forrefte, Creature to Lucio. 

Caftruchio, a {atyrical Courtier. 

Coftmo, a Courtier, and Coufin to Caftruchio. 
Dorido, a Gentleman; Companion with both. 
Lothario, a frantick young Gallant. 

Borachio, a Ruftick, Tenant and Servant to Lothario. 
A Monk, a Sutor. 

A Gentleman, a Sutor. 

Corfa, Sifter to Forefte, Wife to Lucio. 
Luinna, Wife to Forefte. 

Duarte, Woman to Corfa. 

A Boy, who fings. 

Servants, vc. 


The Scene ZT AL TY. 
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ACT I. SCENE L 


Enter Forrefte and Lucio. 


Foret. F Mult not be fo rude as to believe 

that you (my Lord) can your af- 
fections fet upon a Maid, fo humble in her 
birth as {he you name, pray do not mock the 
Sifter of your Servant. 

Lucio. O my dear Forefte! Thy Sifter with 
fuch noble wealth is fraught, that to be co- 
vetous for her, appears, a holy fin. But thou 
art cruel grown, thy memory is fick. The 
old effects that witnefs how I love thy 
learned {oul are quite forgot. 

Foret. My Lord, difclaim that thought! 
here I declare, that you my Patronare, you 
found me ineftate fo poor, fo low, that you 
were fain to ftoop to litt me ups you are 
the Dukes Creature! and what is fhe whofe 
Virgin blood difdains to quench your law- 
ful fre? or whom the Duke would not pro- 
cure to climb your Marriage Bed upon her 
Knees? and (hall I then (like to the treache- 
rous Moon) ftrive to eclipfe the Sun that 
gives me light? My Lord, though you are 
wife, youare but young. 

Lucio. Shall Ine’er be old, that my de- 
figns may have fome rcputation and credit 
in the world. Ido not ask thy Silter for my 
Miftrefs; but for my Wife. 

Foreft. Sir ’tis already join’d unto my 
faith, for I would {tab your heart, fhould it 
contrive a way in thought, how to cheat 
my Sifter of her pure chaftity. Tlove you fo 
that I with care {uppofe, the not deferves to 
be your Wife, and to elicem of her that fhe 
is much too good, to be your Whore. In 
this new argument I am too bold, you know 
my duty well. Phe Duke’s abroad,though but 
the birth of day. Go, Sir! 


Exter Duke, Caftruchio, Dorido, Cofimo, 
Page, and Followers. 


Duke My glorious Boy, you are too vigi- 
Jant: The Sun and you do vilit me at once. 
This courtthip is not fafe. You mult not 
meet your Lover witha Rival, glorious as 
your felf. Forete! welcome trom Genoa, 
how fares our Brother Cardinal ? 

Forefte. In health and eafc. He bad me 
tell your Grace, it was a decd of charity to 
think him worthy of this fame great em- 
ployment. And this letter he humbly re- 
commends to your perufal. 

[ Duke reads the Letter to bimfclf- 

Caft. How can it chufe but choke the 
very foul, and bivife the heart, to think 


that fuch a giddy Snipe: a fool (that meerly 
lives to difparage Nature ) fhould creep to 
this ambitious Government. Still he rules 
the Ruler. The Duke is Ward unto a Pages 
and there’s his Inftrument, a dark fellow; 
that with difguifed Looks could cheat an 
Hypocrite. 

Dorid. Pve heard a better CharaGer of 
both, f{uch, as to the young Count, Wit, and 
Valour gives unto Forefte honelty. 

Cuff. Report is then become a Bawd to 
Luck; whom Fortune doth enrich Fame 
doth flatter. 

Duke. Sure this tame Prieft will make us 
all Cowards. We muft a truce confirm with 
Genoa. Well, be it fo. Where now (my no- 
ble Boy) fhall I occafion tind, to teftifie that 
you deferve my love, by your own virtue. 

Lucio. Yn this I dare difcredit Fate. They 
are not fo wealthy in affliction: with for- 
row fo well ftor’d, as could futhce to try my 
fufferance : in the behalf of you my Prince, 
and ftill Royal Mafter. 

Duke. Dart thou then dye for me ? 
Here make thy felf a facritice to Fame, 
take it: and I will be thy Chronicler. 

[ Profers him a naked Ponyard, 

Lucio. It were (Sir) but ingratitude iu 
me to leffen thus, the number of your true 
friends. Be you pleas’d to fheath it in chat 
fame part, which you do moft abhor. 

Duke. O, Lucio! when in my private 
Grave I lye inclos’d, more filent than my 
ruin’d Fame: no tongue fhall pay his tri- 
bute to my memory but thine: tor thou art 
likely to lurvive: thy years are few, but full 
of gratitude—Come: hye we to the Park: 
the {prightful morn givcs motion wings. 

[Exit Duke and ‘ivain. 

Caft. Royal dotard, like Tinder, thou 
doft wafte thy forced fire: to give another 
light whofe faucy fame will darken thine. 
Monftrous ! 

Dorid. Why doft thou {pend thy Gall in 
fecret thus? a Pox upon’t: turn thoughts 
to ation: Heaven knows, J had rather en- 
rich my felf, than envy others wealth. Em- 
ploy thy brain. Get the Dukes Filt to this 5 
and thou fhalt fhare five hundred Crowns. 

Cajt. What is’ ? 

Dorid. The old bufinef. 

Caf?. And not yet fign’d: This ’cis to 
be modeft. Had I had reputation in thy 
Creed, it had been done Jong, fince. 

There’s my Agent. [ Enter Forefie. 
Hence 
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Hence and provide me thanks. Save you $ig- 
nior. Am in your remembrance, Sir? 

Forefte Signior Caftruchio, as I take you. 

Caft. The fame. Becaufe I never did de- 
fire to gain by being troublefom, I loft the 
dear benefit of my long fervice. Cultem’s 
a Sutors {afe encourager. I the Duke have 
ferv’d, fince I was able to ferve my {clf. Yet 
never had the luck to get byit: and’ as the 
times promife never fhall: Unlefs J imitate 
the Crab, and find my way (as he doth his) 
backwards. That is to make petition to the 
foot that he will pleafe inftru&, and teach 
the head when to commiferate my affair. 

Foref: Signior, I need a comment to your 
words. 

Caf. If you will move my Lord (the 
Count ) to get the Dukes fair hand fubfcribed 
heres then fhall I find my felf well under- 
ftood. 

Foref. Sir, my abilities are moft ready 
when I find I may be profitable to any 
Courtiers juft, and modeft {ure. I pray what 
fenfe carries the infcription? 

Caft. Only this, Sir. There is an Engine 
made which fpends its ftrength by force of 
nimble wheels: with this the skilful make 
Scabbards,Boxes, Sheaths, Chefts, and molds 
for Childrens Cabinets. 

Foref- Truft me an Engine of importance 
great! but now, what would the Engineer 
himfelf ! 

Caft. Faith, Signior, nought but a Mono- 
poly for all thofe Wares his Engine makes. 

Foref. Keep it. Good Sir, keep it. A Mo- 
nopoly! why, Sir, the Common-wealth 
hath bees fo crufh’d, with th’ infulting 
Charter of fuch Patents, that now the very 
word defiles the caufe. I had thought you 
Signior would have ingag’d my induftry in 
fuch a {ute as might no way difparage 
though it did enrich; however not abufe 
the publick weal. 

Cajft. Very good,Sir. My Lord the Count, 
your felf (his fervile inftrument) and fome 
others, of this new fa¢tion that now en- 
grofs all Offices; and fend your Scouts a- 
broad Intelligencers ftrit, that bring you 
home the number and the rate of what 
your felves or others in the dark can put to 
fale. Nature hath not altered yet: we 
muft eat bread if we intend to live; which 
how to get (unlefS this humble way that 
you deride) introth I cannot tell. It makes 
me mad to think you fhould expofe us men 
of Art, to thofe faftidious helps that {cape 
your own acceptance. Your wide throats 
that foon will {wallow any thing which 
fills, although it nourifh not. A pox upon 
you all! 

Foref: 1 did expe& you would begin to 
rail. Good troubled Soul! I knew you 


well before. You are the only man, whote 
wealthy Mufe doth furnifh all the Fidlers in 
the State with defp’rate Ballads, and inve- 
Give Songs. Libels of fuch weak fancy and 
compofure, that-we do all efteem it greater 
wrong thave our Names cxtant in fuch pal- 
tery Rime, than in the flanderous fenfe. 

Caft. Very well, Sir. . 

Foref. You, you mutt be a Satyrift forfooth, 
calumniate by inftin¢t and infpiration. As if 
juft Heaven would borrow Gall of you, 
wherewith to write our faults. (O ftri& ac- 
count!) Your Gall, which in the Pen fo o- 
verflows, that ftill it blots, where it in{cribes. 
You imitate the property of Dogs, who 
bark and f{narle moft at him they know not, 
for elfe among all thofe you fcandalize why 
nam’d you me? (almofta ftranger to your 
Eye) my Anceftors that built no Monu- 
ment for their fames to dwell in; you alfo 
bring into the knowledge of the critick 
world. Why Icould never fee thee yet but 
drunk: which makes thy Verfes reel and 
{tagger fo. 

Caffe Come, Sir; we may exchange one 
thruft unfeen. 

[They draw, fight clofe, Forel. flings 
down Cal. and difarms him. 

Foref- A pretty Cur! dare it bite as well 
as bark! how now, Sir, your Mathemati- 
cal thrufts! Then have at ye Yield me 
thy Sword, or elfe thou dy’. Y¥ have no 
joy to fet at liberty a foul fo unprepar’d. 
And as thou art my Enemy, I takea full re- 
venge, by fuffering thy corrupted blood to 
dwell and taint within thy Veins. W/’are 
difcover’d [Enter a Monk, 
Take thy Sword. Now get thee home and 
rail upon’t, becaufe *twould fight no bet- 
ter. 

Caft. Yet we may meet i’th’ dark. You 
have a throat, and there are Knives in 
Italy. [ Exit Caftruchio. 

Foref. A good day attend my ghoftly Fa- 
ther! doth your ftay here dilcover ought 
you would with me? 

Monk. O Son, your fame is of complexion 
clear, fuch as entnares the virtuous eye, to 
love and adoration. Such as would procure 
all the skilful Angels futors to her, and fuch 
as ferves for my encouragement, for I no 
Letters have from Noble Friends, which a 
requital from themfelves invite, by Court. 
fhip bold and troublefom to others, noram 
I with that wicked mettal ftor’d, that rules 
the mighty, and betrays the mind to toil in 
a defign which angers Heaven, and makes 
the Devil bluth. But yet (dear Son) I have 
a fute to thee. 

Foref- Which I defire to know, 

Monk. In the ancient Convent of S. Aa- 
Stine there is a holy Brother lately dead, 

whofe 


whole place if you will but confirm on me 
by the Dukes Letter to the Brother-hood, 
then thall 1 better leifure have to pray for 
you my Patron. 

Forcf- Alas, my Father! the times are 
more obfervant to your Tribe. It is the 
method now, that your deferts need not to 
ufher but fucceed reward. The Treatife 
(written lately) to confute the defperate 
Sect in Mantua, {ays you are the Author ? 

Monk, Jc knows no other. 

Foref: There your preferment fafely.taketh 
root. Believe me (ghoftly Father) I will 
chufe the fitteft time to work in your be- 
half. 

Monk, Heaven profper your defigns. 

[ Exit Munck. 

Foref- What throngs of great impedi- 
ments befiege the virtuous mind? fo thick 
they joftle one another as they come. Hath 
Vice acharter got, that none muft rife but 
fuch, who of the Devils Faction are? The 
way to honour is not evermore the way to 
Hell: a virtuous man may climb. Let the 
Flatterer fell his Lies, elfe-where it is un- 
thrifty merchandize to change my Gold for 
breath. Of all Antagonifts moft charity I 
find ir envious men. For they do fooner 
hurt themfelves, than hurt or me, or him, 
that rais\d meup. An envious man is made 
of thoughts. To ruminate much doth melt 
the brain, and make the heart grow lean. 
Such men as thefe: That in oppoiing walte 
their proper ftrengths: That facrifice them- 
{elves in filly hope, to butcher us; fave Re- 
venge a labour, and dye to make experi- 
ment of wrath. Let Fame difcourfe aloud 
until fhe want an Antidote: I am not fcar’d 
with noife. Here I difmils my fears. If I 
can {well (unpoyfon’d by thofe helps, which 
Heaven forbids ) 

Fond love of cafe,fhall ne’er my foul dehort: 
Maugre all flattery, envy or report. 
[ Exit Forefte. 

Sutors within. O good your Grace hear 


us, hear the complaints of us poor men: O 


hear us! we are all undone! Good your 
Honour hear us. 


Exter Duke and Lucio. 

Dake. Death encounter cm ! Lucio that 
the door! ’tis the plague of greatnefs, the 
curfe of pomp, that in our darkeft privacy 
we mult even publick be to every mans af- 
fairs. How now! all thefe faucy Troops 
of brawling Sutors attend on you my glo- 
‘rious Boy. 

Luciv. It is their humble skill not to ar- 
rive before your Grace, but by an Advocate 
a Mediatour bleffed im your Eyes. 

Duke. How apt am I tolove! yet now 
obferve unkindnefS in my care, I ftudy how 


The Gruel Brother. 


467 
to make thee le(S thac ¥ mayamake thee more 
and more my own. Office and Dignity arc 
Enemies to health and cafe. Refpect grows 
tedious, obfervance troublefom, where ’tis 
molt due. He that gives his Soul no more 
employment than what’s her own: may 
fleep within a Mill. while bufie hearts that 
loveto undertake beyond their réach of years, 
are fain to ufe droufic potions: yet watch the 
Winter night with more diftinétion than the 
Parifh Clock. Could’tt thou refign thy titles 
and thy cares to make me yet more capable 
of ftill enjoying thee ? 

Lucio. My zeal unto my felf forbids my 
{peech. Since if I make reply to this, I 
but difparage duty, and confume my breath. 
Where fight is young and clear, there Spe- 
Ctacles are troublefom and rather hide than 
thew the object. The moft devout obedi- 
ence which I fhall ever owe unto your 
Grace becomes my heart, much better than 
my tongue. 

Duke. But yet obferve (my Lucio) th’un- 
Kind tricks of Nature: how we are fool’d 
by a religious conftancy inlove. A Princes 
hate doth ruine where it falls: but his af- 
fection warmeth where it fhines, until it 
Kindle fire to {corch himfelf. If we are fub- 
je& to the fin of Heaven, extremity of love : 
Let there be mercy fhewn in punifhment. 
Why is the corrupted ufe of Royal love im- 
puted to our charge, we that with all thofe 
Organs furnifh’d are, all thofe faculties na- 
tural in men: yet limited in ufe of each: 
prefcrib’d our converlation by a faucy form 
of State. How can we chufe (by this re- 


‘ftraint) but ftruggle more for liberty ? make 


choice of fome one ear, wherein to empty 
out our fouls, when they are full of bufie 
thoughts; of Plots abortive, crude, and 
thin. ’Tis cheap and bafe for Majefty not to 
be fingular in all effeéts. O then it I muft 
give my heart to the command of one: 
fend him ({weet Heaven!) a modeft appe- 
tite : teach him to know the ftomach fooner 
{urfeits with too much, than ftarves for lack 
of that fupply which covetous ambition call- 
eth want. For when my Friend begs my 
bounty then concludes to make me poor be- 
fore that he fliall {0 unthrifty be of breath to 
ask in vain. Omy Lacio! How canft thou 
confter this. After I have chid I feem to 
flatter thee. 

Lucio. My gracious Lord 

Duke. Peace 1 will no more employ 
my memory thus to difcourage thine. 
Where’s Forefte ? ?Fis fit he know you are 
not vigilant inhis behalf. Farelo de Sforza 
(my old Secretary) is newly dead: the place 
ishis. ‘Ifhall expeét no thanks from you, 
nor yet from him: my bounty is xequited 
in her choice. 


Lucio: 


The Cruel Brother. 


Lui). Your Grace will bring us both 
within the reach of publick envy. 

Duke. Thou now would’ft certifie, his 
birth obfcure and bafe, difcourageth fuch 
help to his promotion. Nota jot: Know 
my Boy! ’tis the Vulgar, not the Royal 
trade to patch up things: or feck to mend 
what was before ot quality perfeét enough 
it (elf. To make a manof nothing: why | 
this {ame creation enclines a little neer Di- 
vinity. Near the old performance 4 which | 
from Chaos drew this multitude of fubtile 
forms. 

Lucio. Since you (the royal maker) do 
commend the metal, and your wormanthip 5 
it thews there’s little skill in thofe which 
envy him. Foreffe is your Creature. Many 
timesI do acquaint him what the general | 
voice doth urge in his difgrace. He laughs 
it out, and fwears he would not lofe that 
priviledge which Nature gave him by her 
kind miftake in his nativity, for the Sea’s 
worth. ‘As if from’s iffue be could ne’er 
deferve a Monument, unlefs himfelt do hew 
the Stones whereof ’tis built: unlefs he 
raife his dignity on poverty oblcure and 
bafe. 

Duke. We do affect his thoughts. Such 
jnduftry proclaims him fit for high defigns: 
fome men attend the Drum, and riddle out 
their lives on Earth; calling their lofs their 
gain, danger delight. Some men converfe 
with Books, and melt the brain in fullen ftu- 
dy how to vindicate the liberal Arts. Thofe 
loofe formalities then grow methodical 
and dye i’th? dark. Some practife rules of 
State, and fuffer much for Honours fake: 
nay tread upon themfelves at firft, to reach 
the higher. Some purfue the Plough; and 
in their wholfom {weat do {wim. And 
{ome that furnifh’d are with nimbler fouls, 
employ their times in wanton exercife 5 
Mafques and Revels: the Complements ot 
Jove, and love I find the eaficft vanity. 

Lucio. O gentle Curfa'! make it fo with 
me, fain wouldI (if I durft) reveal to him 
the heat of my affe¢tion, and where ’tis 
fix’d. [ A noife within. 

Duke. Heark! fure the Gallery door is 
left unlockt. Are we debar’d all place of 
privacy? Nature in us hath loft her vulgar 
right. A loud bawling Sutor, doth not wa- 
ken Charity, but deafen her. A thame upon 
%em all! In Lucio. 

[ Exeunt Duke and Lucio. 


Enter Sutors at the other door. 


a» Heaven blefs his Grace. 

2. Amen: and my Lord the Count’s 
goca Honour. 

3+ Friend ! went the Duke this way ? | 


| that ever did difcredit Nature. 


260 Here: This way. ~ 

3. Pray thew me him , they call Signior 
Lucio. 

2. The Count. Come, I'll fhew you him. 

1. Follow, follow, follow. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Dorido and Cofimo. 


Dor. Dott hear? Cofimo. 

Cof. What fay’fi thou ? 

Dor. 1 prethee ftay, why flip but here afide 
and thou fhalt fee the mott refplendent Fop, 
Signior Lo- 
tharios; a Country Gentlenian, but now the 
Court Baboon: who perf{wades himfelf (out 
of a new kind of madnefs ) to be the Duke’s 
Favourite. He comes. [ Exter Loth.Borach. 
Th’other is a bundle of Proverbs: whom he 
feduc’d from the Plough, to ferve him for 
Preferment. 

Loth. Borachio. 

Bor. My Lord? 

Loth. Survey my Garments round, ano 
then declare if I have hit it? 

Bore Youhave, Sir: but not the maik. 

Loth. What mark? thou bold Parishio- 
ner of Hell. 

Bor. Why, Sir, the mark I aim at: Pre- 
ferment. After aftorm, comesacalm: the 
harder you blow, the fooner your Cheeks: 
willake: and he that cares for your anger 
may have more oft when he lifts for my 
part IT know my Mother. 

Loth. The troward Sifters have confpir’d. 
Slave! Dog! wilt thou never leave this im- 
menfe folly ? Can nothing ferve thofe dull 
Lips but Proverbs? 

Bor. Sir, 1 know none of your Proverbs. 
Firft come, firft ferv’d. Thofe words that are 
neareft the tongue, have opportunity foonett 
to leave the mouth. 

Loth. Is it then decreed, I muft grow 
mad ¢ 

Bor. Pll be no more flouted, nor bruis’d, 
not I, What need my Lord be beholding 
to me for’s mirth ; when he may laugh at’s 
own folly ? Befides, though motion.and ex- 
ercife be good for grofs bodies; therefore, 
mutt they of the Guard, pitch me up and 
down like a Bar? 

Loth. Sa, fa, {a,a mutiny in Heaven! 

Bor. Vf there be, you are not likely to 
come thither to appeafe it, firft end this 
quarrel upon Earth, J have ferv’d you this 
{ix Months, in hope of an Office; and am 
no more an Ofhcer than fhe that bore me. 

Loth, Alas, poor fool! I pity thee. Thou 


| wilt believe nothing but that which may be 


feen Or underftood. I fay thouart an Off! 
cer Orif thou art not thou fhalt be; which 
is better: for that {ame which:we now en- 
joy is in fome danger to be loft: buat that 

which 


which we never had cannot be loft before 
we have it. 

Bor. O rare conclufion! 

Loth. Befides. Look here and then re- 
joice, isthe Count (whom they call my Ri- 
val ith’ Duke’s favour ) is he (1 fay) accous 
tred like to me? Why his fleeves fit like 
ftockings on his arms. His Breeches are 
like two Clokebags, half fow’d together in 
the Twilt: and his other Garments fhew 
like Plailters onhim. Follow: And make 
thy fortune Fat. 

Bor. Weil, he that ftill expeéts, but tires 
his hope, what one cannot, another can : 
?tis fo with days and hourstoo. And for 
any part let the Glafs run out. 

[ Excwnt Loth, Bor. 

Dor. His Man’s as full of Proverbs as a 
Conftable : he coins em himfelf. 


AG i IL 
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Cof. And fuch another Head-piece filled 
with Whay asis the Mafter here, the Sun 
ne’er faw. 

Dor. He walks like a Zealand Stork. 

Cat. But {ure the Duke enables errour in 
their fancy, by fome behaviour equivalent 
to what the Mafter and the Man expe@t : for 
elfe folly cannot be fo fickly-cy’ds but time 
will give it ftrength to know it felf. 

Dor. Why, Sir, this dignifics the jeaft. 
They fcarce ere {aw the Duke, and are 
lefs known unto the world. His Grace 
well apprehends thefe voluntary miftakes of 
Nature, are fitter fubjeéts for accidental 
mirth, than a Comical continuance. It isa 
levity too humble in a Prince, to heed fuch 
trifles. 

Cof: Nay——Prethee lead the way. 

[ Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE. I. 


Enter Forefte and Luinna. 


Foref: ¥ Cannot tell why thou (my Girl) 

| fhould’ft joy in my advancement 
thus.Honour and place bring fullen thoughts 
with them: bufinefs of fuch a rugged qua- 
lity, as takes away the amorous garb ; I fhall 
no leifure have to comfort thee with {miles : 
when ’tis affign’d that J muft venture for a 
Boy: *twill be in hafte. My bufinefs will 
not fuffer me to ftay, and make a Prologue 
to the Ad. 

Luin. \t isnot fit I apprehend you now. 
But f wifh.that you would know; my duty 
as fo well preferv’d from all corruption: 
which cither youth: or foul example might 
produce: that it defires fome tryal, to cer- 
titie the world how ftrong it 1s. 

Foref: 1 was affur’d before. This is the 
time, in which I fhall oblige pofterity or 
fali(my Wench) by flattering errour. Haft 
thou to my counfel given? inftructions fafe! 
whereby her actions may warrant her pro- 
motion well deferv’d. 

Luin. It was my latt employment. 

Foref- 1 would have her wear her grow- 
ing fortunes ina handfom fafhion: Do but 
obferve the unpollifh’d garb of City Dames: 
of thofe whom Fathers Purfe-ftrings hoife 
up to honour. How they do fuck their 


Chins into their Necks, fimper with unskil- , 


fal levity : and trip on their wanton Toes, 
like Fayries. The Devils Dam fhews like a 
Velial Nun to them: Inftru@t my Sitter, 
gentle Wite-—— 
Enter Lucio. 
Luc. I thall be carneft to my utmoft skill. 


Foref- My Lord is come, where’s my 
Sifter ? 

Lucin. With the Florentine: who in- 
ftructeth her in Mafick. [ Exit. 

Lucio. Signior Forefte, you {ee my love is 
rude and bold. I am the Uther tomy own 
entrance. 

Foref. My good Lord, the Proverb will 
perfwade you, To be bold with what’s your 
own. Your title’s trong, both to the Houfe 
and me. 

Lucio. Tam in debt for both. Wilt thou 
not chide to fee my heart affame this liberty 
upon my Tongue : [ Mufick 
before it rightly knows thy Sifters heart: 
the Duke confent, as yet unasked too: 
heark ? 

Foref. Ceafe that noife, ’tis troublefom. 

[Ceafe Mufick; 

Lucio. How, Forefte? haft thou ears ? and 
wilt thou force hence {uch harmony, or is 
thy thrift unnatural, wilt thou forbid thy 
friend to fhare in what is good, {weet hand 
perfitt in what your kindnefs proffer’d. 

Foref. Obey him, if the Mufick not de- 
ferve your ftriét attention: You mult blame 
your felf. [ Song. 

Enter Corfa. 


Lucio. Is this that child of Orpheus? how? 
kneel to me? 

Foref: Stay, Sir———Confider what you 
do. She brings no portion but bumility, if 
her firft payment fail: who dares affure the 
future debt? You'll find fhe comes not from 


the Eaft enrich’d with Diamonds, whofe 
wanton 
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wanton worth unskilful fancy prifes not 
from ufe, bat from the idolatrous doung 
‘of the Eyes Her chaft obedience is all her 
Dowry. O bitter fpeech! it cuts my very 
foul to think that fortune fhould create us 
two meer patterns of your charity. 

Lucio. Dare you authorife this Idolatry ? 
then PII kneel too. 

Fore? And Iwill join to make th’ of- 
fence {eem virtuous. Now enterchange 
your fouls. Where paffion is fo fond, it 
cannot well be counterfeit. -Each Angel 
hear me fpeak! O fend, fend down unto 
this youthful pair coeleftial heat. Such love 
as makes a bufincfs of delight; inftruct her 
foul co praGtife duty in the humble ftrain. 
Make her fruitful as the Vines which grows 
crooked with, the weight of its own en- 
creafe. So bleffed in their Iffuc, that when 
time fhall think them fit to talte the privi- 


ledge of death : they fhall not need a Mo-| 


nument, yet dwell as chief ith’ memory of 
Fame. 

Corft- Amen, Amen. 

Lucio. Such is my prayer too. O Forefte! 
exceflive joy difturbs my utterance. My 
words are parted on my tongue. O {peak ! 
thou know’ft my heart! tell her, there may 
lye hope, I fhall deferve thofe Tears that 
thew like Dew upon the morning cheek. In- 
treat her, that my years may not dilgrace 
my love. “Though I am young, I cannot 
counterfeit, I ever fpeak my thoughts. Iam 
o’recome. 

Corfa. Alas, Sir, foam], there needs no 
art to help belief, where no fufpicion is. 

Foref- Now, Vllleave you to your felves. 

[ Exit Forelte. 

Corfa Vve much to promite in my own 
behalf: of future‘love and humble duty to 
you my deareft Lord. Time lays his hand 
on Pyramids of Brafs, and ruines quite what 
all the fond Artificers did*think immortal 
workmanfhip. He fends his worms to 
Books, to old Records: and they devour 
th’ infcription. He loves ingratitude, for 
he detiroy’d the memory of man: but I 
fhall ne’er forget on what ftrange terms you 
take me to your Bed. 

Lucio. Excellent wretch! I am undone 
with joy. I will not blame the Coward to 
fear death, fince the, world contains fuch 
joy as this. Why do you weep Lady? can 
you fuppole Forete would confent to what 
is done, unlefs he knew there were no dan- 
ger ine? he {ees with a prophetick aim; 
the end of his defigns , bctore they come to 
action. He is too wife to erre. Why weep 
you then? 

Corfa. It is a weaknefs in my eyes. I 
know not why they weep: unlefs they weep 
becaufe they now have loft their liberty 5 


heretofore each man which chance prefented, 
was to them a lawiul objc&t : but now they 
are to look on none but you. 

Luciv. Mark then the bondage IT impofe 
on mine, my eyes have no objet, but your 
face: of which I will deprive them thus— 

[Covers ber face with ber white Vail. 
Shroud thee in thy Vettal ornaments. Creep, 
creep, my glorious Sun, behind a Cloud, for 
elfe my eyes wall furfic with delight. Ine- 
ver felt truc joy till now. 

Corfa. Though modelty would {utter me 
to boali, yet *twere not in the power of 
breath, to make my joy fo known, as it is 
felt. 

Lucio. Come then (my dear Corfz) the 
Prictt attends within: when all is paft pre- 
vention, the Duke hall know my choice. 


[ Exeunt. 


Enter Dorido and Cofimo. 


Dor. This difgrace makes thy Coufin boil 
his heart in his own blood. 

Cof- He hath writ a moft peftilent Libel, 
which muit be fung all about the City, by 
one he ¢alls his Daw; a tall, big Fellow. 

Dor. 1 know him. 

Cof. 1 fuppos’d at firft, he would have fent 
him a Challenge. 

Dor. But that’s contingent now : Forefte 
being made Secretary of State. 


Enter Caftruchio. 


Cof. There comes my Coufin. 

Dor. Good morrow to the Court Sa- 
tyrift. 

Caft. The world is alter’d, Doridy, Forefté 
is fiepp’d beyond my rcachs we cannot 
meet in Duel: The Heralds ftand between. 
But my tine Thrufh can ting you a new 
Libc]. 

ore We fhall have your Thruth a Cage 
fhortlye Remember who you deal withal. 

Caf. Hang him, dull, open flave, his 
thoughts may be difcern’d in’s face, VII fift 
and wianow him. 

Dor. Prethee ({weet Caftruchio) leave thy 
barking. ”Twill be Treafon fhortly for any 
man to carry cars near thy Tongue. 

Caft. Why, Signior, what Fa@ion are 
you of? 

Dor. Not of your-Fa¢tion (Sir) if none 
return unto the Prifon for your libelling-You 
remember your Vices ftrip’d and whip’d- 
Your trim Eclogues, the fullom Satyr too, 
written to his Grace. Whercin you flatter, 
whine, and damn your felf to get a pardon 
for what fcems there a refolute offence. Sa- 
tyrs are more ulctul now, thanever. Nor 
gricves it me to fee the humour us’d, but 


thus 


power et ee 


rhus abus’d. To fee a Bard {till reach at ho- 
ly Bays. Palion o’ me! Vl tell thee. Thy 
Rimes include not fo much brains, as would 
{uthce to fill a Cherry-ftone. 

Caff. You'd tain make me angry. 

Dor. J, with thy felf. 

Cof- Aud then thou {pend’tt thy Gall with 
more jultice, than whey thou raiP it againgt 
Forefte. 

Caff. Cry youmercy! hath Forefte fo great 
a fhare in your tongue too? Sympathy is 
corrupted. Behold fociety amongf{t the 
wicked: whillt a virtuous man, is left alone 
to refift his bad fate. Let him chide the 
Age, rail againtt the times, aloud; though 
in a Vault: or tween two Hills. He fhall 
find no zealous eccho, to fecond his bold 
Language. When I dye, Idyea Martyr to 
the Common- weal. 


Enter Lothario, and Borachio. 


Loth. Dull Caitiff, leave thefe abortive 
Provects, and talk in the newett fashion. Pll 
have my very Dog bark i’th’ Courtly garb. 

Dor. Step afide. They areas mad as thy 
Coulin. 

Loth. The excrements and mcer defects 
of nature, fhall be reduc’d to Ornaments in 
me. [ll feed upon the tongues of Nightin- 
gales, for fo each fart T let, will be a Song— 

Bor. Sir, thefe are fome of thofe that 
laugh’d at ye in the prefence. 

Lith. At me? thou lyet. They laugh’d 
at thee. 

Bor. Why then the Devil, will ne’er give 
a Man leifure to believe a truth. 

Caft- Scignior Lothario, the great Mini- 
on‘o our Duke: I grect your health with 
all joy. 

Cof. And I, with all humility. 

Dor. And I, with all celerity. 

Loth. Heark! thou dull finner. 
seal? hah! 

Bor. Sir, let him, that hatha heart of his 
own, think what he lift. 

Loth. Do they adore, or flout me now? 

Bor. Allis witchcraft. I know when the 
Moon winks there’s fomething in’t, belides 
an eclipfe. 

Loth. Mifcreant: what fufpicious follies 
doft thou create within that wooden skull ? 
and with what Heathen-phrafe utter’d? 
Know Dog, if Iemploy my wrath 

Bor. Alas, Sir; Pve more faults than mif- 
beliefs Theretore give me your blefling, and 
Jet me go home in peace. ’Tis true, when 
the skie falls we fhall have Larks. But let 
weaker ftomachs expect fuch curious meat. 
I can eat Oats and Garlick under my own 


Roof. 
Dor. How ? will Borachio leave the Court ? 


Is this 


Eine Cpe! Brother. 


‘in the womb of greatne!s. 
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Caft. What accident ot dire portent is 
fallen? 

Loth. Gentlemen, applaed my patience : 
Becaufe he cannot furnith me with wholc- 
fom Sutes, he doubts my power to get em 
pranted. 

Caft Why we will furnith him with 
Sutes. 

Bor.But wont ye flout,and play the Knave 
with one ? 

*Caft. How (Knave') was that the word 2 

Bor. Interpret the word, as your (elf thall 
pleafe, 1 {corn to be your DiGtionary. Mar- 
ry come ups are yous cars fo tender? | hope 
Pm a man, alihough a finner. 

Caf. Ufe no choler, child, But if thou 
wantclt Sutes, thy Lord being near the Duke, 
may furnifh thee with 

Cofs Or methinks thou would’ft become 
a Knighthood. Get him to beg it for thee. 

Bor. No, no, hot words make but warm 
air, a fiz fora Knight-errant; that hath a 
Rtile, and ne’er a hedge. 

Dor. Then get a Patent to furvey Brine- 
pits. Or elfe for cating Ordnence in 
Lome. 

Caft. Or elfe fcarck Saint Peter’s patrimo- 
ny, Lay-Prcbendries are good, and Symo- 
ny isan old Paradox. 

Bor. Hold, hold, enough fufficeth all wo- 
men bat Whores. He that cxpects the 
Morning lengthens the Night: Ticrerore 


| firaightway let my Lord get the Duke to 


fign thefe Patents: which done VIl return 
to the Wife of my bowels, and dye for 
oy 

Caft. Why this is fit and requilite. 

Cof- If Signior Lothario da confent. 

Loth. Itis decreed. 

Bor. Who would haften time, when we 
may be old too foon. Let me take downa 
Cufhion and pray; for I fhall have more 
dignity than will fuffice to danina Monk. 

Cajt- Who could perith in a better caufe ? 

Bor. Why, can I help it? if a man be born 
to Offices. Oras my Malter (aid, predcltinate 
Tis not our 
faults. Each man obcys his Star in fpight of 
his Teath. 

Dor. All this is Alcaron. 

Bor. One thing gricvesme. VP 
memory already, and now ’twill 
worte, 

Cajt, How can preferment hure thy me- 
mory ? 

Bor. © Sir! preferment makes a man 
forget his deareft triends; nay his kinased 
too. 

-Cof. Look, thy Mafter’s building isore 
Caltles in the air. 

Caft. He has intelliger:e from So4in, and 
fortifics to no purpofe ’paintt the eo 

oth, 


© a bad 


ve 
be made 


Ae 
Loth. All Offices fhall be fold ith’ dark— 
Bor. How! Grow not old in another’s 

Garment, fell what’s your own, fome of 

rhofe Offices are mine by promife. 

Loth. Still cfofs to’ my defigns. Pll ftretch 
your Sincws. 

Dor. Hold, Signior Lothario, hold! Mer- 
cy becomes the powerful. 

Bor. Let the Devil take the Knighthood, 
and make his Dama Lady. [ll not be his 
AfS, that (erv’d for blows and Provender: 

{Exit Bor. Loth. running after him. 

Dor. Let’s relieve Borachio, or all our Co- 

esick Scenesare at an end. {_Exeunt omnes. 


{Chair out. 
Exter Duke and Forefte. 


Duke. Foreffe. 

Foref. My gracious Lord. 

Duke. Are yet. our Letters to his Holinefs 
difpatch’d ? 

Foref- They are fo, pleafe your Grace. 

Duke. Did the French Ambaflador make 
fome thew of difcontent at his departure 
hence? 

Foref. Both in his words and looks: for 
when he heard th’Englith-Leiger had op- 
pos’d his Treaty concerning trafhick with 
the Florentine, his anger firaight difmils’d 
the Argument, and {ciz’d upon the Nation, 
nay rail’d againft the Leiger too, whofe op- 
pofition might be chiddcn as too nice a Vir- 
tue, but could not be accufed as a vice, cis 
known indeed the French do take a pride in 
fudden anger, as if alacrity in ill did make 
the fault look handfomly, and dulnefs add 
deformity to fin. 

Duke. ’ Tis faithfully obferv'd. 

Foref: Swell’d with uncharitable pride : 
fuch as admits no ftile of Neighbour; as if 
grown above the ufe of friendfhip. They 
feem to call thofe mighty Ilanders ncerett 
their foil, poor Borderers to their Conti 
nent. Such, whofe thin numbers have in 
bloody Battel made their multitudes often 
retire. 

Duke. The chance of War admitteth ma- 
ny times of Miracles, even fuch as do dif- 
credit Hiftory, high Providence conters the 
conqueft there, where probability conferr’d 
the lols. And this is done, that we may 
attribute the praife to him that gave the Vi- 
tory, not to them that got it: Obferve 
befides, that when the weak do overcome: 
the {trong do leave that ftain for their Pofte- 
rity to wipe away: which is already done; 
The French have ficry nimble {pirits. 

Forefs Your Grace deals juttly in your 
praife. They have fpirits: but they all are ufe- 
lefs made, by forward violence. He that 
{pends his fury and his ftrength ich’ hrf 
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charge, mutt not hope to make’s retreat fo 
nobly, as the modeft Combatant, whofe on- 
fet {lowly moves: as careful not toutride 
his skill, Their Valour is attempt, not to 
pertorm. °Tisagiddy Nation; and never 
ferious but in trifes. 

Duke. Thou dott miftake in natural ef- 
fects, where fancy is fo rich, ’tis incident 
to fome mif-expence. Fruit that is ripe is 
prone to fall, or to corrupt it felf. They 
now are fully ripe: Nature in them doth 
ftand upon the verge of her own youth. 
The Englifh want three hundred years of 
that perteGion. And as the Moon ne’er 
changes but i’th’ fuil. Even fo the mighty 
Nations of the Earth change in their great- 
cft glory. Firlt their ftrit and rugged dif 
cipline to vain delights. Their folemn 
Marches next to wanton Jigs. Their Bat- 
tels fierce to Duels, or witty quarrels of the 
Pen. 

Enter Lucio, and Kueels. 

Lucio. Here may my Knees take root: 
whilft I do grow a living Statue of true 
obedience, or let my royal Matter grant his 
pardon. 

Duke. Sure we may truft our judgment, 
thou doft not look as if thou could?{t com- 
mit a fin fo horrid, fo ugly as can fright our 
mercy fromus. Rife, we pardon thee. Now 
let us know thy crime. 

Lucio. It is no crime, unlefS againft that 
great Prerogative you have tosbridle Na- 
tures Perhaps my heart hath made efcape 
through thefe fond Eyes. And I confin’d my 
felf in matrimonial bonds, 

Duke. Hah! marricd? {peak fuddenly, 
to whom? 

Foref. To my Sifter. Sir, pardon the per- 
miflion, [Forelte Kueels. 
or frown, and leave your creature more ob- 
{cure than when you own’d him firlt’ Now 
is the time to fhew your charity Divine. Pre« 
{erve what you have made. 

Dike. Forefte, this is ill. What, confede- 

rate with ungovern’d youth? Bur rife, we 
pasdon you. Where’s the Lady? 
Rare beauty! | Enter Corfa. 
You have our pardon and our favour too. 
I thus invite more knowledge of your 
worth. Believe me, Lady: you have a beau- 
ty that would betray a more experienc’d eye, 
than Luciv’s iss Excellent creature! witha 
timerous modelty the fiitleth her {peech, isa 
wonder more delightful, chan any Nature 
makes. Hatt thou, Lucio, fo much unhappy 
wit, as tobe jealous yet? wilt thou {uppote 
ty felf fecure in our difcourfe ? 

Lucive Heaven forbid, your Grace fhould 
ere employ your time fo ill as to difcour{é 
with her *till I grew jealous. 

Duke. Come hither, Lady, come confefs, 

how 
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how chance you have bewitch’d my Boy 
wich fubtle (miles, with wanton "haviour of 
thofe pretty eyes? Doth Heaven beftow {uch 
noble ornaments, to be abufed in the ufe: 
and now he is your Prifoner too, in chear- 
ful bonds, how can you have the heart to 
make {uch {poil and havock of his beauty ? 
hah! {peak Lady! 

Corft. 1 hope your Grace hath thoughts 
more merciful. I know this match was 
made in Heaven 5 and not provok’d by any 
finful art in me. How I have us’d him in 
this little time that he hath been my Lord : 
let him declare. My duty is fo ftridt, I need 
not bluth to hear the ftory told. 

Duke. No! look, look there. His eyes 
for very fhame are hid. The Rofes in his 
Checks are wither’d quite: His clear and 
brisk afpect is muddy now and dull: his 
voice is hollow grown and hoarfe. Have 
you then us’d him well? 

Corfa- Alas (moft gracious Sir) go not 
about to make my Lord fufpect my Loyalty. 
If Nature ficken in his faculties ; which 
(Heaven be thanked) I perceived not yet, 
it cannot prove a guiltinefs in me. 

Duke. Believe’t (young Wife) I am no 
Protclyce. I ftill aver you are that greedy 
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Nymph, that hath devour’d the rich com- 
plexion of my Boy, See how his fcature’s 
fhrunk ? his beauty ftain’d ? 

Corfa. I hope your Grace will pardon Iz- 
norance, that fo ill manner’d is, as not to 
know your meaning. 

Duke. No matter, Lady. My accufation 
fhall withdraw it felf Pretty innacence ! 
Lucid, prepare. ’Tis our will to make thy 
Wifea Courtiers the thal be high in favours 
if fhell leave her modefty; that’s out of 
fathion now: in Neighbour Courts, the La- 
dies fo prevail with matculine behaviour : 
they grow in fa@ions able to depofe their 
Husbands from the charter of their Sex. 

Foref. ’Tis ftrange that his diflike isfled 
fo foon. 

Duke. Your Marriage we will folemnize 
with Mafques and Revels. If invention 
ever mean, to get reward for fubtilty, tis 
now. We take notice (Lucio) fhe is thy 
Wife, and thy Sifter, our Forefte: 

Foref.@& Lucio. We your Graces humbleft 
Creatures. 

Foref; Affection is become a Parafite 5 
Strives to pleafe, whom it cannot bencfit. 

Exeunt omnese 


SCENE I. 


Enter Dorido, Cofimo, Caftruchio. 


Nown, by whom! by City 
Wits ! 
Cof: Or my Ladies workmen. 
Dor. Who ne’er faw Verfe, but what 
their Sutors writ, which they read like Profe 


to 


Dorid. 


QO. 
Cat. Vl] not difcredit my patience,talk on. 
Dor. They fay you are particular witha 
Gieat Lady. 

Cof- Yes, and her Penfioner. 

Dor. Some loofe thing (belike) yet will 
be at charge to fecure her fame from hoife- 
for thou prayelt againtt all lechery but thine 
own. 

Cof: And the hath wifh’d in witty peni- 
tence, thou hadtt been fingle in the world. 

Dor: I, for then the had ljv’d chafte. He 
growsangry, his eyes look red. 

Cajt. No, Sir. They bluth to fee a Fool. 


Dor. ?Twere fit they would employ their | 


modefty at home.For thou art a fool in print. 
Cof: Yet had he liv’d, when the old sybil 
prefented her divine Manutcripts to the dull 


Roman, he would have fcolded with her, un- 


lefs his Pamphlets had attain’d the firlt ac- 
ceptance. 


Dor. True, for every Poet thinks himfelf 
the beft Poet in the world. 

Cof. And that Satyr not the worft, where- 
in he chides women, for wearing, their Half- 
Ruffs, which pinn’d behind trans-fcituates 
the face, or makes em look like Fanus with. 
two faces. 

Dorid. A juft exception: for going ha- 
ftily to kifs his Whore, he could not find 
her mouth. 

Cof- Why {ure her breath was ftrong e- 
nough to dircé& him to it. 

Caft. Yet Thave heard nothing, but whae 
deferves more pity than anger. 

| Dore Now when he hath provided fome 
high toy for the Prefs; he thinks on dedi- 
‘cation, ftraight chufeth one of the faction, 
who muft not patronize, but buy what he 
| makes vendable, with praife in the Epiftle. 
Cof: Can you deny this, Coutin Satyrift? 
Dorid. And nothing makes Learning fo 
cheap, but that every Writer fells his Works. 
[Exit Caftruchio. 
Cof. Nay, let’s follow, and worry him to 


ieces. They after bim. 
pieces [ ee 
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Enter Lucio and Forefte. 


Lucio. Forefte, Our ruine is contriv’d a- 
bove. If our Malter prove unkind, the Pla- 
nets govern ill: for our gratitude and care 
deferves more conttancy. 

Fore{- Looks he fo ttrangely on ye? 

Lucio. As if the object were but new to 
him: and his own heart unfetled in his 
brealt. 

Foref: Is his violence fo foon tid? fur- 
vey the Regifter of your own deeds. Speak, 
Sir, have you fo engrofs’d his ears, as if 
they were yours not his. Confin’d ’em to 
your own tongue: and fo depriv’d the for- 
rowful, the griev’d in heart, of an ealie au- 
dience? 

Lucio. Never- 

Foref: Since you have fhar’d the Duke’s 
prerogative, and by his love held oppoliti- 
on at fiich great advantage: did you e’re 
flight with cheap regard, thofe of high and 
noble birth ? 

Lucio. My foul abhors fuch tyranny. 

Foref: Have thofe who wear th’ Eternals 
Livery bought their wages of ye? or have 
they found bold and skilful flattery, more 
helps advancement, than deep and modett 
Learning ? 

Lucio. Never, fince my diftin@ion was of 
power, to help its choice. 

Foref- In nice tryal, or evidence of Law, 
hath Cuftom (which only gives us. hope of 
certainty in juftice,) been traduc’d by your 
obf{cure help ? 

Lucio. Never- 


Foref: Hath the defolate Widow {card 


mercy from your eyes, with her old ruin’d 
beauty (for grief was never amorous) or 
hath the torn Begger too foon difmiffed your 
charity, becaufe not giddy enough to delight 
wantonne(s. 

Lucio. Never. 

Foref. Then if our great Matier with- 
draw his love; the weight of fuflerance can- 
not bruife ye; for the whole world wiil fhare 
ith’ burden. 


Eater a young Gentleman with a Letter. 


Lucio. From whom is this, Sir ? 

Gent. From my Lord Marquefs de Loretta. 

Lucio. humbly kifs his hand. 

Gent. Now luck flatter me but once, and 
Iam made ’Tis fhort, pray Heaven it 
be {weet, or VIl ne’er love the Proverb. 

Lucio. Sir, have you ever been in fervice, 
under any eminent Commander ? 

Gent. Never yet- 

Lucio. Read thefe, Foreftee How reputa- 
tion leffens in eficem. Courtefie grows fo 
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cheap, that denial feems lefs troublefome 
than confent. And performance is only lazy. 
The labour of fubfcription hinders more, 
than thought of that to which it doth fub- 
fcribe, ThisLetter would tain make you a 
Captain in the new Troops, fent to the Val- 
taline. But {ure your modefty will teach 
you baulk the grant, though I fhould beg 
ye to receive’t. 

Fore(: Sir, the old Souldier, that trys mif- 
fortune by his conftancy in {ifferance; af- 
fronts the Winters rage 5 whilft his blood 
is frozen into Coral. Shall his preferment be 
intercepted ? {hall he now trail a Pike under 
a Boy, whofe experience is younger than 
his face? 

Lucio. No, the friendfhip of the noble 
Marquefs fhall never countenance unjutt 
deeds. Find a fute more capable of my 
grant, and your acceptance, it is your own. 

[Chair at the Arras. 

Gent. Noble Signior, Pll put ye to the 
teft. 

Foref- Princes Letters are cheaper far 
than thofe which Scriveners put to fale. If 
{uch Apes in Dublets procure command 
o’th’ Camp, let the Cranes wage war a- 
gain Go, young Lord, the Duke isill 
accompany’d,if only with his own thoughts. 
Difcover more. Perhaps his difcontent con- 
cerns not you. 

Lucio. 1 fear, yet my hopes would fain 
comfort me, Farewel. LExeunt omnes 


Enter Luinna and Duarte. 


Luin. 1 would not be unmannerly, but if 
the beat leifure, tell her I am here. 

Duart. Pleafe your Ladifhip to fit, Pl 
tell her fo. [ Enter Corfa. 
She’s come already. 

Corfa. ¥faw your entrance. How do you 
Sifter ? 

Luin. Uhumbly thank your honour, Iam 
well, pray difmils your woman : I would 
impart a fecret. 

Corfa. Watch my Lords coming from 
the Duke, and bring me word, before he 
enters. 

Duart. X fhall. [ Exit Duart. 

Luin. O Madam, Time is now grown 
old, and runs but flowly, I thought each 
hour a year until I faw your Ladithip. 

Cor. Why what’s the matter? I hope 
my Brother’s well. 

Lain. Yes, 1 thank Heaven. But pray 
come hither. (ho do you fuppofe was with 
me laft night, when my Husband was at 
Court ? 

Corfa. How fhould I tell, without you 
inftrué me. 

Luin. Why give a guefs. 


Corfa. 
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Corfa. The Lady: Benuolia, or the Lady 
Vtruvia, who was it? 

Luin. Nay, ’twasa Man too. 

Corfz. That’s fine i’ faith. Pray name him 
to me. 

Luin. What think you of the beft man in 
Sienna & 

Corfa. How, was the Duke with ye? . 

Luin. Yes, dilguis’d too: he cither came, 
(or elfe pretended {0) to ‘meet your Huf- 
band there. After fome talk (in which he 
did exprefs his love to all our Family) he 
gave an ample praife of you: and faid he 
faw already fo much worth in your fair 
breaft, as will add a knot to your Lords 
heart, and his own: nay and make his con- 
ftant love a pattern for every Royal Ma- 
tter. 

Corfa. Indeed, I daily pray to have it fo. 

Lain. Then he gave me this fame Jewel 5 
to you he recommended the receipt of this. 

Corfa. Truft me, Wench, they are both 
full ot glory, rarely cut and fet. 

Luin. Your’s is the better of the two. 

Corfa. Itis. But truly I miflike the man- 
ner of the gift. Dolt thou think his thoughts 
are honourable? I prethee tell me? 

Luin. Th’are fuch as I fulpe&ed at the 
firft, {uch as made me to refufe thefe Jew- 
els. He {wore Fwasa Traytor, if I thought 
he meant amils. Or if I did deny to bear 
this fame to you, F did but ill requite his 
kind requeft unto my Husband. Then in 
the clofe he us’d fuch art, fuch fubtle phrafe, 
to free his thoughts from the ftriét jcaloufie 
of mine; asreconciled me to obey his will, 
you know befides how hard it is to chide 
Majetty, or flight Princes favours. 

Corfa. Vl thew it to my Lord. 

Luin. I had thought thave fhewn my 


Husband mine too; but fince ’tis capable of | 


curious queftioning, I mean to ftay awhile. 

Cora Thou counfell’ft well. Well wear 
em both at oncc. Mine is the belt, Te’re 
was Miftrefs of. [ Enter Duart. 

Luin. And mine is not eclipfed much by 
yours. : 

Duart. Madam, my Lord is ne’er at hand. 

Corfa- Come, Sifter, we fhall hear the 
news at Court. 

Luin. Vil wait upon your Ladifhip. 

[ Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Caftruchio, Lothario, Borachio. 


Caft. Sir Knight, believe’t Forefe is the 
man, that dulls your reputation with the 
Duke, and fuborns the Count againft ye. 

Loth. Dares he controul my purpofes? 

Caft. Ask honett Borachio elfe. 

Bor. Nay he’ll not believe me: though I 
fhould {wear you flout him behind his back: 
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and when a man fees things plainly; he 
need not buy Spegtacles, till he grow old. 

Loth. Pll mince the Villain into fand, to 
fill my Hour-glafs—_ 

Caft. In this Garden he walks continually 
after dinner. Here flay, and expe@ him. 
And, Signior, in this skin of Parchment; 
mark what pains I take, to perfect your re- 
venge- Pth’ fhape of a tree (which takes 
root in Hell) you fhall difcover all his bafe 
defcent. On that branch appears a Hang-' 
man. Then, a Jakes-man, then, a Tinker. 
On’s Mothers fide a Bawd profefs’d. Then, 
a Tybb: then,a Tripewife. A Synagogue of 
Welfh Rabbies could not exprefs more skill 
in Genealogies, than this includes. Sir, thew 
it him, and he runs mad ftraight. 

Loth. V1] make him wear it on his fore- 
head. 

Cajt. Excellent rage! but not a word of 
me. I humbly take my leave. 

[ Exit Caftruchio. 

Loth. Not the four winds (met in Murch ) 
fhall cool my {plcen. 

Bor. Sir now we are private, ’tis a fit 
time to be troublefom 

Loth. Vil cram Cerberus with fops made 
of the flaves blood 

Bor.Concerning, thofe Offices. P've thought 
on em, and will have ’em all in fpight of 
Bolton’s teeth. (_Exter Forefte. 

Forefe Signior Lothario! Borachio too. 
Thou art an honeft Fellow. 

Bor. I, your Worthip is wife, to fpeak no 
more, than what you may well ftand to. 

Loth. Bafe Stem, our Anceftors were not 
fo familiar. Behold, and grow more man- 
nerly. [ Shews bim a Parchment. 

Foref- What’s here? my Pedigree ? fome 
faucy Knave hath counfcll’d him to this af- 
front. What he, [ Enter Servants. 
I muft know th’ original projector. Lay 
hold upon thofc Fools. 

Loth. Lay hold on me? Take off your 
hands; or } will tofs ye all into the clouds, 
and kick the Mountains after ye. 

Bor. I pray bid the Gentleman take good 
heed; for my Matter can do all this, and 
more too Ihave {een him. 

Serv. Be you quiet. You that defire Of- 
ficeSe 

Bor. If Ido, what then? there be thofe 
defire worfe things. 

Foref. Lay all hold on him. 

Bor. He that cannot run for his liberty, 
hath no courage in his heels. Let the Gout 
take him that hath Legs and w’ont ufe cm. 

[ He runs away. 

Foref. No matter, let him go. Convey 
that Fool unto the Porters Lodge. 

Lotb. A Chaos fhall fucceed this ufage. 

[Exeant Servants with Lothario. 
Enter 
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Eater Lucio. 


Foref. Whither fo faft ({weet Lord !) 
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mine. But why this? the beauteous Corfz 
isnot yet defil’d. He that repents ere he 
commits a fault, doth like a thirfty finner 
ftore his foul with mercy, to abfolve that 


Lucio. Forefte,1 have ta’ne my leave o’th’ | fin himfelfs which he may afterwards more 


Duke. 
Foref. Muft ye away to night. 


Lucio. Now, prefently. My followers at- | fent to Lucca. 


fecurely fall into. [ Enter Caftruchio. 
‘The credulous Count her Husband I have 
And to morrow he returns. 


tend at door. Tonly came to kifs thy hands. | My plots are limited to too fhort a time. 
Foref. The Sun will fail ye, ere ye reach | Nor wasit skill to fend the Jewel by her Si- 


Lucca. 


fier. Mark! my foul and brain are perfect 


Luci. 1 mutt through: His Grace will} Courtiers grown; in my declenfion, and 
have it fo. Why doft thou make thy head | my greateft want they leave me to inftruéd 
to fhake and reel, upon thy fhoulders thus. | and help my felf. 


Is it o’recome with thoughts, and fuch as 
mutt be hid from me ? 


Caft. Thefe fancies are not old: the 
whole Court obferves him firangely altered. 


Foref: Take heed, fufpicion is the Favou- | But why am I fent for? that I muft know, 
rite of Time and Nature, it takes a fudden | by fafe and cautelous infinuation. 


growth: and gathers in the breaft, like Balls 


Duke. How toon V’ve profited in all the 


of fnow in fnow; until the weight make | arts of Hell. I mutt through. What I did 


it deny to be remov’d: then melts at leifure 
too. 

Lucio. He’s too moderate, that will at 
my years be fatisfied thus. 

Foref: Why then confider thus. You go 
to Lucca, there to congratulate the fafe ap- 
proach of the Pope’s Legates he hath been 
there a week 5 and why he was not vilited 


mean adultery at firft, will now I tear be- 
come a Rape. 

Caf. Hah! fill upon that ftring ? I like 
it well, tis mufical. 

Duke. Caftruchio! art thou come ? thou 
haft been a Courticr long 5 but whether 
twas want of skill in me to chufea Man, or 
waat of luck in theeto be my choice, I can- 


e’re this, or why upon fuch ftrié and thort | not tell. But know, my love was tardy, be- 
fummons, your felf muft now be fent, | caufe ftill void of \cifure; to warrant paf- 
quite puzles me. Actions rare and fudden,do | fion well beftow’d; by fafe (though tedi- 
commonly proceed from fierce neceflity: or | ous) trials) Affection that is flow is fure: 
clfe from tome oblique defign: which is | And now I wear my heart not in mine own 


afham’d to fhew it felf i’th’ publick Rode. 

Lucio. Forefte is this all ? 

Forefte. Why my {weet Patron: this is 
enough of danger, fince none is merited. 

Lucio. Young thoughts encourage me to 
fufferance. Each ftorm is ufher toa gentle 
calm: who toils with f{peed, gets foonett 
home to reft. The plodding Mule fhall 
fleep eternally. Why fhould the ftricken 
Dear bemoan his death: his Obfequies were 
full of noble Rites: Adeons Quire a jolly 
Requiem gave: and th’ Arrow from the 
Bow did fing his dirge. 

Foref: Thus thy years do riddle grief 
away, making forrow {wift,becaufe tis mor- 
tal. Let me wait on your Lordfhip to your 
Horfe, and at your better leifure read this 
fame. I'll tell ye as we go,who brought it me. 

[Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Duke. 


Duke. To wrong my Boy, unkind, in- 
ceftuous heat! why is marriage legal 5 it 
gives Authority to luft, for chaftity would 
foon cenclude the World. O virtuous pre- 
judice, when error, prevents folly! Fiends, 
Devils, that do live in liquid fire, have con- 
ftitutions not halt fo hot, fo riotous as 


breaft, but thine. 

Caft. 1 have but one life, it is fome er- 
rour in your Grace, thus to oblige me to the 
lofs of more in your dear fervice. 

Duke. Lam not skill’d in words. But I 
affc& thy fury. For thou art the bold Satyr, 
that whips Foreffe and the wanton Count in 
thy tart Verfe. 

Caft. My gracious Lord! I thall conceive 
much grief, if my zeal miftake in accufation 
of thofe men, which th’uncertain Tongue 
of Fame delivers to my charge. 

Duke. Nay, make not thy confeffion an 
excufe rather than a ftory: for there needs 
none. I hate Fure/fe, and the Count, and 
would devife fome fudden ways to my re- 
venge. 

Cut. Heaven forbid! Vd rather far dif- 
grace the skill of my fubje@&5 call accufa- 
tion flander; than that the bufie multitude 
fhould note inconftancy in you. 

Duke. This isa damn’d Hypocrite. Ca- 
firuchio! eafe me with quick apprehenfion. 
I have not leifure to be modeft now. Speak, 
haft no acquaintance with any ucar Cor{a’s 
perfon; the Counts fair Wife ? 

Caf 1 humbly beg, your Grace would 
not miftake the conditions of my duty. 

Duke. 1 beg of thee not to miftake the 

fenfe 
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fenfe of my defigns. My words import my 
heart, and both no danger unto thee. 

Cajt. 1 hope my skill in fervitude, will 
not provoke my Prince to tempt my ho- 
nour. 

Duke. What love is this, doft thou indent 
with my acceptance, make choice of fer- 
VICES. 2 
Caft. Your Grace will give me leave; 
fince that I know I not deferve to thare in 
your high fecrets, to doubt my. fafety in 
knowing this. 


Duke. Death! and horrour! thy fufpici- | 


onsare too thin. Confider why I {ent the 
Count to Lucca? Upon my life thou art 
fecure: therefore reply unto my former 
queftion. 
Cajft. My gracious Lord, I have fome in- 
tereftinher woman. | 
Duke. 1s Corf?s woman known to thee? 
Cat. She is. Perhaps 
Duke. Difcharge chy thoughts. 


Lee 

Caft. Perhaps I knew her, beyond the mo- 
deft ftrain. 

Duke. There’s Gold, Cuftruchio. 

; LFlings him a Bag. 
Be my Harbenger,bring me this night where 
fhe doth lye, and thou art made for ever. 

Cat. Mult it be this night ? 

Duke. Neceflity will have it fo. Her Lord 
returns with the next Sun. | 

Caft- I cannot fay her felf fhall Porter be 
unto your entrance, but her woman {hall. 

Duke. Enough! there’s more Gold. Sum- 
mon up thy brain, thy heart, thy foul, to 
mect in confultation, and fo contrive my 
peacee Farewel. 

Cate I will inftruct your Grace e’re long : 
both when and how to make this amorous 
affault. 

Duke. My {clf and my Exchequer are 
thine own. 

There needs no art to work him into evil 
fc’s bad enough t’infeét the very Devil. 
LExennt feveral ways. 


ACT IV3SCENE. I. 


Exter Dorido. 


Dorid. @Ood! they have left the Garden 

G door unlock’d PII venture in to 
make difcovery. Cuaftruchio is grac’d with a 
rare employment: the Duke and he do 
here confume the night. Thefe are hours 
for Ghofts, Adulterers and Thieves. The 
flave is Haggard. At Supper being full of 
Gold: his vain appetite fed at Nero’s rates 
I was difcarded with a frown: fhaken like 
a Bur from’s fleeve. As if my clofure here- 
tofore had been impertinent. Ambition 
Icffens all bencath it felf to nothing: the 
higher we do ftand: [Enter Caftra. Duarte. 
fo much Icfs thole men appear, whom we 
bchold below Heark! kind Fortune 
Jend me thy ears 

Caft. Thenight grows aged now. ’Fwere 
fit the Duke would haften his departure. In 
troth Wench, thy fervice to him exceeds re- 
guital. Bur whats the took it willingly. 

Duar. No, but the did not. 

Caft. Pox o’thcfe modeft Lics, I fay the 
did. 
Duar. In troth you do abufe her then; 
Vm (ure her fhricks did {care my heart up to 
my lips. 

Cut. Then thou could’ have kifsd 


heartily. 
Duar. I wonder it wakened not the 


whole houte. 
Caft- Is’t poffible! what means did the 


Duke ufe, to {litle up this noife ? 


Duar. Nay, I know not. But fince the 
was more pliant; it doth repent me much, 
I e’re was inftrument to his other aétions. 

Cajt. What, repent / I prethee, {weet Du- 
arte. wrong not Divinity fo much: walte 
not a virtue, that would more profit others : 
and to fuppofe that the Lady was ravifh’d, 
is an herefie, which my foul mutt ne’er be 
guilty of Do not I know: women are a 
kind of foft Wax, that will receive any im- 
preffion ? 

Duar. And do not I know, there is diffe- 
rence in workmen as in wax. Hard wax 
(when cold) accepts of no imprcflion. By 
colduefs f infer chaftity, for chattity is cold. 

Caf. But thofe workmen are harder far 
than that hard wax. And tis hardeft of all 
to find thofe workmen: unlcfs by Rufiz 
where the people freeze. Come, kifs me 
Chuck. Again, once more-— 

Dor. A pretious Satyrift! This furly 
Dog inveighs ’gaintt lechery in others, 
’caule he would ingrof3 all women to hia- 
{elf 

Caft. Your greatefi Thieves are common- 
ly begot when Parents do their lechery by 
ficalth. Men get Cowards when fiighted in 
the at. And by fuch vulgar conlequence, *tis 
now a propertime to begeta Pander. Onc 
that may hereafter do other men the fame of- 
fice, which we do the Duke now. Come, {hal 
we in and try? Dit aie 
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Duar. You prelume much on an eafie na- 
ture; and how extravagant you are abroad 5 
1 am not fo unkind to queftion. 

Cat. Faith Wench: LPve fome intereft in 
every Child chat plays 7th’ Strect,the Duke’s 
come down. Go, go, [ Exter Duke. 
give your Lady a Cawdle: and let me hear 
how the likcs her new Bedfellow. PII meet 
His Grace two hours hence: {Exit Duar. 
when ke hath difmifs’d thote- thoughts 
which {till fucceed unlawful lutt. 

[ Exit Caltruchio. 

Dor. O damn’d villany! is this th’ em- 
ployment that doth make ye proud? I will 
haunt ye ftill, to ftrengthen my intelligence. 

[ Exit Dor. after Calt. 

Duke. O filly, weak evalion! being dark, 
I creep within my Cloak. *Tis modetty in 
fin to practife every difguile to bide it from 
the world. But Creatures free from guilt 
affeG the Sun, and hate the dark, becaufe 
it hides their innocence. O traytor Luft! 
that leads us with incouragement to fin, and 
when the ftorm is over, w’are befieg’d with 
thoughts that-more perplex us than tie for- 
mer. For then we did complain of ftrength, 
but now of weakuels. Away, away, ’tis time 
that 1 were gone: the modcft morn doth 
bluth Vth? Eatt, as if alham/’d to fee fo foul 
a Ravither, 


Enter Cafruchio aud Dorido. 


Dirido. So {wift of foot! I muft over- 
take ye. 

Cat. How now! the world is wide e- 
nough: wherefore doft thou joftle me? 

Dor. Cry mercy, Signior: the day does 
but peep yct, and my own hatte made me 
unmannerly. 


Cat. Signior Dorido, is it you? Tis much j 


to {ee you appear before the Sun. 

Dor. Faith, Signior, the Count being out 
0 Town, I thought Foreffe would have 
more leifure to perufe my new Sute. He’s 
early up, which caus’d my vigilance. 

Caft. Why Signior, ule a means more ab- 
folute 5 it is true, Forefte does all: but how ? 
as th’ inftrament govern’d ich? workmans 


hand. 


[Exit Duke. 


Inftruét me with convenicncy of 
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Dorid. (will be bold to think fo. 

Caft.. Favourites are ferv’d in with thofe 
Dithes the Prince belt loves. And meat we 
molt affect we foonctt furfeit on. The 
Count is but a glorious trifle. And to be fa- 
Ctious without benchit Well, think up- 
ont. I know a way to get the Dukes beit 
ear, without Fore(fe’s hclp. Farewel. 

[ Exit Caftruchio. 

Dor. The profit of the day be yours. 
Thefe tricks fhall make me wear him in my 
Eyes. The flave Doth ufher out his breath 
{in ftate s as if his honours had outgrown 
'his own knowledges ¥cet he’s but a tame 
| Pander. The beauteous Corfa is ravith’d by 
jthe Duke. © black horrour. Arile my foul, 
‘infpire my induftry, with noble purpofe. 
!Something Tl do that fhall proclaim my 
I {piric. [ Exit. 


Enter Corfa and Duarte. 


Corfa. Fence, hence, like Time; who 
{wittly flyes away, but evermore returns. Go 
cruel Wench! thou haft betray’d thy Mi- 
| ftrefe, even to eternal lofi. Th’ Angels that 
live above have feen it all: they know thee 
well enough. In the general Scflion of the 
world, it will not my adultery be call’d 5 
but a prodigious Rape deriv’d from thee. 

Duar. Good Madam, your Confcience is 
too bold: it troubles you too much, Dif 
mils’t: think, that other Ladies have offend- 
ed more. 

Corfa. Out Devil. Wilt thou betray my 
foul too? Duarte hence ! Fam infpir’d with 
ftrength to make revenge prove imafculinc. 
Flye quickly hence. Why dott thou ftay? 
There’s Gold. F prethee Weuch.in ail thy 
Pilgrimage difperfe my faui¢ in charitavle 
words, ufe me nobly with thy tongue. So 
farewel. 

Duar. Or Yet my fin no mercy find in Hea- 
ven, no pity here onearth. — [ Ex. Duarte- 

Corfz. Now all the motives of my Lords 
delight exterminate for evermore with me. 
, My lilent Lute’s interred in the Cafe. My 
(ee now rather frights than captivates 
| the fenfe. [ Enter Luinna. 
1O, Silter, dare you vifit me? Tamia Stram- 


time, and J will work the Duke in thy be- | pet grown. Hence and fecure your tame. 


half. 


Dor. Then, Signior, you will oblige me], 


much. 

Calt. At Supper, when you departed from 
me, you pave demonttrations ot difcontent: 
who knows, but whillt the foul’s employ’d 
within, the body m‘ght neglect fome out- 
ward form, which curiofity prefers to cu- 
ftom 3 cuftom co abufe. It was my bulinefs, 
not Uificfpe& of you, that did deprive my 
complemcut of vanity. I thall rejoice when 
T can fhew you kindnefs. 


Luin. Alack, what prodigy is this ! 

Corfa. I will tell thee all. For ¥ thould 
difgrace iniquity to be modelt now. The 
Duke 

Luin. Ay me! what in that name can pri- 
viledge offence ? 

Corfa. Hear, my Luinna, boar. In midtt 
of night, by my pernicious womans he}p » 
he opes my Chamber door : whole faich- 
ful Hinges fhrieck’d, to warn me of his 
direapproach. His hand canied a Torch, 
he 


he fhew’d(methought) like luftful Tarquin’s' 
Ghoft, walking in fire: as if it counfelld | 
him, to prevent fuch penance by forfaking | 
his attempt. This I told himtoo. But he 
(that came not to contider, but to a@) o’re- 
ru?d my hands with his; and then made 
fhipwrack of my Honour. 

Luin. O Royal Villain! But hear more 
forrows ycte My Husband looking in my 
Cabinet, did {pye that Jewel there, which 
the Duke laft gave me. It was to him a 
new and unknown Star : and then employ’d 
his thoughts, his jealous thoughts, to know 
the caufe of its being there. I told himall 
the truth: and Truth’s oftner praifed than 
rewarded here on Earths for he di{mifs’d 
me ftraight with fatal looks. 

Corfz. My Brother isa noble Gentleman. 
Go, go, and kneel tohim. All jealoufie mutt — 
fill be ftrangled in its birth: or time will | 
foon confpire to make it trong enough to | 
overcome the truth. Shield us, {weet Hea. | 
ven! fomething about my heart infules a 
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to be ill employ’d than to be idle. 
[ Enter Caftruchio. 

Cof: How the flave fows his Proverbs to- 
gether. Are you come? Ihave ftay’d until 
the Clock gave your promifé the lye. 

Cuff. My time was {pent to more advari- 
tage. I have declar’d my intereft in your 
blood. If you affit my plots, you needs 
mutt fhare fuccefs, thar hath already war- 
ranted a large requital. 

Cofs Tam refolv’d: and with my {elf 
more able. 

Caff. ’Tis wells But now you undertake 
butincls, you mult be as ferious But of 
all avoid Dorido, as you would to drink 
a violent poifon. 

Cofs Enough , he is a ftranger to my 


| thoughts. 


Caft. There’s freth encouragemens— 
[ Gives him Gold. 
Cf: A little more of this mctal would 
puzle my Geography is this Italy or the 
Indies. There Borachio! weep no more for 


prophetick fear; which whifpers we thall | thy Matter. 


never meet again, lets take a folemn leave— 
Farewel for ever. [ They Kifi. 

Luin. Farewet! the nobleft Lady o’th’ 
World. [_Exeunt feveral ways. 


Enter Cofimo and Borachio. 


Cof: Tam glad to fee thee well, Bora- 
chio! But where’s thy Mafter? what in du- 
rance ftill? 

Bor. Alas,Sir, I (good Gentleman) the 
Room wherein they have put him, is fo 
little, he fills itup: and is fain to leave his 
legs Sentinels without door, to watch the 
rc{t of his body. ”Tis no Chamber, but a 
Court-Cupboard, —- 

Cof: But they make him amends in his 
Dict. 

Bor. They cannot, Sir, for he’s a faint 
cater. If he would pray fo often as he falts, 


he had been at liberty long ago. 

Cof: Do they no more regard his potent 
hopes? 

Bor. Alas, Sir, when Fortunc’s Tippet 
ftands up, few men will lend a pin to tack 
it down; I,and my linage have {weet lofs 
of him: I’m fure o’that. 

Cof. Nay, that’s too evident. 

Bor. O, Sir! I would not a’ given this 
Ruth, have been affur’d all th’ offices in’s 
gift. But hang fuch Dukes (I fay) that 
fuffer thus their Favourites to be impri- 
foned. 

Cof: How now, Borachie : Dott thou {peak 
Treafon ? 


Bor. Sit, I have faid no more, than what 
I mean to unfay again: which is but a kind 
of lofing one’s labour. And ’tis better 


Bor. Alas, ’m tooapt to weep. 

Caft. 1 thought to mect thy Mafter heres 
I'm fure Ifaw the Warrant fign’d for his re- 
Icafe. 

Bor. The Devil take your ¢orthip for 
me, why d’ye bring fuch good news, ona 
work’y day ? 

Caft. But thou pray’ft ill, in praying the 
Devil to take me. 

Bor. Why could he ever come to le(§ pur- 
pofe, than when he finds you doing well. 
Though he lofe his labour once: I dare 
warrant ye, he7ll come again on the fame 
crrand. 

Cajt. A bitter Fool. 

Bor. Sir, let we friends be true to onea- 
nother. There are but few true friends ex- 
tant. Let them be kindly us’d and kept, if 
only for breed? 

Caffe With all my heart, tranflate thy 
meaning. 

Bor. Is my Mafter at liberty? 

Caft. ll defer an anfwer of this, until 
thy own Eyes be a little elder. 

Bor. Well, is he ftill in favour with the 
Duke ? 

Cajt. Why he fhall thortly govern all at 
Court, and bea very Mote in the Duke’s eye. 

Bor. Enough. Tis not wholefom to burft 
with joy. 

Cat. But what then? 

Bor: I’ve thought with much care on thefe 
Offices : and find my felf fitting to be in’em. 
I will have ?em all; come Cut and Long- 
tail. For my Wife, will be fucha glad wo- 
man. 

Enter Lothario. 
Cof: Look, who comes there ? é 
Both 
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T he Cruel Brother. 


Bor. O, Sir! give me your blecfling 

[ He kueels. 

Loth. Weep not, Borachio! 1 have pre- 
par’d fuch bloody art in my revenge as 
makes mens wits more famous than their 


cruelty: Let horrour propagates All’s too 


little for my ufe. But you, Sir, had the ho- 
nour to releafe me. 

Caft. Or elle Mhad been much difhonour’d. 

Cof: Sir, now he fuppofeth you in du- 
rance: and ishimfelf fecure; haply drunk, 
or riding in the Stews3 you may take fome 
advantage on his foul too. Lole no time. 

Loth. That’s my intent. For it were dull 
humanity to aim no farther than his lite. VII 
purfue him even to Hell. 


Caft And let me alone fo to facilitate the | 
project, by {earch of fit time, and means: | 


as hall declare the aé let5 troublelome, than 
thus to threaten it wich words. 

Bor. You, Signior Caftruchio! Signior 
Coxcomb! are you tir’d with doing well? 
you have fcarce brought my poor Lord out 
of the Prifon doors, but you long to have 
him in again. Nay, ne’er look! for my 
Sword dwells within a yard of my tongue, 
and fhall defend what I fay. 

Caff- What a pernicious Calf is this? 

Bore What harm have my poor Wife and 
Children done to you or yours, that {ceing 
me within a hairs breadth of a hundred ot- 
fices, you confound all, by leading my poor 
Lord into new broils. 

Loth. Bold Mifcreant! if { but ftir 

Cof. Nay, Signior, let him alone. 
chio! all fhall be well. 

Bor. Yes, perfwade me to dry Ice in an 
Oven! But Pil follow your Heels fo clote : 
as "ll go near to tread upon your Kibes. 

[ Exeunt omnes 


Bora- 


Futer Dorido and Forefte. 


Dorid. Signior, I knew yea brave Com- 
mander under the great Petruchio; and fince 
that time your conftant virtues have de- 
ferv’d more recompence, than Fate will mi- 
nifter byme. My kindnef$ is no miracle: 
fince gratitude is only fick, not dead. But 
pray believe what I have faid is truth. 

Foref. O, Sir,’tis, the errour of unskilful 
love to be too conftant in her charity to all. 
But I have grounds more relative to make 
me jealous of the truth; and I believe you 
with my heart: and yet ’tis ftrangé. Doth 
this Caftruchio think his haggard fate can 
triumph over mine ? becaufe in luft the De- 
vil did inftrué his induftry : dares he attempt 
my life? 

Dor. I give you real grounds for my fu- 
fpence. Reward (Sir) may make a Villain 
bloody, though ic cannot make him vali- 


ant. 
Gold, 

Foref- Nay, ’tis often feen, amongft the 
feveral Creatures of a Prince, fuch inftru- 
ments as thefe-raoit profit reap. Employ- 
ments noble do requite themfelves, and 
honour pays the great of heart: who lole 
but time in fervice which is the Bodies 
wealth. Your Friend ftays. If you pleafe to 
appear with him from thence, at my {um- 
mons3 I (hall difcover more. 

Dor. Noble Signior, I am yours. 

[ Exit Dorido. 
Foreft- What, hoa? Luinna! Wite! 


The Duke will let him want no 


Enter Luinna. 


Luin. My Lord ! 

Foref- Come hither, Love. Tell me,when 
was the Royal Lecher here difguis’d? What 
did he fend thee laft? when mutt ye quench 
the Cyprian fire: hah! you may tell me all, 
for Pll not blab. Alas, ’m more filent than 
my Grandfire in his Tomb. A fubtle Pimp,I. 
A Pander learned in the art. Tell me 
Chuck ? 


Luin. Alas, my noble Lord! what do 
ye mean? 

Foref- Why nothing, I: yet°tis enough I 
feel the wrong. If ignorant, I fuffer twices 
And therefore let me know mine Enemy. 
The little worm, when trod upon, will turn 
his head, to look upon his Murderer. And 
hath my Spleen no eyes? Is the revenge of 
Man lefs curious than a Worms. She 
weeps. O, Luinna, the (acted Kuot’s unty’d. 
Thou haft defil’d and ftain’d. the veftal 
Sheets. Thy breaft thall be no more my 
Pillow. 

Luin. O fay not fo. Let Thunder firike 
me dead, if I e’re knew the Duke, with 
knowledge more dithoneft, than what har- 


_bours in the eyes; only by fight. 


Foref. O new horrour! fuch brazen im- 
pudence would make a Negro bluth. Come, 
glorious Whore, acquaint me with your 
tricks. Who, when, where, how? For be- 
fides the Jewel which he gavethee: Ihave 
proofs that will even damn my Sifter, and 
convince thee too. 

Luin. My dear Lord ; be not cruel in your 
faiths what I have faid is truth. 

Foref- Still conftant in thy perjury. Mer- 
cy were tamenefs then. Thou fhalt dye like 
an heroick Whore: a ftout Martyr to thy 
concealed Lover. Appear ho! 

[Enter Dorido aud his Friend in Vifaids. 
Hear, my the Goat! thefe men are fulland 
frefh ; but if they cannot tire ye out, I will 
procure ye the Town Bull, todrownd ye in 


the aé&. Take her afide, and agr h 
fhall begin, i eee 


Luin. 


Luin. Stay, ftay, O my Husband, my 
dearctt Lord! will you permit {uch cruel- 
ty againit your own Wite. She that hath 
fo often flept within your bofom. © {peak ! 
do yeu want common fenfe ? Stay,'‘ftay, I 
vill confefs’t. - 

Foref- Stay, P'm of too eafie, too foft a 
foul, My heart-firings (fure) are made of 
Silk: and ’tisa fubtle Whore, fhe knows it 
well enough. But come, be brief. Charm 
me not with ftories of my former love be- 
tween us. I fee thee, as thou art, why {peak’ft 
thou not? 

Luin. Sorrow was ever flow of utte- 
sance, and I do tremble {till. I knew the 
time my duty hath been held in more regard 
than now it is. All former intereft is quite 
forgot. 

Foref: Mark, did not I fufpect 
would begin her Charms again. 
with her. 

Luin. O flay, now, now, I will reveal 
all. 

Foref. Bz nimble then; and tell me pun- 
Ctual truth, for my revenge 1s honett, and 
would not willingly miftake when it fhall 
ftrike. 

Luin. ’Tis true, your Silter’s ravifh’d by 
the Duke. Which fatal truth, this morning, 
I receiv’d from her own mouth. But if I 
e’re did break my marriage Vows, or think 
unlawfully ; then may I lofe my intereft in 


fhe 
Away 


Heaven. My duty and my love remain ftill | 


yours, and this conftancy deferves fome 
KindnefS, therefore if tis decreed that I 


muft dye: Let medye a modeft death. Ex- | 
pefe not your poor Wife unto the cruelty of | 


Ravithers. 


— ae 


The Guel Brother. 
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Foref?’ What think We, olne 

Dor. My thoughts continue in the for- 
meér fenfe: Ihave a chafte and virtuous wifes 
however you defir’d affurance from a tryal fo 
unkind as this. 

Foref: Still, methinks, that Jewel which 
he gave her, procur’d the fame requital chat 
my Sifter made. But let it pals. [do conjure 
ye both (as y’have been Souldiers) to keep 
your tongues clofe. Let not words difperfe 
what youhave heard. °Tis external repu- 
tation that keeps {ome men from fin. Our 
faults once known, we do neglect to mend : 
fince reputation faffers fill: tor chat admits 
of help, but it is never cur’d. And fo the fa- 
tal jars’tween man and wife, if fecret kept, 
diffention falls afleep. But if once known 
to Fame, Fame talks fo loud the waketh it 
again. Your filence, Signiors, fhall challenge 
much from my requital. 

Dor. Befides our obligations to your 
worth, cven both our honours would im- 
pofe it as avirtue, notatrouble. We are 
your humble Servants. 

[Exit Borido with his Friend. 

Foref- 1 will deferve you for my friends. 
Rile You mutt be clear’d by a ftricter 
tryal. °Till when I do negleét the large 
Charter of Husbands o’re their Wives: and 
command ye asa Judge th’ offender. Hence, 


_ and become my Prifoner in yourClofet. Take 


heed, no curifioty in fear make you, to pry 
in my defigns. 
Luin-J do obcy ye chearfully. [Exit Luinna. 
Foref- O my heart! fhall my induftry and 
hopes find this period ? my {ufferance is tix’d. 
It is an old inconftancy in Fate, 


Soon to erect, and foon to ruinate. [Exit 


Gt Va) Ob NEE 


A Chair at the Arras. 


Enter Forelte folus. 


; O, 10, my Stars, it is too much 
a to bai Though I were fto- 
mach’d like an Eltridge, yet could I not 
digeft {ach hatd dealing. My Wie defi d, 
and Corfa ravif’d. The Count abus’d, my 
{elf profcrib’d to fuffer by obfcure Villains. 
Would I had trod the humble path , and 


made my induftry lef$ ambitious. The Shrub* 


‘ly grows. The tallett Tree ftands moft 
reer And thus we diftinguith the 
noble from the bale: the noble find their 
lives and deaths ftill troublefome: But hu- 
mility doth fleep, whilft the florms grow 


hoarfe with fcolding. My Gall o’:.fows 
my heart; and drowns propitious thoughts. 
I will be juft yet cruel too. The darknefs 
of the night is troublefome. Stay —That 
fickly light from her Chamber comes. Mini- 
on Pll begin with you. [ Exits. 


Enter Corla and a Boy- 


Corfa. Sing, gentle youths who knows 
if 1 fhallive to hear.thy voice again. 


SONG, 
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SONG. 


Boy. Weep no more for what is paft 
For Time in motion makes fuch hafte 
He hath no leifure to difcry 
Thofe errors which be paffeth by. 
If we confider Accident, 
And how repugnant unto fenfe, 
It pays defert with bad event : 
We fhall difparage Providence 


Enter Forelte. 


Foref. This is your Dirge. 

Corf: Hah! who is there? 

Foref. *Tis J. Difmifs that trifle hence, 
and fhut the door. 

Corfs. Farewel, Youth! Get thee to Bed. 

[ Exit Boy. 

Foref. But where’s the rigled Hag 3 the 
inceftuous lump of heat? where is the, 
{peak ? 

Corfa. Alas, Sir, who do you mean? 

Fore(: Why the that Goflips with the De- 
vils Dam, the fubtle Bawd, your Woman. 
O Sifter! I have heard all.— [Corf-kyeels. 
Nay, kneel not to me 3 you are my Patron’s 
Wite. But yet where obligation is indear’d, 
there injury condemns it felf. Can you fur- 
vive a wrong fo eminent: a wrong com- 
mitted °gainit your Husband and my Pa- 
tron ? 

Corfa. O, Sir! I hope if you have heard 
the truth: you will believe it was a rape 
ith’ Duke, and no adultery in me. 

Foref. How, a rape! O weak and immo. 
deft fhift; Come, fit thee down. Or if 
ye mean to pray, kneel, and be nimble in de- 
votion. Thou art to dye. 

Corfa. My Noble Brother! donot fright 
my foul: ufe me kindly with your tongue 
and looks: Iam already reconcil’d to Hea- 
ven ; and would perhaps confent to your de- 
fign. 

Foref: O bleffed {peech ! 

Corf: *Fwere not unnatural in me, to 
with for life! yet minding what conttructi- 
oms the world may make of my finitter 
chance 

Foref. 1 there’s the point. The giddy 
multitude have neither skill nor leifure to 
convince fuppofition, with arguments of 
ftrength and charity. Their quick cenfure 
brings fuch effect as Spe@acles, when us’d 
in hafte; which then do rather aggravate 
the fhape: then give diftinGtion of the 
form. Who, who would live to be an Ar- 
gument for chem? 

Corf- Do ye conclude then, that I muft 
now dye? 

Fore. Why is’t not fit it fhould be fo? 


The Cruel Brother. 


Corfa. E’re I take my laft leave of my 
kind Lord. 

Foref: Ceremonious form doth oft fo long, 
delay our journey 5 “till it prove too late to 
reach our home. ?Tis a long way to Hea- 
ven. We mutt make hafte. Nay, if your 
courage fail before it comes unto the teft : I 
fhall prepare to be unkind. Could you en- 
dure to fee your Lord, dchl’d, polluted as 
you are? That kind Patron to all our Fami- 
ly whofe conftant love is warranted by 
Time, that beft can judge of conftancy. 
Who took you to his Bed, upon conditions 
cheap, and dangerous to his own citate. 

Corfa. Sir, {peak no more: but ufe meas 
you pleafe; I will obey in all. 

Foref; Come, ftretch down your arm, and 
permic this Scarf to faften it to the Chairs 
Then vail your eyes. We muft not truft a 
womans valour fo 

Corfa. Oh, oh, oh. 

Foref. The torture’s paft. Thy wrift Veins 
are cut.- Here in this Bafon bleed away thy 
foul. 

Corfz. Commend me to my deareft Lord. 
I am his humble facrifice. He’ll not be more 
unwilling to grant attonement: than I have 
been to need it. The Fates give others ex- 
piation : which now they want themfelves. 
I {peak too loud. For who dares chide with 
them that may employ Thunder. : 

Foref- Her beauty now decays apace. O 
could I {eparate the blood defil’d, from what 
is pure: I would fhed that ; then reftrain 
the current, know! (unskilful Nature) if 
operation fhould long fubfitt in fuch grofs 
mixture: men would be Devils ere they 
liv’d in Eel]. 

Corfa- I come, Celeftial Quire !—__ 

[She rifeth up. 

Foref- Extafie! through weaknefs in ex- 
pence of blood ! dear Sifter, difturb not your 
lalt minutes. 

Corf- Imuft afcend 

Foref- How! would you enter Heaven, 
with tetters on your foul? clogg’d with 
thefe mortal limbs. Sit down, expire in 
peace. 

Corf. O, my Brother! whilft I am yet a- 
live, let me feel {ome intereft in your blood. 
What fault of mine deferves impediments in 
my laft journey? if my Lord were here, he 
would have feen me us’d with mercy. 

Foref: Sweet foul! thefe are but miftakes 
of weaknefs. 

Corf. Will not my Lord be merciful, to 
me,and to my memory ? LRéfeth up. 

Foref. Sit till. Thy worth hall thine in 
fuch a CharaGter ; that being dead, he needs 
muft woo thy Ghoft. 

Corf: And will pofterity confent, to have 
me Regiltred with thofe of modeft fame ? 


Foref. 


The Cruel Brother. 


_ Foref: That Aftrologer 3 who fpies thee: had unto your perfon : 
firlt within a Star: mult not find thy lodg- | 


ing near to Venus. 
Corfa. Oh, oh, oh [Recorders : Sadly. 
Foref. A Convulfion in her Arteries ! 
Corfz. Mercy Heaven ! " [She dyes. 
Foref- Heark ! [Still Mufick abvve. 
As the afcends, the Sphercs do welcome her, 
with their own Mufick. Her foul is 
gone / Hah! whither is it gone? O vatt 
fufpence ! Madnefs fucceeds enquiry. Fools 
of Nature! What Anceftor — [Ceafe Rec. 
(that dy’d long fince) hath brought us news 
of his abode ! or told us how they ufe him 
in the other world ? O this wild myftery fo 
much concerneth man: that we would wil- 
lingly difmmifs fulpence with fight and not 
with confequence. For he that fecs through 
Faith, but flatters doubt. Faith’s a Perfpe- 
Ctives through whofe narrow lane 3 little 
things (far of ) feem fo much too great, too 
near: that what was firft unknown is more 
eftrang’d from knowledge than it was be- 
fore. Yet by the rules of lawful hope: it 
goes well with her: for fhe was ever given 
to prayer: fuperflitious in humility : and 
even unthrifty in hercharity. She held her 
Virtues in fuch high extreams, that her Di- 
vinity was troublefome. Grew from a Saint 
a holy fuperftitious fool. Sleep here, a facri- 
fice to thy wrong’d Lord: Till I 
(Thy Pricft) become an Executioner 
To him, who was thy cruel Ravifher. 
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will hither bring 
Cerf and Forefte to fhew the fhape and qua- 
lity of his new fufferance. Be you erie 
your Bed, to free you from the worlds fulpi- 
cion: whillt Ido place behind the Gallery 
door (which leads unto your Clofet Chappel) 
fuch bold Fellows,as fhall dare to thruft their 
weapons home. | 

Duke. O quinteflence of foul. I will leave 
alltothee. Good night. [ Exit. 

Caf. May flumber feize upon your royal 
Eyes. Know, poor Forejte, thy time on earth 
is fhort. [ Enter Duke. 

Duke. Cuftruchios Vhave better thought 
upon’t. 

Caft. My gracious Lord. 

Duke. 1 would not have thee hurt my Boy: 
ufe him kirdly for my fake. 

Cafts Shall he noi dye? 

Duke. Not for the world. Thou doft 
not know hisfoul. He’s of fo foft (o fweet 
a nature, that he inchants where he is known. 
Befides, IT find Tam {0 powerful o’re his 
youth: that I fhall foon extirpate from his 
memory the wrong I did his Wife, and him. 
As for Forefte: his experience ig of growth 
too f{tubborn, and will nor be remov’d from 
his revenge by {trength of words. There- 
fore let him no mercy fcel: but let my Boy 
be gently us’d for my fake. Farewe]-—— 

[ Exit Duke. 

Caft. This isa filly kind of love! But let 
me think So to contrive this plot: that 


[Exit Forefte. | Lothario may deftroy Forefte, and to make 


Enter Duke and Caftruchio. 


Duke. Doth fhe condemn the ac with 
fuch diflike ? 

Caft. Even fo, Sir, my intelligence affirms. 
For fince her Woman was dilmiffed; the 
{ent a Meflenger unto Lucca, to urge her 
Lords return:. whom I do expet within 
this hour. He’ll chufe to travel in the night 
for privacy. 

Duke. And ¥ have fent to ftay him there: 
until a new Commiflion order his return. 


Caft. Molt royal Sir, you then may guels, 
what frights {uch oppofition in thefe mefla- 
ges will nourith in his heart. And being. ly, 
young, he cannot feed on doubts. He'll ra-} ever walk thus foftly. 
ther think his intereft in you his priviledge: 
toerres {0 flight your Mandate, and come’ 


home, to fettle his fufpence. 


Duke» Remorfe doth cherifh danger! Jet 


mebe fafe. Secure me ftraight. 1 would 
exprefs my felf without a tongue 

Caft- My gracious Lords my apprehen- 
ion lies not in my cars, but in my brain. I 
can conceive without the noife of words. It 
fhews apparent to my fenfe ; the Count pre- 
fuming, on that free addrefs, he ftill hath 


his filence fate! humh 

Duke. No, it muft not be 

Cajt. My royal Lord! 

Duke. Lucio (my Boy) is not profcrib’d. 
Take heed Cujtruchio! it thou dott extend 
thy hand: to him thou doft inteé all thy 
other kindnefs: and I fhall fee thee as a 
Cockatrice: Look tu’t 

Caft. Molt gracious Sir, were he hidden 
in’s own fear; he could not be more fafe, 
than you have made him. 

Duke.Once more then,good Night. [ Exit. 

Caft. A plague upon this love. Such 
thoughts when firft your blood did make 
your Veins to {well, had prevented my em- 
ployment. Softly, foftly. Fear and fufpicion 
[ Exit. 


[ Enter Duke. 


Enter Forefte, and Servants with a Light. 


Foref: Leave here the Light, and go to 
Bed. [Exit Servant. 
Within. Break ope the door, break ope 
the door. | Within cry. 
Foref. Hah! who counfels fo unlawfully ? 


Enter Lucio and Servants. 
Lucio. © Forefe ! the fatal hour is come. 
Ring 


The Cruel Brother. 


Ring out your Bells, until they wake the 

dead. Let Trumpets groan, and the fhill 

ae be hoarfe. The fatal hour 1s come. 
Furef; Why, what’s the matter, Sir? 

Lucio. O, my Wife! by this the did en- 
trcat me faddenly [ He fhews a Letter. 
(upon fome urgent caufe) ro hatte from Lrc- 
eato her: Jutt now I lighted from my 
Horfe, enter’d her Chamber : and found her 
newly murder’d in her Chair. My Servants 
fay that my arrival there did jult fucceed your 
departure from her. 

Foref: Difmifs your Servants,and you fhall 
know all. 

Lucio. Hence, and expe me firaight at 
home. [ Exeunt Servants. 

Foref: 1 pray come hither, Sir Do you 
diilike that juttice which depriv’d your Witc 
of breath? 

Lucio. Doft thou call it Juftice? 

Foref: Ycs, in the noblctt {train : fhe was 
dcfil’d. The royal Goat (the Dake) hath ra- 
vifh’d her: and I (that never could admit 
excufe in points of honour) (where ever 
fufpicion fufficeth to condemn ) did f{ummon 
up my memory: whercin the kind effc¢ts 
of your beft love to us are regiftred. And 
finding you betray’d in your own Fort! I 
cut her Veins, and gave perpetual liberty, to 
her polluted blood. 

Lucio. O Villain! more bloody than the 
Tyger 5 whofe cmpty cntrails oft encourage 
cruelty; though thou didit flight her as my 
poor Wife: yet the might well expect fome 
mercy, as being thy own Sifter. 

Foref: Had fhe included ail propinguity 
of blood, which lawful marriage keepcth 
known: this bare word (Honor) had been 
enough, Vhave divore’d her from my mercy. 
Sweet Lord, do not miltake your Servant: 
whofe kindnefs thinks his own Sifter (when 
defil’d) was too bafe for your ufc. 

Lucio. A bloody kindnefs to diftinguith fo. 
She was no Adultercfs, but enfor’d. Her 
thoughts were putre : and fuch a noble {ym- 
pachy indear’d her foul to mine; that her 
own tears might {oon have wath’d away her 
body’s ftain. 
Corfi! O,my wife! where art thou ? Speak, 
no reply? Art thou fo much buticd with 
thy new acquaintance now in Heaven: That 
thy poor Lord may not borrow one word at 
parting ? Draw, draw ingrateful Monttcr ! 
that haft prevented thus our Dialogue. 

Furef. Sir, cool your fury! take breath 
awhile: and hear me {peak. 

Lusio. No, falle Syren ! thou holy Hypo 
crite! Iknow thy tricks too well! *Caufed 
am young, too foftof heart, and apt to melt 
in every Hame of my owa trivial love; there- 
fore thou think’t to practife on me now with 
fubtle eloquence. Draw, or elfe thou dy’ft. 


And fhe again feem clean. 


Foref- Come—Let me dye (as the) a (acri- 
fice to thee my Patron. [ Offers bis naked breaft 

Lhcio. Afacritice come! O, Forefte! why 
dott thou multiply [Flings away bis Sword. 
thy skill to thy-friends prej:idice? it is not 
well, in troth itis not. Employ thy own 
heart: think upon’e thy felt. ? Tis not kind- 
ly done: I thould not have us’d you thus— 

Foref- O my dear Lord! where did I lofe 
your yeart? Jam o’recome at thefe expref- 
fions. I cannot weep much: O my unskil- 
ful pratitude! what dire miftake confounds 
our properties ! IT kill’d a Sifter to fecure a 
triend. ’Fwasill, ’twas not the right way. 
A true Roman now would walk afide, and 
with his own Sword difmifs his own foul : 
und not permit thofe tears in youthful eyes, 
thus to difgrace the ftrength of elder love. I 
cannot weep, but our Divinity fupplies us 
with difcreeter ways to make attétion 
known enough. I will Erne but one thort 
hour to think upon ’t. Here, Siv, theath your 
good Sword, ’till revenge prove mpc. And 
I conjure you by all my hag love to follow 
me: in whofe behalf your juftice may em- 
ploy it felf- Which done, you fhali behoid 
my heart without a Perlpective. 

Lucia. MM it concerneth her, by whom 
thou doft conjurc my fervice, Pin kound to 
follow thee. 

Foref. What hoa! 

Luin. My Lord. 

Forefs Come you along with us. You 
walk unto the Bar: it tryal find thee falfe, 
thou thalt be fcatter'd into Atoms. 

Luin. O my devining foul! ture my Si- 
fter is not tafe. LExeunt omnes: 


[ Enter Luinna. 


Enter Caftruchio, Lothatio, Cofimo, 
feveral ways. 


Caft. Signior Lothario! 

Loth. Here, Signior Cofimo. 

Cofe Tam here. Speak low; Coufin Ga- 
flruchio. 

Cajt. Tam here too. Why are we {cat- 
tered thus ? 

Cof: ?Tis in {carch of Borachio,s who fear- 
ing danger in this action, commits bimfelf 
very tamely to his heels. 

Caff. Let him be damn’d unthought of. 
Have you heard or feena Paffenger. 

Cofs No, yet Lothario gives me notice of 
anoife far off: but you know the lengta of 
an Affes ear. 

Loth. Paffcs there (fay you) who is’t ? 
Cof- He ecchoes by mittake. No body: 
but my Coufin fays he’ll lug the Afies ear, 

{peaking of your man. 

Louth. The Butchers Dog fhall fave him a 
labour. 

Cajte Well,Gentlemen, I have intelligence 


(by 


The Cruel Brother. 


Forif- O, Sir, take heed, the perjurer hath, 


(by my Boy) that Forcjte and the Count are | 
coming hither. Look to’t. But let the Count 
be fafe. You know his voice, Lotbario? 

Loth. Very diftinetly. 

Cat. Well, any man (but he) that ftirs 
his tongue, envites his own ruine. Give 
me your hands, Pil bring ye to a door: 
through which, if they do pafs, it mutt be 
over us. 

Loth. Leave Forete to my charge, for I 
am his dettiny. 

Cof- Softly, foftly. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 


The Duke (on his Bed) is drawn forth. 
Eater Foreftc, Lucio, Luinna. 


Foref. Now fet we the light at liberty; 

[ He opens a dark Lanthorn. 
Here let me beg your tiay, ’till Trefolve a 
doubt that moft concerns my heart. 

Lucio. Youfhall. Bat do not execute re- 
venge upon the Dukes “till my afient en- 
courage thee. 

Foref. My actions are contin’d, ypon, not 
in the Bed? Guilt confounds all order and 
makes our reft unnatural. Miltrefs, fand 
you there. 

[He leads her to ftand at the Beds feet. 

Duke. Hah! from whence that light ! 
who waits within! Fore/te, is it you? what 
do you mean by this uncivil vifitation : 

Foref: 1am not {0 unthsifty of my time 
to join replies unto demands, F mutt de- 
prive you of your foul. 

Duke. How? is this language lawful un- 
to me thy Soveraign Prince. Did not high 
providence treble the aflarance of my {atc- 
ty, by Guards invilible, when I was firlt 
predeftinate to this fupream function? and 
dar’ft thou tempt the lirength of Heaven ? 

Foref. 1: know *twere a prophane curio 
fity inme, to queftion the prerogatives of a 
free Prince. For ignorance, and a dull cafic 
faith, muft flatter bondage ftill. Or liberty 
(th? eldeft Child of Nature) confounds pre- 
dominance, by fuing for equality amongtt 
the Sons of men: and fo revokes a Chaos. 

Duke. Which {oon returns: unlefs di- 
finGtion perfwade thee fix my Royalty a- 
bove thy reach: that art my natural Sub- 
jet. j 
Foref: Enough, falfe Sir. Warm not the 
air with words: Be ftill, and now requite 
the leifure I permit for prayer: by a truc re- 
ply co what I thall demand. 

Duke. Twill. 

Foref- Look on that woman there. Did 
you ever make her an Adulterefs? {peak 
truth, fo come your foul to Heaven. 
Duke. Never. So come my foul to Hea- 
ven, as I {peak truth. 


ee 
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little hope on the lattday, to hide himfelf 
th’ Crowd: he is a finner much too emi- 
nent. But what meant that Jewel which 
you gave hers and which the conceal’d, ’till 
its own luftre did betray it? 

Duke. I gave it to difguife the caufe, for 
which I fent-the other unto Cor. 

Lucio. That name will prick my fury on: 
although I ftrive to be propitious. 

Foref. V know, Luinna, thouart merciful: 
Forgive me gentle Girl. It was the firft Bar- 
gain we did make i’th’ Church, to fhare in 
fufterance. 

Luin. And tis my duty, Sir, to be moft 
ready in the obfervance. 

Foref: My Lord! 

Lucio. A rude {ummons, that calls meas 
a Judge to cenfure the errors of my Prince. 

Duke. What, is he there too? O Killing 
object. 

Foref- Behold (young Lord) the cruel 
Ravifher, whom Time himfelf thall never 
parallel, though he turvey his old Records, 
to waken memory. 

Lucio. O horrour ! furnith us-({weet Hea- 
ven) with mercy : infpire remorfe: or we 


|accufe a Prince, and murder whom thou 
didft annoint our Soveraign. 


Foref: My heart {wells. Pm full of grief 
and danger. 

Duke. The caule deferves great alteration. 
More chan mortality can fec, and yet be fafe. 
I wonder Heaven takes fo lictle notice of it. 
O, Lucio! mind not my former love: but 
ftrike, until F groan my laft. 

Lucio. Forejte theath thy Sword: it muft 
not be. He was our Royal Mafter once, and 
might in modeliy compare himfelfs with 
ali beft Princes: whom Fame referves as 
Patterns. For my fake theath your Sword. 

Duke. OJ thall dilgrace my Royal Char- 
ter! My creature is more beautiful than I: 
more wealthy in his love. 

Fores For my own part I mutt deftroy 
my felt: for fhould I live, I fhould grow 
mad. But Tam bound to care for you (my 
Lord) take heed / I know the tricks of Ma- 
jefty. They think they cannot be fecure af- 
ter doing ill; but by doing worfe: that is, 
by killing quite, whom ertt they did but 
wound, 

Lucio. And that’s the furgery which I de- 
fire. I will cndure all. O, my Lord,my Lord, 
J will nox bid pofterity tell tales: nox charge 
Hiftorians to infert in Annals; on fuch a 
nighta great Italian-Duke,ravifl’d his Crea~ 
ture Lucio’s Wife: Silter to Forefte his faith- 
ful Councellor. 

Foref- Lucio, compos’d of fuch an hum- 
ble love; that to fecure’ his Mafters feet, 
would {pread his body on the earth, for him 
to walk upon. Lucio» 
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Lucio. And Forefte, whofe induftry and 
care outwatch’d lean vigilance, ’till fhe 
grew mad. But come, let’s leave him to 
contrive our deaths. My heart fo fills my 
mouth, I cannot f{peak. | 

Duke. Lucio ftay, Foreite {tay awhile. 
Leave me not thus anatomiz’d. 


[He rifeth from the Bed. | 


Diffe& me really with your good Swords. 
Behold my breaft, take out my heart: and 


if you find your figures there, then ufe my | 


fame with mercy. — 

Lucio. Forefte come away. 

Foref- Make hatte Luinna. 

Lain. Yam wak’d out of a ftrange amaze- 
ment. [ Exeuut Forelte, Lucio, Luinna. 

Duke. Hide me {welling Hills! ye Quar- 
rics cleave, and fuck me in, then join again. 


Would it not make 2 Hermite mad? O who | 


{hall bribe the Sun, that in the day of gene- 
ral accompts : hg may avouch he never law 


me here. Hah! falle Memory! I forgot to | 
tell em of Caftruchio. ’Tis belt to o’retake | 


em. Icannot guels which way they went. 
[ Exit the other may: 


Enter Caftruchio, Lothario, Cofino. 


Caft. Hell, and the Pillory take fuch dull 
ears. It cannot be, but they have pafs’d the 
Cloyfters, and e’re this, with help of private 
Keys, entred the Dukes Bedchamber. 

Loth. Thofe made that noile I {poke of. 

Caft. The very fame. A pox upon demurs. 

Gof: Will you lead the way, that we may 
hearken if they be there or no, 

[Enter Duke. 

Duke. If I fhould come too late? 

Loth. That’s none. of the Counts voice. 
Have at ye, Sir. 


Duke. O,O,0O, Lam furpris’d in my own| 
jas will preferve me for an anfwer. 


fhare. : 

Cajt. It is Forefte, fure. Let’s make fate 
work 3 kill Lothsrio, lay him by him, and 
depart. 

Cof- A match. 

Loth. O.Villains,O,O, O. [Lothario dies. 


Enter Forefte, Lucio, Luinna. 


Foref- What noife is that ? 
Caft. Another, Forefte. 


Lucio. My Royal Mafter bleeding on the | 


Ground! O murderous Villains. 


The Cruel Brother, 


Luciv bleeding at his fect. Villain take this 
thrutt. 

Lucio. Yam foil’d by a bafe hand. 

Caf-Flye Cofimo,tlye. [ Exeunt Caf. and Cot 

Foref. Some comfor yet remains, in that 
Tam profcrib’d to thare in thy fate, though 
it be bad. I lofe much blood. Falfe tinews, 
do you begin to fhrink ? [He falls down. 

Duke. Lucio, let my foul carry your par- 
| don with her unto Heaven; and yours, Fo- 
refte. This ftratagem was mine, but the fuc- 
cefg: was much againtt my will. 

Lucio. Sir, 1 forgive you all. 

Foref. Nay, let us yoin hands. We do 
| forgive each other, and the world. The like 
' mercy may Heaven beftow on us. 

Duke. Amen,’ Amen. 

Lucio. Amen, Amen. [They dye. 
Forcf. There his heartfirings broke. Lucia 
(my Patron) already dead too: that fight 
deferves a tear. 


Enter Dorido, Luinna, Courtiers with Lights. 
Caftruchio and Colimo led ix. 


Dor. Bring the Slaves in, their deeds will 
{oon convince their faint denial, where did 
you leave em Lady? 

Luin. Here, here, O my Lord, my Lord. 

Poref- have not breath enough to coms 
fort thee with words. Mercy Heaven. [ dies. 

Luin, O my Lord! my Husband. He’s 
dead, he’s dead. 

Dor. Hold the Lady there: O dire {peéta- 
cle, the Duke, Lucio, Forejte, and Lothariy 
lye here breathlefs. I-did fulpe&t fome black 
con{piracy. Which made me haunt them 
two unto the Palace, but. did lofe’em by 
the Chappel ftairss bloody dogs, what De- 
vil prompted ye tothisa@ion. © 

Caf. hope, ve not fo much blood left, 


Cof: I feecl my end too near. 

Dor. Take ’em away , and clofe their 
wounds, though there be fome mercy fhewn 
by thus deferring that reward which your 
black fouls fhall receive in Hell. Yet know 
the Law will here on earth provide fuch tor- 
tures as fhall make your deaths exemplary to 
all fucceeding times. [Exeunt fome with 
Gentleman, your filence may — Caf.@ Cof. 
be excus’d, where there’s {0 much caufe of 
admiration. Some help the dead from hence, 
others call up the Counfellors of State. 


Luin.Murder,murder. Help! oh help!{ Exit. | So intricate is Heavens revenge ’gaintt luft. 
[Lucio fights mith Cofimo, Forefte | The righteous fuffer here with the unjuft. 


with Caftruchio. 
Fore: The Duke my Soveraign flain, and 


[ Exeunt omnes. 


FINIS. 


News trom Plimouth. 


Taree GUL. 


Noble Company. for we can (py, 
Befide rich gawdy Sirs, fome that rely 
Atore on their Judgments, then their Cloathes, 
and mar 
with wit. as well as Pride, re[cue our Play: 


Tet fo much taxt of both, as will befit 

Our hamble Theame , you fhall receive, and 
fuch 

As may pleafe thofe, who not expect too much. 

Four when you but furvey the narrow Wayes 


And’ risbut juft , though each Spetator knows | We walke in; you will find, we covld not raife 
This Houfe, and feafon, dics more promife| From a few Seamen, Wind-bound in a Port, 


Shemes, 
Dancing, and Buckler Fights, then Art, or 
Witt, 


The Perfons 


Sir Solemme Trifle 
Sir Furious Inland 
Wurwell, 

Seawit, 

Lopfaile, ; 

Cable, 

Bumble 
Boat{waine, 

D afh, 

SCcarcrow, 

Zeale, ; 
Prattle, 

Saylors, 

Porter. 

Ladie Loverig ht, 
Mrs. ‘Joynture, 
Nightingale, 
Carrack, 
Smoothall, 


More various changes, bufine[s, or more 


S{port. 


of the Play, 


A Fooalith old K_. zht. 
A Courtry <ghe. 
A Gentleman Servant to Loveright, 


Se.- Ca ptaines, 
A Dutch Captain, 
Clerke to Triffe. 


Intelligencers. 


Neice to Trifle. 

Cofen to Loveright. 
Loverights Waitingwoman, 
A Rich Widdow. 

Her Maide. 


SCENE PLYMOUTH. 


ACT. L 


2 Newes from Plimouth. 


eC al: 


Eater Seawit, Topfaile , Cable. - 


Seawit. oe Wind ftill Southerly? here | Your Woods the jaft precin&s of his own 


we are like 
To fay till grafs grow on our 
Decks; and all 
Our Matts take root, bud forth too and beare 
Akornes, 
Which (as J take’t) my Salt-Sea friends, is like 
To be our food when all our vi@ual’s fpent. 
How thrives your treafure Cab/e? when your 
looks 
Are heavy, we hall need fmall Magick to 
Divine your Pockets light, 
Cable. A few Mild-Sixp ences, with which 
My Parfer cafts accompr, is all I’ve left. 
Top/aile. There are ith’Harbour Sir, thofe 
of the fatthfull 
hat will cruft, usona good pawne, you muft 
Ingage your Plate. 
Sea His Plate! alafs ! poor Soule, 
What Plate hath he more then his Boatfwaines 
Whittle. 
As for the Silver Seale, that hung at’s wrift, 
Whereon was carv’d the Lovers Scutchions Sir, 
(The bleeding Heart) that’s gone long fince 
t'adorne 
His seta Court.Cubboard, which on a 
clot 
Of Network edg’d with a Ten-penny-Lace, 
Stands now between her Thimble and her Bod- 
kin; 
Objects of State (believ’c) and Ornament. 
Cable. This Town is dearer then ferufa- 
lem, 
After a years Siege; they would make us pay 
‘For day-light, if they know to meafure 
The San-beames by the Yard, Nay fell the 
very 
Aire too if they could ferve it out in fine 
China-Bottels. If you walk but three turnes 
Inthe High-ftreet, they will ask you Morty 
For wearing out the Pebles. 
Seawit. This is your Region Topfaile, for 
you Seamen 
Love to converfe of plenty, where you may 
Be cous’ned for your ware, and meat, and think 
Such negligence becomes a noble fpirit, 
As wellas Thrift a feane Atturney, or 
Fat Alderman, untill your Mercer and 
Your Man that fqueezes your lufty Wine of 
Greece, 
Or brisk Vixn-Dy, remove from’s fmoky habi- 
tation 
In the Towne, unto your Mannour Houfe ? 
There ride in triumph o’re your conquer’d 
Land, 
As if hedid beftride my Lord Mayors horfe, 
As if your Meadows were Cheap-(ide, and all 


Ward. 
Cable. And thefe two Difciples to St. 
7 antlin, 
That rife to long exercife before day, 
And coufen’d foundly before noon, thefe fhall 
Grow old within your Mannor houfe, and die 
There too, and be buried in your own 
Chappel ; 
And have their finfull Seacole duft, mingled 
Wich th’ afhes of your Warlike Anceftors. 
Topfaile. °Tis true, to thefe unpleafant ha- 
zards 
Riot and Youth muft bring us to: 
The gallant humour of the Age, no remedy, 
Whilft yet the Mothers blefling quarrels and 
chimes 
Ith’ pocket thus: the thrift of Thirty years 
Sav’d out of Mince Pies, Butter, and dry’d 
Hopps. 
It muft away ; but where? In the Metropolis , 
London, the Spheare of Light and harmony ? 
Where {till your Taverne Bufh is green, and 
flourifhing ; 
Your Punke dancing in Purple, 
With Mufick that would make a Hermit frisk 
Likea young Dancer on a Rope. But alafs ! 
There’s no fuch pure materials for delight 
In this dull Harbor, 1 will fooner draw 
My Sword, then my purfe here, *Tis a place fit 
Only for midnight Battels with the watch. 
Cable. And vildly deftitute of Women, here 
Are none but a few Matrons of Bifcay, 
That the Spaniards left here 
In Eighty Eight. 
Seawit. Cable, Your Hofteffes Daughter at 
the Hoop, 


i Defir’d me lait night 1 would fpeak to you, 


For an old Sprit-fail to make her a Smock. 
Cable. You have Mony, Sir, you may be 
metry. 
Seawit. In fober truth, thon art. 
Cable. Why what am 1? 
Seawit. As gteat a Sinner, 
As ere eate Bisket and Salt Beef. 


1 But Gentlemen, it lies much now within 


My power, although here windebound and 
diftreft, 
To make your fad hearts light. 

Cable. Proceed any news of a late Shipwfack, 
Of two ftrangers feen floating on a plank, 
Each with a bag of Porteguez under 
His left arme. 

Seawit. No Sir, but fince our Navy am 
chor’d in 
This Port, Our fame hath profper’d fo, _ 
That to behold our pride,and ftrength, as is 
This 
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This day arriv’d a Lady. 
Tot/(aile. How, a Lady? 
Seawit. The very flower and pleafure of the 
Spring, 
And hath a Wit fo profperous, one houre 
Of her converfe would make a Courtier of 
A Carman: fo rich, that the Turks vaft Army 
Cannot ftarve upon her Land : 
Are prime Gamefters the very houfewives of 
‘Her Dayrie play at fent: and her, Plough- 
boys 
Double their wages at Cribidy and Picket. 
Cable. VVell, I’m the Luckilieft Rogue 
that ever feckt. 
By this hand, Gentlemen, 
I think if my braines. were knockt out o’re- 
night, 
I fhould find them in my skull agen next morn- 


ing. 
O my read Starrs , I do thank your bright 
VVorthips ! 
Send fuch a purchafe hither juft in the nick 
And period of diftrefs, 
Topfaile. Seawit, alittle more intelligence ! 
VVhere doth this Lady lie? 
Scawit. Ac widow Carracks houfe. 
VVhere there are wells new dige’d to lay her 
botled wine , ; 
Grotto’s to keep her Perfon coole , and 
Kitchins 
That would ferve AZarck, Anthony. 
~ Cable. But will fhe eate and drink 2 
Seawit. How! Doe youthink I bring you 
tidings of 
The Maidof Brabant, that liv’d by her fmell, 
That din’d ona Roft, and fuptonaTulip. 
Cable. 1 meane will fhe feed high, and 
drink deep, like 
A Saxon-Bride, untill her Lover fleep 
Upon her lapp. ; 
"" Seawit. She entertaines, What will 
You more gentlemen? I heare not of her 
Vices, 


Cable. Oh were fhe but a Whore now 
Iwere made. : 
For if fhe be honeft, fhe is not worth 
A hollow Tooth. 
Seawit. VVhy Cable? VVhy? 
Cable. Your honeft VVomen are ftill on: 
fortunate . 
‘To me, they talke of Marriage, which I am 
prone too, 
Come, call in quickly her dull Deacon! or 
{mall 
Tyth taker —in his dimmity——Caffiack ; 
And fet Re fqueeze, and joyne our hands, 
unti 
They ake; then there’s a pawfe, whilft her 
Parent 
VVith a foure brow, and Trencher Beard .. 
{trait blalts 
My Eare, with an odd heathen word, call’d 
Joynture : 
Well Sir , I as in duty bound towards 
My felf promife largely: then Spys are fent 
T’inquire for one Captaine Cable of the South, 
What Lands, what Farmes he hath , and word 
is brought, 
That all the Purchafe he ’ere made, was but 
A Noble, for a Mapp, which hangs in his 
Great Cabbin. 
Topfaile, Seawit, Your felf and I muft move 
alone. 
In vifitation to this Lady. 
Seawit. Your mutt excufe me, Sir, he fhall 
along , 
The interview will be too calme elfe. 
lets prepare, 
Guard well your eyes, I’le bring you to a 
Beauty 
Shall put you hb.” unto the wink, 
Cable, vhow acc my Advairs! 1 will ig’ ¢ 
under 
Thy Lee, an¢ celeb:ate thy mornings dr.ughe 
V Vith a broad-side. 


Come, 


[ Exeum. 


ACT 1 


On SIN OO ANE 


Enter Carack, Porter, Smoothall. 


Carrack. (ZO E careful Porter, 
“B Let nota piece of Canvas, or 

courfe Kerfey 

That {mells of Pitch or Tatr, pafs o’re the 
Threfhold. 

Their grofs feedings 

On fulfome Butter, Effex Cheefe, dry’d Stock- 
fith, 

And fcarce fweet Beef on Feftivalls, makes ’em 
favour RS 

Like the Pumpe of aShip, and to. tender 
Noftrill 

Is very dangerous. 


Porter, Is’t your VVorthips pleafure ? 
Carrack. VVell anfwer’d, I am VVor- 
fhipful indeed, 
For Iam rich, anda VVife VVoman told me, 
My Gold in time, may make Clowns fay mine 
Honour ; 
There are examples extant, but proceed 
VVith your queftion to my V Votthip. 
Porter. May 1 fuffer noman of VVar to 
enter ? 
Carrack, Yes, your Captaines. 
Of the laft Edition, and their Officers too ; 
Nay, I allow young Volunteers, es 


hey 
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They fhow rich Lace, and Purle, and without | Andwill hear none but himfelf Have acare 


Magick, 
Have fhut a Mannour ina Trunck of Clothes, 
In hope to prove Commanders, 
Porter. VVith your pardon. 
VVhat think you of a Buffe Jerkin ? 
Carrack, it may pafs, 
And Shamois too, fo it be well embroider’d, 
And have a touch of Amber. 
Porter. 1 am glad oft. 
*Tis Captain Cables weare, and I fhould be 
forr 
To thruft a felfinto a certain beating, 
By fhutting him ont. 
Carrack Yrue, *tisa boy{t’rous Sir, 
And fhould be wellcome in his fhirt , but that 
His Captainfhip hates a Prieft, and laughs at 
VVedlock, 
But ravins up his flie-blowne Jamb,or Mutton, 
Though he meet it in the City, or the Suburbs, 
But dv your duties, 
Ile think of him alone. 
Porter. 1 fh: Wbecareful.. [Exit Porter. 
Carrack. Now to you Smoothall , if that 
you be vigilant 
And marke, and fearn the fafhions of the time, 
* Fwill help you fooner to a Husband, then 
Your a Farmers Cropp,or VVooll. Con- 
fider 
VVhat noble Guelts are now under my roof. 
The Lady Loveright, not an Heir, and Rich 
In expectation only, but poffeft 
Of a huge Eftace, four Thoufand a year,which 
came 
From her dead Grandmother. 
Father 
Hath left it at her difpofe, without a Guardian. 
Then Miftrifs Poynture, one of a good Ettate 
too, 
My Ladies Gentlewoman, Miftrifs Wightin- 
ale, 
I rorake thee a Gentlewoman, though thy 
Mother 
VVas Goody Smoothail, and do it by my Lords 
Pattent, 
VVhen1amaBaronefs, ’tis now in fafhion 
Tometamorphife Chambermaids. The King 
Dubs Knights, and new- ftampt Honour cre- 
ates Gentry. 
Smocthall, And’ pleafe youthe meer hope 
of this will prompt me 
To waite wich diligence. 
Carracks. And Vle reward it. 
Smooth, VVhat may the grave Knight be 
that is fo bufie 
About the Lady of Honour? 
Carrack, Her honours Uncle, 
Sir Solemue Trifle. He's a Jultice of Peace. 
And, in his Countrey,- Cuftos Rotulorum, 
He can give a charge to the Fury at Quarter- 
Seflions. 
And tell aforehand what will be their anfwer ; 
To all his fellow-Juftices he {peaks gravely, 


The Earl her 


of him, 

You may have good of his Clark, a handfome 
{trippling, 

He hath ferv’d already three years of his Pren- 
tifhip, 

And if he thrive out of his Quarter-fees, 

He may intime fet up for himfelf. Fall off 

My Sa a appeare, Now tomy po- 

ure, 


Enter Sir Solemne Trifle, Loveright ; 
Jointure, Nightingale, 


Trifle. See honour'd Neece our carefull 
Land-Lady, 
She bowes moft neatly, you would fay, and 
Court-like, 
Pray you give me leave, 
Carrack, Madam. 
Trifle. You would excufe agen, 
(I know your thoughts) the want 
Of apt accommodations to receive 
Such noble Guefts. 
Loveright. Sir, in my judgement all things. 
Trifle. Are, under pardon, you would fay 
beyond 
All expectation of entertainment, 
Ina Port-Town, 
Loveright. The Gentlewoman, Sir, 
Hath ample meanes, 
Trifle. To make this good, Iknowit, 
And a you would adde, fhe is a rich V Vid- 
ow. 
VVell monyed, and well landed. 
Nightingale. Sir, her husband. 
Trifle. You will be chattering too pert 
Mrs. Magpie, 
Ye fhall be no more a Nightingale ; her huse 
band, 
This you would fay; and make a tedious tale 
ofr, 


NVVith, Iforfooth, and no forfooth, but I can 


Relate it more concifely (for I hate 
Impertinence, and babling) was a Captain, 
A ttout, and fortunate Captain, and could carry 
His fhip to any Coaft under the Moon, 
Aa the help of his Mafter ; and could 
ufe 
His Ropes-end on the Ship-boyes, and the Say 
lers, 
As well as his Boatfwaine; which did well de- 
monftrate 
His skilland valour. Then-—— 
Loveright, Now give me leave, 
You reprehend in others, chat which you 
Convince your felf of, this is from the pur- 
pofe, ‘ 
Trifie. 1 come to it now, pray you five 
me leave. 
Carrack&Excufe me. 
Her honour fhall have leave, Sir, with yout 
pardon, ‘ 
Fing 
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MEM Oa eee 
Fine VVomen ftand by, and one old man talk | Her Cambrick Sheets, Downe Beds — Nay, 


all, 
*Tis monftrous, nay abominable, Ile not fuffer 
Such difcipline in my Houfe, I have a Tongue 
too, 
And therefore pray you be filent. Iam bold 
To interrupt your Honour, Buta word 
And I have done. 
And rich too as Sir Solemne fayes. My houfe, 
The beft in Port(mouth, and hath entertain’d 
An Admirall, and his Miftrefs too, but they 
Have laine in feveral Chambers on mine Ho- 
nour, 
I fhould have faid my credit, U cry you Mercy, 
Heartily Mercy. 
Loveright. There is no offence. 
Caryack. My Husband (ref his Soule in 
Neptune’sbofome ) 
For his Body hath fed Haddocks) took a prize 
From the Hamburghers, and Brafile men, fur- 
nifht me 
VWVith plenty of provifion, but grown old 
He went to Sea again and died, but left me 
A Lufty young Widdow. I mutt weep to think 
How timely he went from me, 
Trifle. Mourne in Silence. 
I will difcourfe the ret. Pray you give me 
leave. 
Carrack, 1 cannot, nor will not give you 
leave. 
Till I have told my ftory, and how fare 
I am her Honours Servant, would 
I had meanes to exprefs it ; a: it is 
Pray you -ccept of’c. There is nothing Court- 
ike 
Your honour can expect, or I dare promife, 
My Honfe is but a fimple pile. 
Trifle. 1 will have lcave now, 
She fhould have faid, a ftetely tdifice. 
For Orchards, curious Gardens, private walks, 
Like an Italian Pallace. 
Carrack, Good Sir Solemne. 
Trifle. Withdrawing Roomes, in every one 
a Couch, 
For all occafions, and ufes ready. 
Carrack. That’s common, but my Hang- 
1nfs--- 
Trife® Silk and Gold, 
I know not whence you had ’em, but I finde 
The Rofe and Crown and E. R. wrought upon 


em. 

'le fave your modefty, you fhall not boat of 
Your other Furniture. 

Carrack, You will o’recome, 
And having read the Inventory. 
_ Trifle. I can fay, that’ 
For the courfeft ufe 
You fhall have Silver. 

Carrack. A Bed with Utenfits 
Perchance, or fo , but for my Linnen-— 
— Trifle. That 
Exceeds the reft; pure Damask, and perfum’d 

£00 


o 


*Tistruelama ee, 


give me leave, 
I think [ have done you right. 
Carrack, There’s fomething elfe 
You might remember. , 
Loveright, Nay, no more, I pray you, 
Was there ever fuch a Medley 4 
Foynture. On this Theame 
I think fhe would ever heaw him, 
Carrack. Good Sir Triffe. 
Trifle. Youwould fay l thank you— 
Joynture. Anew ftorme, 
Loveright. Weare refcu’d ? 
foynture. What are thefe ? 
rae Captains of. the Fleet; and fent 
or 
By my direction: You have both {poke well, 
Take breath a while. 


Exter Loverights woman. 


Woman. The Captain that fent hither to 
entreate’ ; 
Admittance, for himfelf, and’s Friends, attends 
Your Ladifhips Command. 
Loveright. Entreat him enter. 
[Exit Woman, 
foynture. Shall we be charg’d with Men 
o Warr too Madam, 
What Czptain’s this? 
Loveright. Seawit, a fellow that preferves 
his foule. 
So fullof mirth, as if he never knew 
Calamity, nor fin; why he willmake 
A Prifner laugh upon the Rack: hisreafon too 
Tranfcends his witt,and’s courage equalls both; 


| The very Darling of the Court and Town, 


Enter Seawit, Cable, Topfaile. 


Seawit. If there be trouble in this vifit (Ma- 
dam) 
You are to chide your virtues, and your fame, 
That doth oblige ftrangers to love, and ferve 
you. 
Loveright. Icis your kindnefs, Sir, to truft 
fuch fond reports ; 
But I have'caufe to wifh your knowledge of 
me 
May noc inftru@ you to repent your faith— _ 
Seawit, Your courtefie equalls your beauty, 


Lady, 
Let me prefs thefe Gentlemen unto 
Your knowledge and refpect, they will botti 
{trive, 
How to deferve it better then my felf. 
Loveright. They are your choice, Sir, and 
thas commends ’em. 
[Top/aile and Cable falutes her, © 
Trifle. All thefe are mighty men, and have 
no Money, : 
Cable. Topfaile| 1 pray Heaven fhe be not 
honett $ , 
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I feare her fhrewdly, and the pure griefe of it 
Wounds my very heart : Ah, what pity ’tis, 
So excellent a Creature fhould be honeft. 
Tcpfaile. Cable, if fhe but vouchfafe to love 
me, 
That fhall appeare no great impediment ; 
Nor fhall you dare to think her honefty 
A vice: You mark my words, you fhall not 
dare. 
Cable. If fhe Be honeft, in fad homely 
truth 
You mutt not prefume to love her 5 becanfe 
Time, occafion, andthe Devil, may make 
Her blood turne, and then Sir fhe’s for my 
purpofe. 
Doe not look fcurvily, ’cis dangerous. 
Seawit, Are you both mad? or do you take 
this Manfion 
For Pick’d hatch. You would be 
Suitors, yes to a She-deare, and keep your 
Marriages in Paris-Garden. 
Topfaile. No more! we are govern’d! 


IN MONTE 


a a OT 


News from Plimouth. 


Enter Woman. 
Woman, Your dinner doth attend your Ladi- 
fhip. 
Loveright. Gentlemen, you’l give me leave 
tinvite you to a Fafte, 
Scawit.. We are your troubles, but ready to 
obey. 
Jointure. Sit Solemne, What’s th’occafion of 
your thoughts ? 
Trifle. 1 am thinking that my Scrivener will 
hardly 
Take that Fatt Captaines Bond. 
foynture. You have reafon, Sir. 
Nine of ’em in a Teeme, have fcarce the 
ftrength 
To draw a Hundred pounds out of Cheapjide. 
Trifle. Heaven help ’em, do they e’re think 
to be fav’d then, 
Loveright. Come Uncle, lead the way. 
Top/aile. Small hands, full breatts, foft lips , 


and {parkling Eyes, 
If I can board her, fhe’le prove lawful prize. 
[Exeunr. 
If. 


Trifle, Seawit, Loveright, Topfaile , Poimture, Cable, Carracke, Nightingale. 


Seawit, Adam, your Entertainment 
hath been fuch, 
So free and full of bounty , 


that it leaves.us 
No words texprefs our thankfulnefs, 
T rifle. Give me leave, 

I know what you would fay, but with your 
favour 

Vledo’t, and fpare your blufhes: for the is 

Extreamely modeft you would fay, and noble. 

You would anfwer 

(For here I know your thoughts ) were plain 
and cheap, 

And anfwer’d in no part my full defires 

With coft, and curiofity, to feaft | 

Such brave Commanders, Lady, I hope I have 
nick’d it, 

Put pray you forbear your thanks for’, *tis 
fuppos’d 

Nay,Gallants, give me leave, you would reply, 

Her bounty did tranfcend, and perhaps add, 


That though the name of hofpicality 
Is loft, nay ded in her itis reviv'd. 
If any c*” jay more, let me be put 
Out of commiffion for’t, or what is worfe , 
fpeak what concernes me only, 
Loveright. {he perpetual motion 
Is in his Tongue I think. 
Seawit. 1 never read of 
Such a long-winded Monfter. 
Trifle. You confent. 
(For fo your Glence warrants) all is fpoken 
And aptly too on both parts, that could be 


Imagin’d, or expected, if there be 
A doubt remaining I’le dilate it further. 
Carrack, Indeed Sir Solemne we are fatishi'd; 
This only if you pleafe. | 
Trifle. What fhell not now be heard , her 
{queaking Treble 
Will drown my Tenor, 
Loveright. No meanes left to free us 
From this confufion 2 
Seawit. Truftit tome, Madam, 
Vle not dwell long on’t, Sir Solemue. 
Trifle. You would fay 
This Widdow does me wrong. 
Seawit. True, and that I 
Will do youright, there is a wager laid 
Among us after Supper, of which you are 
Elected Judge. 
Trifle. And pleader too if you pleafe. 
I have wit, and tongueenough for both. 
Seawit. I know it. 
But hear the wager, I’le be fhort and pithee. 
There grew an argument, among which, 
Of the Nine Worthies, Chriffian , Heathen, 


en’, 
Deferv'd privity. 
Trifle. A maine State-point. 
Seait. *Tis fo. 
And to that man who beft maintains this 
choice ; 
The reft in ign of Victory, are to pay 
A hundred Crownes. Now if you pleafe to 
walke 
Into the Gallery, you fhall find thefe Worthies 
Drawn 
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Drawn to thelife there, without interruption 

Of this chattering Widow, or thefe other tat- 
lers, 

(For ey have Tongues toc) you may fit in 

ate, 

And examining the dead worthies pro & con- 
tra, 

Defend, accufe, objed, and anfwer for’em. 

You may fpare your give me leave, or this you 
would fay, 

They will obey with filence, you may be too 

As loud as you lift, and make ufe of what 
action 

Or gefture you fliall think fic, you will find ic 

Such a feaft of Soliloquy, and without difturb- 
ance, 

As yet you never tafted, 

Trifile. The defign, 

Captain commands my thanks. 

Seawit. Then having practis‘d, 

And argu’d with your felf, the feveral titles 

Thefe Worthies can pretend to,when we come 

To difputation, being thus prepar’d, 

You hall {peak all your felf, and we will hear 
ou 

As saat were the great Turk of Eloquence, 

And we your Mutes, or Statues. 

Trifle, A rare project, 

Til inftantly about it. [Exit Trifle, 

Loveright. You have bound us 
Your debters Captain, in removing this 
Unneceffary noife, *tis a fit Province you haye 

fet him to govern. 
oynture. Now we may talk 
And chufe the Theam our felves. 

Carrack, know with whom 
I would difcourfe, but that my Cab/es frowns 
Advife me to ftand off. 

Topfail. To yieldto me 
Is no difparagement Cable when you have 
Satedown, andrendred up allintereft, 

You do orcan pretend unto this Lady ; 
Ic will be honor enough to Have it reported 
You once contended with me. 

Cable. Why good Ajax 2 . 

You would bettay your reading. I have read 
too 

And know from whence this State-conceit was 
borrow’d, 

Since Ovid Spake Englifh, I ne’er yet found 
Latin 

In 2 Captains Commiflion, but one reafon; 
why 

You claim precedence of me? 

Topfail. Thou mutt grant 
I am better parted, more politeand vers‘din 
The Rules of Courtfhip. 

Cable. Better parted, why Sir? ‘ 
Caufe you have richer fuits ? My obfervation 
Hath told me hitherto, that your beft parts, 

are 
A little finging out of tune, and that 
With a {curvy hoarfe voice, toa Fidlers Boy, 


That never was admitted to.a Tavern 

Shall out-do you ina Tap-houfe for a Tett 

When your Throat is cleareft. °Tis faid you 

can dance too, 

Caper, and do tricks like a Jack-a-napes 

A prime and courtlike Vertue , which you 

: poe ae , 

The Dancing-Scb ools Uther, or his Underling, 
Topfail. 1 fhall be angry, : 
Cable. Fie no, youare dangerous, I'll rather 

come 

To compofition with you, 

Topfail. If itbe fair, 

I hall give ear to’c, 1am of a good nature : 

Propound it. 

Cable. This way the Indenture runs then, 

If you can fing, or frisk your felf into 

This Ladies Bed, when the Prieft hathdone 

his Office, 

You fhall put in fecurity after a Moneth, 

( For you are not built up, Sir, to hold out 

longer) 

When you are fore'd to ride and vifit your Un- 


cle, 

I fhall have free accefs, and liberty 

With your confent, under your hand, and feal 

too, 

To court her, and enjoy her asa Miftrefs. 
Topfail. And Ito be your Cuckold? 
Cable, And good reafon, 

Canft thou be fo unconfcionable as to ingrofs 

A whole Wife to thy felf, or deny me, 

ea thou art gorg’d up tothe Throat, te 

ee 


On thy reverfions ? haft thou no Charity in 
thee ? 
No feeling of thy Neighbors wants? or fhall 
not 
This young and gamefome Lady be allow’d 
When ’tis in fafhion, and by moft {ubfcrib’d 
too, 
A Servant with a Husband? no compafiion 
On Batchelors of Fifty and odd? 
Topfal. No more. 
Did not the priviledge of the place protect you 
I would 
Cable. What would you do 2 
Topfail, You fhall hear further, 
Believ’t you fhall. 
Loveright. They grow loud. 
Seawit, Are youmad ? 
Or drunk, or both? 
Topfail. Such you may hear, 
When you ufe better manners, 
Cable. It the Afs 
Be gall’d, let him winch. 
Seawit. Do youmake this Ladies houfe 
A Sutlers Booth to braul in? 
Cable. Be not fo hot, Sir, 
T’ll do as I think fic, 
Topfal. Preferve your Lectures 
Toread to your charge, Sir Furious Inland, he 
may hear you, and applaud it. 


Cable. 
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Cable. 1 am paft 
Your Tucorfhip, 
Topfail. V\\follow mine own defigns. 
[ Exeuat Cable, Topfail. 
Carrack, O my braveadle,if thou wouldft 
but hold 
Thy Carrackt#an Anchor, fhe would feek" 
No other Port, this quarrel mut be cane up, 
Orlam fhipwrack’d. [ Exit Carrack, 
Seawit. Which way to excute 
Their incivility, or my want of judgment, 
For bringing fuch rudenefs to your prefence, 
falls not 
In my dull apprehenfion, itthrows 
A taint on our profeftion. 
Loveright. Not atall ; 


Their Leprofie cleaves cothemfelves, and can- | 


not 

Infect your better temper, 

Seawit. ’Tis your Charity 

To fay fo Madam. 

., Loveright. Without flattery Captain, 

So well I like your. converfation, mirth, and 
freedom, 

That I much with, while the winds ftay you 
here, 

You would know no other Table, what was 
wantin 

To day, fhall be fupply’d: But pray you tell 


me, 
What kind of Manis that Sir Furious Inland, 
Your charge I think they call’d him ? 
Seawit. He’s a Gentleman 
Of fair defcent, and ample means, but fubje@ 
To their difeafe of quarrelling , his Sword 
Hangs [till too near his right hand, he loves 
fighting 
Abovyeall pleafures, and is more delighted 
With the dangers of a Duel, then the honor 
Of having had the better, he was tru‘ted 
By fome of his noble Kinfmen to my care, 
In hope the Difcipline of the War might tame 
him : 
Ihave done little good upon him yet, 
His meteal willnot bowe. But furely, Madam, 
Had he been prefenr, he had paid thefe Rorers 
In their owncoyn, yet thus much I can fay in 
his defence, 
Inthe height of all his wildnefs 
He loves andhonors Ladies; for whofe fervice 
He’s {till a ready Champion. 
Loveright. A ftrange Character ; 
I fhall receive itas a favor, if 
You grant me means co fee him. 
Seawit. He’saboard, 
But I'll fend for him prefently. He may yield 
Occafion of mirth, and without hazard 
Of life or limb, I will prefent him to you; 
And till then kifs your hands, 
Loveright. \fhall expect you. 
Now Colin, your opinion of this Captain? 
The general voice (and I believe it) fpeaks him 
Acompleat Man, 


[Exit Seawit. . 


foynture, \tmay be fo, in his 
Profeffion, but with your pardon Lady 
Neither the place you live in, nor the com- 
paey 
That do frequent your houfe, can free you 
from 
Severer cenfures, 
Loveright. Freeme Cofin? Iam 
Carelefs asthey are curious, to inquire into 
My actions, but from you I will hear 
What I am tax’d for ; but I pray you fpeakit 
Ina merrytone, none by to over-hear, 
Freedom and mirth becomes us. 
Poyntare. Lapprove it. 
*Tis wonder’d why (if vertuous, for vour fame 
Is call’d in queftion) having of your own 
Mannors, and goodly houfes in the Countrey, 
And one for Winter pleafures in the City 
(And that of large receipt for entertainments) 
Yourather chufe to live aninmate, under 
Anothers Roof ina Port Town, then where 
Your pow’r ts abfolute. 
Loveright. They come up roundly to me. 
But what in their grave wifdoms do they 
judge 
The -rincipal motive? 
foynture, Love of noife, and rudenefs, 
To fee the Drums and Trumpets in the morn- 
ning 
To rouze youup, your own Molicians fleep- 
Ing ; 
To fee the Sailors dance, to give you colours 
To every Officer, to feaft the Captains, 
That when they are aboard they may caroufe 
In Wine, while it lafts, or (thar {penc) Quarter. 
Cans 
Yo the brave Viragos healch, 
Loveright. Isthis the worft 
They charge me with? 
foyntnre, The belt conftru@ion rather 
Of your coming hither, others whifper (fuch 
Is my intelligepce) that you hold a Courtier 
Too foft, aCountrey Gentleman too dull, 
To make a Husband; and that your main end 


is, 
To be kife’d to the purpofe in the Gun-room, 
Upon a Cannon by arough Commander, 
Then brought to Bed in his Cabbin of two 


Boys ; 
And when they are Chriften’d, inthe place of 
Bells, 
To hear the Ordnance roar a lullaby to your 
Seaborn iffue. 
Loveright. This may be . but wherefore 
are they thus fufpicious ? 
foyature, On good grounds, and fure ones: 
No Man that looks onyou, will believe your 
purpofe 
To liveand diea Maid, Ican read Mother 
Upon your Forehead , then having had fuch 
choice 
Of rich, and noble Sniters; well fhap’d Men 
too 
For 


: 2 Sa eC 
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For a Ladies fervice, and among the reft, 
Sit Studiows war wel your Idolater ; he’s 
learn’d, active, of an antient houfe too, 
A Gentleman whofe fortune equals yours, 
And he to be refus’d, and by your fcorn 
Imploy’d, but none know whether. 
Loveright. Thou haf faid Wench, 


Hear me reply , the great eftate commend- 


ed 

In this Sir Studious WarWel was a hinder- 
ance, 

And no way did advance my favors to him. 

Thave enough, and my ambition is 

Tomakea Man, not take addition from him. 

I would have him poor, and if unlearn?d the 
better ; 

I cannot feed onthe Philofophers Banquet, 

Nor would I have my Bed-fellow a cold 
Cynik. 

I will be plain too. If he have no Coat 

I’th’ Heralds Books, I fay agen the better ; 

His Kinred fhall not aw me with a Statue 

Wanting a Nofe or Ear of his great family, 

Though they {wear *twas foha aGanats. My 
Father was 

A Soldier, and for that my Mother lov’d 
him. 

His ticle of an Earl was no charm to her, 

And when I find a perfect, and a poor one, 
ftill take me with you 

Cofin; if a Soldier 

Poynture. I here are few of ’emrich. 
Loveright. Ihave the better choice then. 

That perfe& poor one I will make my Hus- 
band, 

Te is refolv’d, I'll tell cee more ere long 
Wench, [Exennt. 


&cena Secunda, Topfail. 


Topfail. Let the quarrel fleep a while ; to 

win this Lady 

Concerns me nearer, 
honor, 

And never fight for’c, policy muft take 
place 

In this of valour, and { will omit 

No helps that may make forme. Letme con- 
fider, 

Her Uncle’s powerful with her, if Ican 

But make him mine, with the aids of thofe 
rich Ornaments, Cad/e admires, 

(Though he feem’d to contemn in bis choller) 
all’s Cock fure. 

He comes moft timely, I will upon him. 


Jf I get her, [ have 


Enter Trifle with a Table Book, 


Trifle. Here are all the Points 
I amtotreat of, Thisfor Alexander, 
For Godfrey of Bullogne this, and good King 
David 


I have for thee too. If Iwrong the leatt 
Of the Nine Worthies (yet I'll firk ‘em home 
too) 
May I never prove the Tenth. 
Topfail. Sir, one word with you. 
Trifle. 1am to fpeak not hear, you tronble 
me, 
But that fama Chriftian my felf, 
I fhould incline to Hefbor 5 Pulins Cefar 
Did ie well too, and thereft brave Men 
all, 
As I am their Advocate their Fees alike 
too, 
It were injuftice if I fhould be partial, 
Good Sir forbear, I have many {trings to 
play on. 
T opfail. 1, but one Suit. 
Trifle. Pray you give me leave. I know 
IC 


In your particular fancy, you affe@ 
Above the reft, one Worthy, Tell me bts 
name. 
Pil not be dumb in his praife. 
Topfail, Worthy ? what Worthies 2 
Trifle. Make it notftrange. Are you noe 
one of thofe 
That are to night to hear the Worthies 
Caufes 
Firft pleaded, then decided ? 
Topfail. Youare jeer’d, Sir. 
Trifle. A hundred Crowns adjudg'd to him 
whofe Worthy 
Should have precedency ? 
Topfail, There’s no fuch matter, 
Seawits device to fend you off, while he 
ee your Neece in your abence, on my 
ife 
There was no fuch thing intended, or e’er 
dream’d on. 
The company is difpers’d. 
Trifle. Have I then loft my hopeful prepa- 
rations ? 
Top/ail, You are wrong’d. 
Trifle. Not I, poftericy fuffers for the lof 
Of what I had deliver’d, which recited, 
I had a Stationer of mine own to Print ir, 
I am exceeding melancholly. 
Topfail, Go aboard 
With me, and purge it. Do mea favor in 
ae kind, you fhall not lofe your la- 
Or, 
Pil help youtoan Auditory, that can judge 
too 
Of your Tropes and Figures. 
Trifle. Who are they 2 
Topfail. My Sailors. 
I have taught ’em not to cavilatthe things 
They underftand not, I'll be filent too, 
You fhall fpeak all your felf, 
Trifle. How you engage me! 
I'll take the Pi@ures along to make diftincti- 
on 
For whom I plead, 
Topfail, 
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Topfail. It will do well, 
Trifle. Your fuit now, 
What e’er it be *tis granted, for this cur- 
telie, 
Out witl’c I pray you. 
Topfail. V'l\ tell youin the Cock-Boat. 
LExeunt. 


Enter Cable. 


Cable. Sure this Lady's honeft ! Or if the 
be not 
There’s but {mall advantage to my hopes, 
whilft chat 
Tempter ( young Yop/ail) hovers near her 


eye. 

The Rogue has qualities for love, which I 
want, 

Why he will fing you like any Widows daugh- 
ter 

That’s working of Bone-Lace, no Weaver 
at 

His Loom comes near him; and dance till he 
tire 


All the Tabers in a Wake. Now the eruth | 


1s 

I cannot fing ; for with eating 

Butter, when I lay amongft 

The Dutch Ships at Delph, my voice is quite 
gone ; 

And for matter of dancing, you may expect 
as much 

From a Lobfter ona Fifhmongers ftall. 

J would the Wind would turn. No Money! 
and in 

A Harbor too | Truth, ’tis a pretty cala- 
mity 

For a Gentleman of my inclination! 


Enter a Porter, Carrack. 


Porter. I left him walking from the Key, 
towards 
The back-door of your worfhips Garden; 
Look, 
There ftands, and very fad, fure he 
ha 
Buta light dinner at your W orfhips Houfe, 
For he’s eating’s Nails already, 
Carrack. Get you home | 
And firrah fee you pile thofe Billets up 
Ith’ yard ; and do you hear, make hafte, and 
fetch 


The Glafier ftrait to mend the Cafement 


In 
The Darnex Chamber. 
Porter. Yes forfooth, 
Carrack. Andlet me fee, be fure you bid 
the Baker 
Send ee Bread to night, and let the 
Ki 
Be made into a Patty! 


Porter. 1 fhall forfooth. L Exit. 


News from Plimouth. 


Carrack. What melancholly Captain ! 
Cable. Widow, introth my thoughts were 
fomewhat bufie, 
About divifion of a prize. 
Carrack, Why have you taken one ? 
Cable. No Widow, no ! Bucwhenic hall 
pleafe Heaven 
T’allow us the good fortune, I was think- 
ing 
With how much Confcience, and Difcretion 
too, I might 
Difpofe it into fhares. Iam 
Very juft in my Nature. 
Carrack. Well Captain, J obferve of late, 
(and truly 
Mee He compaffion too) that you are 
u 
Of troubled thoughts, and much oppreft in 
heart. 
Heavenkeep you from lying in a Chamber 
Where there isa Crofs beam. 
Cable. Why do you think 
Ilove activity, and will fwing at 
Midnight in my fhirt? 
Carrack. Nay, they above 
Know all, tut certainly y’are very fad. 
Cable. As other Mortals ufe to be, that 
want 
Money, Wine, or a Wench. 
Carrack, Lo youthere now! 
Jutt fuch another Man was my Husband, 
And would talk fotoo. Well, Peace relt his 
Soul, 
\’m fure his Body had but Jittle reft 
On Earth, for he wasa Womans Man, Cap- 
tain, 
A good one too, he lay not idle he, 
I {peak icin my tears. 
Cable. Now can I hardly forbear to cry 
too, 
But that I left my Handkerchief in my 
Cabin, and want fomewhat to dry my Eyes 
When they are wet. Widow thou do’ft 
Not know, how much thy kindnefs hath pre- 
vail’d 
Carrack. 1 Sir, if you but guefs the caufe. 
Cabl:. Nay, find no caufe, but 
Your good parts, 
Carrack, Good parts indeed! you are fo 
like my Husband. 
And juft (as they fay) fuch a rough hewn 
M 


an 
Was he: So troublefome to Maids and Wo- 
men, 
Of meek behaviour, that they would all cry 
Out on him, yettheylov’d himtoo: Truly 
he was 
Scarce to be trufted in the dark. 
Cable. A modeft Gentleman belike, for 
he 
Would do no leudnefs before the Suns face. 
Carrack, No truly ; and when the happy 


knot 
Was 
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Was ty’d, good heart, he was reclaimd , 
we lov’d 

Like any Houfe-Doves, ever more billing 

To the comfort indeed of all young peo- 


le, 
Cable What knot do you mean Widow ? 
Carrack, Why of Matrimony. 
Cable. O is the Wind fix’d’ there ftill! If 
you, or 
Your Vicar, get meinto your Fools noofe, 
I'll give you leave to pull Hairs out of my 
Beard, 


And bridle Fleas with ’em.’ Draw in a 
Yoke ! } 
Carrack, In fadnefs Captain, I could chide 
you now ; 


What is the reafon you renounce Marriage ? 
Is it becaufe you do not love to come 
In a Church, che Prieft can do’t in a Cham- 
ber. 
Cable. No, no, I loye Churches, 1 mean 
to turn 
Pirate, rob my Countrey-men, and build 


one. 
Carrack, Why well faid,there is fome hope 
in that. 
Cable, But for Marriage, do not think on’t. 
It is 
A moft excellent Receipt to make Cuck- 
olds. 
The fhort truth is, if you will ply your Malm- 


€ ? 
Reyer o’er your fpic’d Bowl, and learn. to 
rin 
Your felf into a comely trance, 1 fhall 
Love you, but then fometimes you muft con- 
ee too, 
J mean inthe dark, Widow. 
Carrack, Fie upon him! He is fo like my 
Husband. 
Cable. Farewel | Get thee to thy Clofet, 
and drink 
To thy Husbands ghoft a whole Pint of 
Mum. 
Remember Matrimony makes Cuckolds: 
‘Tis to be us’d after Fourfcore, when thy 
days 
Of Tenneson are fo long paft, thou 
canft 
Not indanger a fmooth Brow. 
zz Carrack. Well Sir, I'll make you tamer, 
ot elfe lofe 
My Womans wit with watching. 
[E-xeunt feveral ways. 


Enter Boatfwain, Seawit. 


Seawit. Boatfwain wellmet, thou mutt in- 
ftantly aboard, 
And fetch the Knight shat is my Charge 
afhore. 


IE 


Best You mean Sir Furious Inland, fure= 
one 

Of the Winds got him, his Cradle was 4 
Drum, 

And he was nurs’d upon a Belfry. 

He hath miore rage and noife then’a Winter 
ftorm : 

Onely his Vertue is, he will out laft ir, 

You that are his Captain Sir , may rule 
him: 

But in your abfence he- hath got the 
trick 

To rule your Officers. 

Seawit. Does he make mutiny ? 
Boatf. Your Mafter, Purfer, Gunner, and 

his Mate, 

And : my felf feel him about the Shoul- 
ers: 

Had he but my office two days, he would 

Wear out a Cable 

With Caftigation, as he calls it, look | 

He’s come afhore already, 


Enter Inland. 


Seawit. Away, leave me. 
(Exit Boatfwain; 
My fiery Charge ! Why haft thou left thy 
Wooden walks 
In my good Ship, to tread on flippery Pebles 
here ? 
Where Men of Waves. meet, and con. 
{pire 
To couzen Men of War. 
Inland. Whatfhould we do at Sea without 
a Wind. 
Seawit. Thefe Winds are mad blades, they'll 
do what they lift. 
Inland. Would they had Bodies that we 
might fight with ‘em. 
Seawit. J rather with ch’had{t an old Aunt 
in Norway, 
That would command them with a charm: 
But who 
Hath chas’d my little Zibian Lion chus 
Into a Foam ? Methinks thou look’it , as 
thou 
Didft come from flaughter, and from prey ? 
Inland. A Rogue vex’d me as I pafs'd 
through the high Street. 
Seawit. How my dear Charge. 
Inland. He aske me what a ciock it was, 
Seawit. Was that offence ? 
Inland. Death! DoT look like a Watch- 
maker, am 
I bound to take charge of the hours, and 
give 
Every Rogue intelligence how they pals. 
Seawit. Well, and how did you pro- 
ceed, 
Inland. 1 beat him. 
Seawit. 
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Seawit. A little calmer my brave charge. 
In footh 
Thou haft choller enough t’enflime nine fat 
Dutch Burghers,and make ’em all turne 
Fencers. 
I’ve heard of your fierce difcipline aboard. 
Inland What would you have me do? 
Shall [ rut 
Like a Sword in a Scabbard for want of exer- 
cife ? 
Shew me the Kings Enemies and I’m fa- 
tisfied ! 
If not, let’s Subjects look to’t, for I muft 


- 
Seawit. Thou fhait fee the Kings Enemies. 
Inlaad. Bur. Where are they? 
Seawit. Why gone alide to make their 
Wills, end vrey, 
They reow theyare but dead when they ap- 
ear. 
Inland, Captain, I love the King, and am 
bourd 
Inconfcience, and good nature to kill his Ene- 
mies. 
Seawit. Why right! thart my Difciple 
uow, juft to 
My will, and with. But prethee tell me 
Charge \ 
Belides Divine, and Morall reafons, I 
Would know what fecret inr’reft thou haft in 
The King, that makes thee leave thy Hawks, 
And Hounds, to hunt his Snemies. 
Inland, Why 1 love him. 
Seawit. \ buc fome caufe for it 
That is particular, and perfonal. 
Inland. 1 have a good one, but I’le con- 
ceale it, 


A Cc 4 
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Scawit. How Charge from me ? your 
Friend that mutt dire@ 
You in the day of Fight! come’, What is 
it? 
Inland. Why he cur’d me of the Evil. 
Seawit. Charge I thank thee, 
This day , I will both reward thy good na- 


ture, 

And imploy thy courage; there is now 
lodg’d 

I'th’ Town, a Lady of excellent wit and 
beauty. 


Taland. Does fhe love Fighting 


Seawit. Nay, do buthearme. Topfaile, 
and Cable, 
Both Captains in our Fleet, are now in contro- 
verfie 


For her Love, and do advance their hopes 
V Vith fo much fury, and ill-manner'd rage, 
That they are both become her trouble. 
Inland. V'le fight with’er, 
Seawit. A little patience, and obferve, you 
thall 
Fight wich ’em, and fubdue ’em too, till 
they 
Have temper, and civility; but know 


| She heth ai Uncle, cali’d Sir Solemne Trifle. 


Inland. Ve fight wits him too. 
Seawit, Nay marke me: you muft court 


im, 
Ihave fe‘ign’d it fo, follow and I’le inftru@ 


you. 
Tis f-, whil& VVindbound thus ina dull 


Perr, 
VVe «ale our Want of bufinefs, with gur 
fpore. Exeunt. | 
ITT. 


Warwell, Bumble, Saylors, 


Bumble, Ellecome , vellecome en 
fhore mine Here , veele 
haben a Geloffe now, 


Houndsfoor, run for 26 dozen of Cans, 
Warwell, Captaine, you are free, and no- 
and noble, yet I wifh 
You would forbear this Ceremony, my oc- 
cafions 
Command me fome where elfe, and with much 
fpeed too. 

Bumble. Teen towfand Divels on bufinef, 
part with drow lips after our boon 
Voyods, Ick been noe here Capitaine Bum- 

ble, but Shellum Bumble, 
If I give not mine Here his gelloffe; Here 
onde Rey, So, fo; ha wetht you, 
Enter Saylors with Cans. 
Mine Here. 


Warwel. 1 thank you Captaine, though, 
it be out of fafhion 
To drink thus openly , I will not contend, 
Nor break your cuftome. 


Enter Seawit, and Sir Furious Inland. 


Bamble. Up be de maniere van Hollande 
mine Here, 
Furious. Dear Tutor ftay, here's a rare 
fight P’Faith , 
Thefe are madd Blades, Drink i’the Streets 


Orare ! 
Seawit, Thou Child of wrath, obferve me, 
think on what 
poo thou art bound, I mult prefent 
thee 


In 
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In thy full tcimme to a brave Amazone, 
‘A Lady that loves Bilbo-men, and fuch 
As on their warlike thighs ( like thee my 


Charge ) 

Wear their old Grandfires fox. Thou art 
deriv'd 

From mighty Heroes. I have heard thy Fa- 
ther, ; 


When Sword and Buckler was in reputation , 

Inviron’d with his basket hilrs,and blew Cotes , 

Hath ftood in the head of his Troopes, and 
fought Pitch'd Battels in Szmithfield , 
without Blood. 

Furious. 1, that was an Age ! 

Would 1 had liv’d in’c : now the Surgeons 
mourne 
For want of work, Good Tutor ftay. 
Seawit. Thy reafon ? 
Furious. Why they drink hard, and if the 
Liquor work 
We may have a quarrel. I would breathe my 
felf ; 
Tam grown exceeding tefty; Ihave not us’d 
Mine Armes thefe two houres, Stay-but three 
Minutes Tutor, 
Their colour rifes, 
Warwell. \ can {tay no longer, 
One parting health if you pleafe, 

Bumble, Let itcome, let it come! 

Warwel, To the Kings health. 

Furious, A brave Fellow I warrant him, 
Anda true Subje&. Ilove hint heartily; 
What's he thatis to be his pledge ? 

Seawit. A Dutch-man, 

T guefs by his habit. 
Furious. How! A Butter-box? 
He pledge the Kings health, being an Alien 
Before his naturali Subjetts; on our allegiance 
We muft nor fuffer it, by your leave Floun- 
derkin, 
Or without your leave, I care not which, Doe 
not grumble ? 
By the Sword of St.George, 
V'le make him eate up mine, that drinks this 
health 
Before my Tutor, he hath Commiffion for it, 
And le give way to him. 
Seawit. Prethee be quiet. 
Furious. Off with it then, *tis Treafon to 
deny its 
And I were a Traytor if I fhould conceale it. 
Seawit. Tothee my Charge then, 
Furious, Ho, we have the Van, 
Come you Hans in the rere, 

Bumble. All veale, all veale. 

Furious. Leave not a drop. 

Warwell. This is ftrange rudenefs. 

Seawit. True, 

But who can help it,as you affect your quiet 
Cro{s him not in’t, for befide blows, there is 
nothing 
To be got from him. 
Warwel, Lam better temper’d, Sir, 


Then to quarrel o’re a Can, 
Seawit. 1 hope fotco, 
Bumble. Ick haben done tight Younker. 
Furious. Ha younker ? 
Tutor, What's that, a word of difgrace ? 
SeaWit. No Pupil, 
It fignifies a brave Gentleman, 
Furions, On with your health then. 
Bumble, Tot mine heres de States van dé 
Provinces. 
Furious. How, 
Second the Kings healch with remembrance of 
Mine Aeres de States, 
Seawit. Hold Charge: 
[Breaks the Cam o're his head. 
Furious. A very hodg bodg 
Of gorbelly’d Burghers, heres dn affront! un- 
hand me, 
I’le beat a Ferkin of Butter out of his fides, 
Nay, fet e’m come on, Have we no Queen ? 
nor Prince, : 
To Sacrifice too, but that you mutt ball out 
Mine Heres de States, 
Bumble, \ck fall meet you at Sea for dis. 
Furious. Vie beate thee there too. 
Warwell, Doe your beft to keep him off , 
. T’le quiet thefe. 
Seawit. Thou haft fhewne thy felf a Rofiz 
dere, but preferve 
Thy fierie mettal, and remember thou art 
To fight a Ladies batrels. 
Furious, This by the way 
Docs no hurt hope. 
Warwell, This for my paffoge: this 
To cure your bruifes,every one hath got fome- 
thing, there’s Balme for you, and you: 
Bumble. All too much mine Here. 
Warwell. 1f 1 am prodigall , I have fome 
ends in’t, be not too modeft, take it. 
Furious, °’ Tisthe King’s Coyne, it is againft 
the Law 
To have it tranfported, \’le not fuffer ic, 
Let ’em keep their double blanks, their Doits 
and Stivers. 
ThefeCarrot-eating Dutch have filch’d already 
Moft of the Bulloigne out of the Land; they 
exhaufe our Gold, 
And fend us Pickled Herrings. Downwithit 
Mungrel. 
Seawit. VVhat vers’d in State-points too? 
I honour thee. 
Butonmy love forbear now. Let not zeale 
Too farr tranfport thee. Clear thy ftormy 
looks, 
Thou arc to vifit Ladies, 
Furious. And fightfor ’em. 
Seawit. Thou fhale, and do it bravely. 
[ Exeunt Seawit and Furious, 
Warmel. Farewell Captain, 
I am forry for this difafter, [Exit Warwell. 
Bumble, Adiew mine Here. 
Ick fall meet bim at Sea, and den he ducks 
for’e, { Exennt. 
Enter 
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as 
Enter Carrack, Porter. 

Carrack, 1 like thy aifguife. 

Porter, 1 wonder at your Worfhips, 
Heav’n blefs the n ark youlookin this light habit 
Like one of the Suburb-Sinners, 1 may pafs too 
For your officious Squire. : 

Carrack. Sirtrah, leave prating, 

And.doe what I command, I would appeare 
The very thing thou fpeak’ft of. Thou art ac- 
quainted 
With thofe common creatures,and canft teach 
me how 
To imitate their behaviour, How do I walk? 
Porter. You have their pace already , but 
_ you muft carry : 
Your Gown a little higher your Silk-Stocking, 
Your dainty Leg,and foot,will not be feen elfe. 
You muft fometimes take occafion to com- 
mand me 
To tie or untie your Shoe,or blow your Rofes, 
And as {kneel to do my office, {trike me, 
Andcry,you dog you hurt me. This I affure you 
Your Sattin Gamefters practice. 
Carrack \afily learn’d, 
Am I nocan apt Scholler. 
(Gives hima Box of the Eare. 
Porter. Vo fure your Tutor {marts for’t. 
Carrack. I lofe time. This is your houfe ? 

Porter. Afimple one. 

But ’cwill fervethe turn:my Wife has trickt it up, 
And waites for your Worfhip. 
Carrack, ’Vis well,leave me here, 
And haying found Cable, do as this direéts 
you. ( Exeunt, 
Topfaile, Trifle (drunk) Afufitians. 
Topfaile, Hoe let him downe, the noife of 
the great Ordinance 
At hiscoming on, and going off, fans doubr 
Hath turn’d his braines the Wine too works, 
and that 
Which forces other mento talk, hath filenc'd 
His everlafting tongue. He held me three hours 
In his difcourfe of the Worthies till the Saylors 
And Ship-boys fell afleep,and n’ere gave over 
Till he perceiv’d all Eyes were clos’d,then tir’d 
And angry too, he was no more obferv’d; 
The VVorthies fuffer’d executionin 
Their pictures, forhe took e'mone by one 
And flung *em over board. Sir Sclemne Trifle 
Not to be wak’d wich Thunder ! I muft now 
Speak for my felf, or rather Sing, begin. 


S O WN G. 
O T hon that fieep’ jt like Pigg in Straw, 

Thou Lady dear, arife ; 

Open (to keep the Sun in aWe) 
Thy pretty pinking eyes : 

And, having firetcht each Leg and Arme, 

*- Put on your cleane white Smock, 

And then I pray, to keep you warme, 
A Petticote on Dock. 

Arife, arife! why foould you fl.ep, 
When you have flept enough ? 

Long fince, French Boyes cry’d Chimney- 
And Damfels Kitching-fuffe. (weep, 


The Shops were open d long before, 
And youngest Prentice goes 
To lay at’s Mrs. Chamber-doore 
Hus Mafters foining Shoves, 
Arife,arife; your Breakfaft ftayes, 
Good Water- grewell warme, 
Or Sugar-fops, which Galen ayes 
With Mace, will doe no harme, 
Arife, Arife , when you are up, 
You'l find more to your coft, 
For Mornings-draught in Caxale-cup, 
Good Nutbrown- Ale, and Toft. 


Enter Loveright and Jointure. 
Loveright. 1 told you *twas no common 
voice. Good morrow, 
You are an early Lark. 
Topfaile. 1 with my voice 
Were worthy of your Ladifhips Eares.J thould 
Have chofen fome fad note to plead a pardon 
For my late breach of Manners in your pre- 
fence, 
But ftudying your Mirth, I chought this apter 
To call you from your reft, The angry powers 
Are pleas’d with humane Sacrifice, but Ladies 
Of your foft cemper will I hope accept 
Of my fubmiftion. 
Loveright. This acknowledgment 
VVould expiate a greater crime, who’s this? 
Fointure. Your reverend Uncle ! 
Topfaile. Hurt a little Madam, 
In a Sea-Entertainment, 
pointure. He begins [Trifle fretching bim{elf. 
To wake already. 
Loveright. Too foone, I feare, and with 
The danger of our Eares. 
Trifle. Heigh, ho, V Vhere am 1? 
Cable me up, the fhot plaies thick upon us ; 
I have fought enough for a Juftice of peace 
and quorum. 
Fointure. How do you Sir? 
Trifle. As wellas mancan doe. 
After fo hot a Sea-fight, give me leave, 
Loveright. He will not out of that cone, or 
drunk or fober. 
Trifle. VVhat make you abroad? you'le 
fay to cure my wounds, 
I thank your care, for Iam fhot through, and. 
through. 
Touch me not, if you do, youare blown up ; 
Tam all Gun-powder, and Bullet, Lady. 
VVe have done the King fuch fervice. 
Loveright, VVhat, deare Uncle ? 
Trifle. VVe have pepper’d the Holland 
Hulkes, I faw three of ’em 
Through the fmoke in the Gun-roome fink, 
while I beftride 
The Canon, and caper’d. Gog get me pen 
and paper. [ Falls in his Chaire. 
Ple write the courant my felf,& have it Printed 
By a Scationer of mine own,one that fhall do ic 
In fpight of the Statute, for-.- (Mods & fleeps. 
Loveright. He’s fat again. 
Captain,you wounded him, &’cwill thew nobly 
In 
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In you to cure him. 
_ Topfaile. Leave him to my care 
Y'le fee him fafe, then waite you, 
LEwvit Topfaile with Trifle. 
Loveright, At your pleafure. 


Enter Seawit , Inland. 


Fointure. Here are other vifitants, 
Loveright. And thofe I look for, 


To them, Enter Seawit, Inland. 


Seawit. That you may fee I’m foyall to 
your Ladifhip, 
And fit to be believ’d, I here prefent 
The Gentleman, whom late my promife did 
Affure, a fervant to your wit, and beauty. 
Loveright. Sit Furious Inland, or my aime 
deceives me. 
Seawit. You give him both his Name and 
Title Lady. 
He will deferve the honour to kifs your Ladi- 
fhips hand. 
(He brings him to falute the Ladies. 
Why how now Charge ? ftark dumb, you 
have no more 
Compliment then a Fifh, Goe fpeak to her. 
Inland. Yow! give me leavé to rubb my 
Elbow firit, 
In figne thatIam taken! All Staffordpbire 
Cannot fhew her fellow. 
Seawit. Come your addrefs, an old Haber- 
dafher 
Hath as much courtfhip! Doe but fpeak to 
her! 
Inland. Madam, Have you any quarrels ? 
Loveright. Sir, I 
Deferve not any, for I doe no wrong. 
Inland. Right or wrong, that’s not the bu- 
finefs. If you 
Have none, difpatch and make fome, as many 
As you pleafe too: Ile fight em over and 
over. 
Loveright. \'m forry Sir, my patience, and 
my quietnefs, 
Is fuch, I cannot furnifh you; °tis pitty 
You fhould want employment. 
Jnland. Lady, Have you any quarrels ? 
Jointure. None Sir, but with my glafs, when 
it doth render 
My face lefs handfome then it is. 
Inland, Captain, V Vould thou wouldft call 
for VVine, and get 
Thefe Ladies to drink hard. 
Seawit. To what purpofe ? 
Inland. Perhaps they’r given to quarrel in 
their Wine, 
Ic matters not with whom , or why, fo I 
May fight for’em. é 
Seawit. ’Las, that affords fmall hope. 
Sure Charge thon doft not ufe to pray, for 
elfe 


Thou couldft not be thus deftitute of place, 
And fit occafion for a quarrel, 
Loveright. Sir, 1 had thought, you kept 
your anger charg’d 
Againtt ee Kings Enemies , not ours; and 
that 
You left your Land, your Bugle-horne, and 
Lute, 
In fearch of them. And though y’are wind- 
bound here, 
A faire gale may fhorely come, and bring you 
where 
You may imploy your Sword, till your wri 
ake; 
Preferve your felf till then. 
Inland. That will be no thanks to your La- 
difhip. 
Ide faine fee you in the meane time, fo 
well 
Natar’d, to beget fo much of a quarre!!, 
As may but hinder me from being idle. 
And now I think on’t; if you have a little 
Dogge 
That’s quarrelfome, let him bice my Captain 
By the fhinn, and Vle defend the manner 
And the caufe. 
Loveright. This is fucha Dagonet. 
As out-does your chara@ter! Captain, be- 
liey’c, 
You did deliver him with a faint breath, 
Story and Travaile cannot find his Fellow ! 
fointure. You fhould Jook to his diet, I'm 
afcaid 
He feeds on Gunpowder. 
Seawit. My dear Lady! let me befeech 
you both 
To move a little diftance by; and you 
Shall fee He enough to prove hima Mira- 
cle, 


Enter Czble, Topfaile: 
Cable, Bah! Topfaile here agen: he daa- 
ces himfelt 
Into her Company ; I would there were 
A good Chain‘d-fhot embracing your fine 
leggs ; 
But yet HS they were cut off, he would fing 
ill: 
No way to fpoile’s voice, but to cut his throat, 
[ He beckens Topfaile. 
T opfaile. You fee 1 am obedient, Sir, heave 
but your 
Crooked finger thus, I’m at your beck. 
Cable, \f thou beelt an honeft fellow, fteale 


away, | 
And hang thy felf, I would fain have thee 
dead. 
But am loth to difturb the Company. 
Ailes *Tis a faire motion, if you would 
egin, 
Conidenre too you can difpatch the bufinefs 
Sooner with your weight, I’le {tay till you 
have donee 
Cable 
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a rel fone eee 
Cable. Now the Pox take thee, for th’ait 
no more kindnefs 
Thena fhiv’d Serjeant has to a Templer, 
Bur we fhall meet ina fir place, and then 
if your Sword can find the way to Jet a Soule 
out 
Sooner then mine, fing on, you have the for- 
tune. 
Topfaile. It is a poor blind Weapon Sir, 
but I 
Shall make fhift to lead itina ftrait line-— 
Seawit, Charge} foretell a forme! thofe 
Captaines there, 
Mark but their looks, they fwell,and breath 
into 
Each others face, the fumes of direfull wrath. 
Is’r fit? Infucha gentle prefence too ? 
Inland. Captain Topfaile! one fhort word 
in your eare, 
And you may be thankful ’tis not a blow. 
Topfaile. {am thankful, Sir, This Monfieur 
will meet 
At laft, with fome body mad as himfelf, 
Thit knows not’s humour, and then he is de- 
fund. 
Cable. 1 hope a quarrel, ‘tis afiery Vil- 
lager. 
Bring me a Flie in September, and l’le 
As foon take a Leafe of his life as of 
That Dragons. 
Topfaile. 1 pray your bufinefs, 
In and. How dare you Sir appeare before 
this Lady, 
That lately in her prefence were fo rude. 
Topfaile. Sir, 1 have ask’t her pardon, and 
am reconcil’d. 
Jaland. How! regoncil’d a quarrel with- 
out blood! 
T«pfaile. You mutt confider, Sir, *twas with 
a Lady. 
Island. No reconcilement can be made 
wieh honour, 
Till one or both have bled for it : 
Defendant Man. Woman or Child. 
Topfaik, Thefe are new Sword-Cafes, but I 
fhall learne. 
Inland. If you will learne , you fhall be 
taughr; but I 
Have heard there is a mortall difference 
"tween 
Cable and you! How chance y’are both 
alive ? 
Topfaile. | here’s reafon for it,Sir, W’have 
not fought yer. 
Inland. But Sir, How chance you have 
not fought 2 
Top(aile. Why there you queftion me unto 
my wifh: 
i’ve had th’ambition to expe@ fo much 
Kind friendfhip from your felf as may intreat 
You Sir, deliver him a challenge from me. 
Inland. Where is the Paper? give it me. 
Vle do’e. 


Be the 


A fs aed aes ge Te oe 
Topfaile. Your Chartells out of fathion, 
Sir, here 3s 
My Glove, which if you'l but prefent himas 
My Gage, and bid him name the time, and 
place ; 
You are my noble fecond, and my friend. 
Inland. Your Glove fhall ferve, he fhall 
receive it though 
-Twere Sheep-skin, 
Cable, Now for fhelcer! the ftorme draws 
near metoo. — [Takes Cable afide, 
Inland. Topfaile my Friend defies you, 
there’s his gage. 
Cable. Troth I am forry that his choice 
could find 
No other bearer then your felf. 
Inland. Youunderyalue me, Vm fit to be 
A fecond to as good a Man, if you 
Believe it not, put itto trial {trair ; 
Vle fight with you firft. 
Cable. You miftake my grief, 
For you are heI had defign’d my Second, 
And now I’m deftitute of one to bear, 
My gage in Token J accept of his. 
Inland. Why Sir, V'le be your Second too, 
give me your Glove. 
Cable. Marry Sir, and fhall ! there, convey 
it to him. 
If this Zwitz had but atwo handed Sword 
He ue depopulate the Ifland; leave none 
ut 
His Huntfman alive, thé reft fhould be mine’d 
For his Hounds.[Inland beckens Topfaile afde. 
Topfaile. 1 proteft Sir Frriows , this noble 
favour 
Hath ty’d me to you in everlafting bonds. 
And how dear Sir, What {ayes he? 
Inland. He doth accept your gage, and has 
return'd 
You his by me, Iam his Second, 
T opfaile. How Sir Furious: why ! you are 
mine! 
Toland, Sit, Tam any mans that will fighe, 
and you 
Had beft agree both upona Meeting, 
And fall co’t handfomely without fatisfa@ion, 
V’le have no fatisfaction, ’tisa bafe word, 
And fitter for the bottome of a Bond, 
Then for a Souldiers mouth. 
Topfaile. "Fore me, a young Balthazar. 
Seawit. The very Gholt of Botevill 
Metinan Englifh skin, How do you like him 
Madam ? 
Loveright. Udare not but like him. 
And challenge me. 
fointure. Befhrew me, the danger hath 
fpoil’d the mirth ; 
Will they proceed ? 
Loveright. Seawit , We may depend 
I hope on your difcretion, to preferve 
Things fafe, and keep the matter qualify’d, 
Seawit. You may prefume fo, Madam, or 
I’m fare 
I 


1 fhalldeferve but little of your cruft. 


[Takes Inland afide. 

Do’ft thou hear Charge ! 1f theyfhould fight 
it out 

After the French way, where the Seconds 
mutt 

Encounter too ; how will youfind an oppo- 
fite ? 

Inland. 1 thank you for that queftion, Go- 


vernor. 

But now I think on’r, you may chufe which 
fide 

You pleafe, and we'll fight two to two ! 

Seawit. 1 kifs your hand dear Charge, you 

do me honor ! 

But I'ma dull manager of thefeaffiirs, 

You muft give me a little time to confider ! 


Enter Nightingale. 


Nightingale, 1 was defir’d with fpecial haft 
to give 
Your Ladifhip this Letter. 
Loveright. With fo much haft ! How is’ 
fubfcrib’d within! [Opens it and ftarts. 
Inland. 1s’'t a Challenge (Madam) I'll be 
your Second, 
Loveright; It thall not need Sir ; the Con- 
tents will ask 
No anfwer that is hazardous. 
Jaland. The Spiric’s rame that fent it then ; 
tor Men 
Of Mettal, never write but challenges. 
Loveright, Captain, I muft intreat fome 
privacy, 
And truce among thefe Men of Wrath, and 
thefr 
Bold Second foran hour. You’il procure it? 
Seawit, Your own command is full autho- 
rity 
To teach us how we fhall obey ! : 
[Exeunt Loveright, Nightingale. 
F oynture. When thefe Sir are difmifs’d, let 
me defire 
(On fome important caufe) your company 
P’th’ Orchard walk. 
Seawit. I fhallattend you Lady. 
Lend methine Ear Charge Thou wilt do 
it ; within 
One hafty hour, Pil come, eer you can 
pledge 
Two Romekins of Wine! Farewel Charge. 
[ Exeunt, Seawit, Joynture. 
Inland. Gentlemen no words here, befides, 
it is 
My Governors requeft I lead you both, 
Whete we may drink together, and appear, 
Not like to things enrag’d with malice, bur 
Provok’d to battle by our honor ; thofe 
I take it were his words. He'll meet us ftrait, 
Topfait. Lead on the way , Sir, if our Legs 
hold out 
We'll have she Hearts to follow, 
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Cable. Were this skirmifh but painted, it 
would fell 
For that of the Centaures. 


[Exeunt omnes. 
Ener Loveright, Warwel, Nightingale, 


Loveright. Leave us to bid you welcome as 
a ftranger. [Exit Nightingale. 
Cuftom commands. [They falute. 
Warwel. And that I hope will bind you 
To keep your promife Lady. 
Loveright. When I know 
How the conditions are perform’d on your 
part, 
You may hear further, 
Warwel. Youenjoyn’d me, Madam, 
As I prefer’d th’enjoying you before 
My Linds, or dearer itudies, to appear, 
A Man poffeft of nothing but my hopes, 
In being your Creature, to deferve your fae 
vor. 
Loveright. "Tis true, I did, nor willl have 
my Husband 
Borrow addition but from my feli ; 
Nay, he mult pare with what he cali’d his 
own, 
If he would be the mafter of what’s mine. 
wWarwel, \ have obey’d your will, and that 
you may 
Receive meas the fubject of your pleafure. 
My Money’s vanifh’d ; for, by your fair 
hand, 
I have not one {mall piece of the Kings Coyn, 
Nor care to get it. Now I fhall not cempt 
ou 
Like fe Alderman-Widower, with thewing 


you 

The Thoufand pound Bags in my Counter, 
Morgages, 

Or Statutes of Poor Debtors, I have freed 
all 


And fold my Books too, to ferve you, fhall 
be 


My onely ftudy. If you fearch my Pockets 
And find the Tale of 77oy, or an Almanack 
there, 
Or William Wifdoms Meetets, yet renounce 
me. 
I have no Trunks of Cloaths, you fee my 
Wardrobe. 
And if you do not now 
New Rig me, Ihave vow’d inthis 
To beextreamily lowfie, rather then, 
Til crofs your humor. 
Loveright. Thisisa good /mprimzs 
Of your Obedience ; but you have Lands 
yet, 
And thofe may make you proud, and nourifh 
hopes, 
You may command me, 
Warwel, They fhall be all employ’d 
To pious ules, fell fome part of them 
And build an Hofpital, P’ilaflure the reft ' 
or 
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For the maintenance of Maim’d Soldiers, and | You'll give me leave, 


that 
Itmay appear *cwas not vain glory, or 
Ambitionin me, of anaftet name, 
You thall be writ the Foundrefs, What would 
you more ? 
Loveright. 1 would have you a Perfect 
Soldier, without that 
The reft is nothing. 
wWarwel. \ comenow from Sea, 


And I have ferv’d at Land, for how many: 


ears ; 
Would you have me Prentice to the Trade? 
Loveright. Till you turn a right and good 
one , “tis not roaring, 
Or fighting for my Glove, can make you fuch. 
I would have you rife up to command an 
army, 
By brave defert, notfavor: Inmy Cabinet 
I have the character of atrue Soldier, 
Writ with my Fathers hand; when you are 
furch 
As he defcribes him, Dll forbear to be 
A Miftrefs, and acknowledge you my Matter. 
So once more welcome. 
Warwel. There is no refilling 
Such {trong temptations and {weet pay, I'll 


put on 
What fhapc you pleafe. 
Loveright. \'ll chufe one fhall not wrong 
you, Ext: 


Enter Seawit, Joynture. 


Seawit. A little farther Lady, here’s a 
fhade 


Secret and cool, where you may breathe your’ 


thoughts 
With a fafe voice, unlefs w’are Traytors 
to 
Our felves : And look where a fweet Primrofe 
Bed 
Invites us (if you pleafe) to lie down and 
talk, 
The Flowers are innocent, and furely mean 
No harm in the temptation: 
foynture. Lam not weary Sir, if you'll ad- 
mit 
My bufinefs in this pofture, T’ll deliver it, 
Seawit. A little nearer Lady! You have 
fhown 
(Believ’c) an'excellent courage already, 
T’adventure that alane with one of my) 
Profeflion and defires. 
Foynture. Which! fhould hardly do, 
Had not my obfervation mark’d you out 
Amanof fairdemeanor, and civility. 
Seawit. Well, take your Sexes priviledge, 
your will, 
And to your bufinefs, Come! your bufinefs 
Lady! 
foynture, I would induce it with a-queftion 
f 


SeaWwit, My Ears are large, and open! 
Foynt ure. Sir, are you marry’d 2; 
Seawit. By this light fhe comes to jear me ; 
Loveright 
And fhe have lay’d their little heads 
Together, and mean to make me their fport. 
P ontue You promis’d a Reply! Are you 
marry’d ? 
Seawit. No I’ma Maid. 
foynture. I'm ferious Sir, would you would 
be fo too. 
Seawit. Well, I am not marry’d, on with 
your bufinefs, 
foynture. My next demand will prefs (per- 
haps) nearer, ; 
And boldly on the Secrets of your Brett. 
Scawit. 1 fhall confefs all. 
Joynture. Pray tell me (and with words in- 
tentive as 
I ores mine) how far the Lady Loveright ; 
an 
Your felf, have mutually confented either 
In hope, or promife: Part of this Secret 
Is mine already ; forI know the loves you. 
ibag Iam jeer’d! *tis now as evident as 
ay ! 
Vl give her fcope, and fee what “twill come 
to. 
Foynture. Will you not anfwer Sir ? 
Seawit. Ihave promis’d her, 
Foynture. What Sir? Speak } 
Seawit. To come to Supper } 
In footh, that’s all ch’engagement between 
us. 


foyature. ’Tis very ftrange! One queftion 
more, 


Andthen, youhave leave to cenfure my mam 
ners, 
Pray, what eftate have you? 
Seawit. D’you take me for aLawyer, or 4 
Citizen, 
foynture. For neither, 
Seawit. 1 know none in thefe times 
Have or can get eftates, butchey! We Sol- 
diers, 
Accompt eftates but tranfitory things 
And can fhew you text for it? 
foynture. Have younome Sir? 
Seawit. Yes: Now| think on’e, 
After the death of anold Aunt, I have 
The Tole of a Wharff near Rothorith, will 
Yield me about Four Marks a year. 
foynture, Thefe are but narrow Bleffings to 
Entail 
Upon your Heirs Male. But now Sir, I hope 
I fhall alittle comfort your long fuffarings. 
How much woyld you efteem your felf ob- 
lig’d 
Unto that Woman, fhould redeem you 
from 
Thefe wants, ahd danger of the War, and 
take 
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You to her lawfulBed, there furnifh you 
With fleep, and peaceful thoughts; but when 
you wake, 
Shew you her Cabinets, and Chefts, fhining 
With Jewels, and with Gold , that may main- 
tain 
Thefe joys fill freth, and new >: 
Scawit. Good, very good ! 
T was never jeer’d by a Smock before. 
Foynture. Areyou {truck dumb? What fair 
appliances 
And love might fuch a Woman merit from 
Your Tongue, and Heart ? 
Seawit. Firft, 1 would fain know, where 
that Woman breathes 
That candeferve a Man like me, Suppofe 
She be a Vergin, alafs! Poor green things, 
what 
Is the good for, why to {teal Goosberries, 
And eat young Apricocks in May, before 
The Stones are hard. Or pick the Morter 
from 
An aged Wall, and fwallow ic moft greedi- 
ly. 
eee If mirth be all your wealth, Sir, 
it were good 
You us’d it fparingly! 
Seawit. But for your wealth, ’tis no more 
thena Hermits, 
Compar’d with a Soldiers hopes. Imagine 
now 
The Wind ftands fair, we hoyft up Sail, we 
meet 
A dled Juncks, or Turki Carrick, board 
er, 


ACT. 


Take her, and inher, force a Bafhaw Pri- 
foner, 
That hath a Diamond in his Turband 
weighs , 
(Let me fee) about Six ounces ! 
foynture. Would the Bafhaw 
Were here Captain, though lodg’d in the 
Majors houfe. 
Seawit. 1 would you were among your 
fmooth curhd Suitors 
That have little Beard, and lefs Brain, that 
have 
Eftates, and are fit to be jeer’d. You think 
Y’are Miltrefs of a fine Wit, go, go home 
And keep it warm. 
foynture. Methinks y’areangry Sir, 
Seawit. Be fure you eat no Philberts, ror 
green Cheefe, 
pr ees you fhort winded, and fo you'll 
ofe 
Your fine conceits, for want of words to utter 
em. [ Exit. 
foyature. Well, I believe yet, the dainty 
Loveright, 
And this fubtle Seaman, enterchange 
Kind opinions of each others heart : 
Vil crofsitif Tcan ; itisa fellow 
Of a ftrange fpirit! Lord, how merry thefe 
ure are without Money! I would I had 
im 
Safely made over by the Parifh Prieft. 
°Tis here! Fitly contriv’d : Something I’ll 


do, 
T’appear ftill fcornful,and yet make him woo. 
PExit. 


EV: 


Entey Cable, a Porter. 


Cable, Ome your affair, Squire of the 
Frock | Briefly 
C Difpatch! Where is this cour- 
teous Damfel? 
Porter, At my Houfe, Sir, it joyns to the 
Church-yard. 
Cable, O, 1 know the Manfion. It is a 
goodly 
Pallace! All Gexoa has not fuch another 
The Roof, as I fuppofe, is fupported 
With a Mud-Wall, andit is Thatche. 
Porter. 1 Sir! I built it in that year I 
was 
ColleGor for the poor, a profitable time, 


man 
In England, fo muchbeholden to thofe 


And I thank Heaven, I made good ufe 


of't, 
Cable. Well, to the point, does fhe praife 
my good parts, 
And telltheetoo, that fhe knew me in Zon 
don ? 
Porter. She knew youby report, Sir, and 
hath heard 
A reverend Friend of hers, a Bawd, fpeak 
much 
In your behalf. 
Cable, There’s never a Poor Gentle- 


Matronly 
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Matronly people asl am: But proceed. 
Would fhe faid{t thou, have me come to vific 
her. 
Porter. Truly Captain that’s her requelt, 
and fhe’s 
A modeft Gentlewoman, fhe did fo blufh 
When the defir’d me, there might be no Body 
In the Houfe when your Worfhip came to 
her. 
Cable. she handfome? But what a Lea- 
ther-headed Dunce 


Am!, to ask thee ; thou haft no skill in Beauty. 


Porter. How Sir, no skill? 
Cable. In nothing Sir, I take it, butthe 
weight 
Of a Tray of Beef, when ’tis tranfported 
Through the Shambles,on your right fhoulder, 
Go 
Commend me to her, fay lam coming! 
Porter. 1 fhall. Remember Sir ‘tis hard by 
the Church. (Exit Porter. 
Cable. This is fome London Punck, fate 
fled from perfecution, 


Enter Topfail. 


O are you come? 
Topfail. You fee I am your willing fol- 
lower ! 
But what’s the bufinefs you defir’d to inti- 
mate 
So privately: Seawit, and’shot difciple 
Are at hand, ‘cis fic we prepare for action. 

Cable, \'\\have no fighting Sir. 

Topfail. How Sir ? 

Cable. Yll be as bold with you, as with my 

felf, 
We tre both fools, and Seawit in his care 
O'dl’ Ladies healths prefcribes our fighting 
for 
Their Mornings mirth? Sir thisis palpable. 
Topfail. But is this certain ? 
But where is our revenge then ? 
Cable, Troth to be ferious in’t will render 
us 
More fit for fcorn, we'll ufe his own weapons, 
Wit ; 
Truft time and me ! 
Topfail. There will be other treaties Sir, 
ere yet 
A truce be made between us. I muft enjoy 
The Lady to my felf, and you forgo 
Your hopes, and claim, 

Cable. Take her, the is thine Topfail. 

Topfail. Say you fo Sir? 

Cable, Yes, and I'll eafe yout wonder too. 
There isa certain poor Twelve-penny Sinner 
Come from London, will ferve my turn as well 
Asany Lady in Exrope, my Blood 
Is humble, nor have I the-patience Sir 
T ’expe@ or court, and then to be deny’d, 
This game is fure, and eafie co be got. 
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Enter Seawit, Inland: 


Inland. They are here Governor ! By this 
day Gentlemen 


| When we could not find you, we thought you 


had 
Been fighting ina deep Saw-pit; and how 
Dear Blades, how is’t ? Let’s to it cheerfully 
Pelmel, like loving friends, 
Topfail. Believ’t Sir Furious, 
He had a hard heart would deny you any 
thing. 
Inland, Governor give me thy right hand! 
Becaufe 
I ow thee for my breeding , and love thee 
tenderly, 
Obferve me Governor. 
Seawit, Ido dear Charge! Proceed. 
Inland. Go chufe which fide thou wilt, and 
let’s fall co’t, 
Secawit. The proffer’s fair, and full of cour- 
tefie. 
But Charge we muft obferve the Laws and 
Rules 
Of fight, Seconds were firft ordain’d to be 
Spectators, and take care of an equality, 
And juft demeanor in the Principals, 
Inland. Governor, I hope you will not ufe 
me thus. 
Seawit. Your Blood doth boil too much, 
pray cool’ a while. 
Tiefe Gentlemen muft both befearch’d, and 
lave 
Their counfel ask’d in che main caufe, which 


as 
I told you, Charge is the juft Laws of fight. 
Inland. Difpatch then Sir, or I will make 
new Laws. 
Seawit. You fee Gentlemen, there’s imma- 
terial fire 
In him, not to be quench’d : How thrives your 
anger. 
Cable. Much like your wit, it is declining 
Sir! 
Towards our felves, and growing towards 
ou. 
Seawit do not believe us ftill fic properties 
To whet your faucy fancy, and to make 
Your Ladies laugh. 
Topfail. Nor do not bait us with 
Your Whelp, for if he fhow his teeth, we 
thal! 
So pull them out, that he will fcarce be able 
To grind more Bisket. 
Seawit. Then youare both agreed ? 
Cable. Not to be vour fools, but to make 
you melancholly 
If you continue yout fport. 
Topfail. Yes, and to drive your Charge unto 
his Kennel, 
Where he may keep company with’s Hounds 
agen, 
Husband 
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Husband his Tillage, and pay you the Rent. 
You'll find more profit, and more fafety too : 
In that, then in your bold defigns on us. 
Seawit, Troth Iam glad ! 
Cable. Of what I pray? 
Seawit, To fee two fools converted with- 
out a 
Silene’d Minifter. You muftbe quarrelling, 
And like tall Men of War, fright poor Ladies 
With your love. “Twas very comely, was’t 
not? 
Cable. We commit our folly at our own 
colt. 
Topfail, And when we pay for’r, we will 
have leave Sir 
To cait up our own accompt. 
Seawit. This I muft fignife unto my 
Charge. 
Cable. Take your pleafure, for we will take 
ours Sir. 
Seawit. Oh Charge! Sad tidings Charge ! 
Now fhall I pierce 
Thy heart, more then thy Miftrefs fighs | 
Inland. Why, have they falfe Breft-plates ? 
or Coats of Male on? 
Seawit. No, no, alas Charge, they arere- 
concil’d ! 
Jnland. O tame Devils, it is impoffible ! 
Seamit. Nay Texhorted ’em! Us’d all the 
power 
Of Friendfhip, and of Grace, took each afide 
And cold ’em whata wicked thing ic was 
To be pacifi d without blood, Pleaded 
The caufe with love and vehemence, as thus. 
Good Friends, dear Hearts, do but kill one an- 
other, 
Take care your Honor lies upon’c, or do 
But order’t fo, that one may die. 
Inland. And the Slaves would not. 
Seawit. So far from it, 
That asI ama Soldier, they are ready 
To putout Money, and buy Annuities 
For life. 
Inland. Give room, I will affaule them 
both. 
Cable: Let him come, he fhall make lefs 
hafte back again. 
Topfail. Yet take his choice too, and have 
fingle oppofition. 
Inland. Unhand me Governor ——. 
Seawit. Hear mea word, 
Let me but breathe a Secret in thine Ear, 
And take thy courfe—, Arethefe doll men 
Fit Combatants t’encounter thee in battle ? 
Know Charge thou warm’ft me 
With thy brave flame. Ilove thee Charge, and 
can 
Enjoy no reft, nor Neep, for taking care 
To provide thee quarrels : This happy hour 
Thou fhalt defeat one of the Kings enemies, 
Inland. Where is he, let him in | 
Seawit. If Lhave truth about me Charge, 
this is 
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The very point of time, wherein the Fo 
Threaten’d to approach! 
Inland. The Kings enemy {| Let me kifs 
thee Governor-——. 
Seawit, This morning I did incenfe the 
Dutch Captain 
To call you to account for ftriking him, 
And he hath fworn more oaths, then hours 
Patt fince, to fend him a challenge. 
T wonder ’tis not come ! 
Topfail. Farewel Sic Furious! Be rul’d by 
your Governor, 
And let your fellow fubjes live. 
Cable. And when you kill, kill Hares, and 
purlue Deer, 
There’s more fport in’t. 
Seawit. Let them alone, th’are Juftices of 
Peace, 
Inland. Rogues! Go tame Slaves : 
Your Swords are fitter for a Kitchin, then 
The War, they will ferve to roft Larks upon. 
Topfail. Away, thou fee’{t he’smad! I'll 
to the Lady 
Loveright, and purfue my hopes. 
Cable. Andi tomy Girl of Cheapfide. 
[ Exeunt Cable, Topfail. 
Seawit, This was th’ippointed place, ’cis 
{trange he is 
Not come, Ohe has fent it by his Boat/wain— 


Enter Dutch Boat{wain. 


Boatf. Ick heb cca brief veur den Englifh 
Ruler ! 

Seawit, Taw, yaw dit 2s de felve Ruller. 

He has a Letter for you Charge. \’ll enter- 
pret. 

Inland. A challenge in Dutch from the 

Captain 

I beat onthe Key. My bonny Burger how 

I affect thy Flanders Mettal. Read Gover- 
nor. 

Seawit. Englifbe Rullers warome hebb ghy 
myn up denCop gheflachen ? Ghy wete niet da- 
rome mot ghy fturone. So ghy willt accorderen 
wy mot up den Sea met We Scypen, vechten ghy 
[yat nock.een grooden Rutter, anders cen Schel- 
lum dit ts meen virendt ghet him te vele den 
plalfe en den tyte Ne mier 

Hans van Bumble. 
Thisis the fineft meddly of both Tongues 
Confus’d, that e’er I heard. 

Inland. What fays he Governor ? 

Seawit. Englifh Knight, why have you 
cond me o’er the Pate ? you know not : There- 
fore you muft dye. If you'll agree, that we 
fhall meet with feveral Ships, and fight ic out 
at Sea, you are {till a good Knight, otherways 
A Rogue. This is my Friend, give him toun- 
derftand the time and place, no more, 

Hans van Bumble. 

Inland. My honorable Haxs! my brave 

old Bumble, 
Why 


ake 


Why 1 do love thee more, then thou lov’lt 
Buteer ! 
I will embrace thylong loofe flopp, and kifs 
Thy drivell’d Beard, though drown’d in Bre- 
da Beere, 
Is this his Second, I'le fight with him too | 
Seawit. He'le be aboard his Captaines 
Ship !. Believe 
It Charge, you'le have a fhrewd fight on’t. 
Inland. No matter | itis the Kings Enemy, 
And let the Cannons roar, ’tis fit our Soules 
Pafs thorough a Smoak, ere they afcend the 


Clouds. 
I do begin to love him, whorfon Herring- 
eater, 
Who'd think that Fith would ftir up fo much 
mettall, 
Seawit. What fhall I fay unto this worthy 


Péere, 
Jn'and. Delire his Captaine meet me in 
this walke 
An houre hence, that we difcourfe friendly ; 
And then appoint both time and place. 
Seawit, Secht tot de Capitaine [o hy belieft 
Strachens hier comen, Hy [alt (er well ghtractect 
Wefin: en dan de tyt en den plate weten, 
This Dutch comes forth like Ireafon onthe 
rack ! 
Boat. Ick verftoe ye ick verftoe ye, Ghoden 
dach! [Exit Boatfen. 
Island. Governour, the World will eter- 
nife cur 
Friendfhio , I cannot chufe but kneel to thee. 
[ Kneels. 
This is the Kings Enemy , thou thalt lend me 
Thy Ship. Our amity 1s feal’d : no denial, 
Seawit, Rife Charge! ——DonotI know, 
thar if I rigs 
My Cochboat, and arme thee with a Birding- 
plece, 
Thou wilt beate him. 
Inland. 1, butthe Winds may take his part, 
and in 
Foule weither, What’s a Cock-boat to a Ship? 
Seawit. No more, we will difcourfe it as we 
walke. 
Here will be new vexationto rid me 
Of this requeft. 


Enter Nightingale. 


Night, My Lady, Sir, is much importunate 
To fpeak with you. 
Seawit, I fhall attend you to her, 
plots tlirring ? 
Come along Charge, thou fhalt board this 
Hollander, 
And lead him Captive through Staffard- 
Town. [ Exeunt omues. 
Al Curtain drawn by Dath (his Clerk) 
Trifle difcover'd in his Study, Papers, 
Taper, Seale and Wax before bim, 
Bell. 


More 


News from Plimouth. 


Trifle. Oare you come? ’Tis well, I was 
about 
To ring for you. 
Das. Your Clients wait, difpatch, Sir. 
Trifle. They come for news; Man’s na- 
ture’s greedy of it. 
We wife Men forge it; and the credulous 
vulgar 
Our Inftruments difperfe it, I have it for’em, 
News of all forts, and fizes. I have ftudy’d 
hard Daf, 
And from the general! Courants, Gazets, 
Publick and private Letters from all parts 
Of Chriftendome, though they fpeak contra- 
ries, 
Weigh’d and reduc’d ’em to fuch certainties, 
That I dare warrant “em authenticall. 
Under my hand, and feale, Captain, youare 
wellcome. 


Enter Topfaile. 


Topfaile. Your Friend Sir Solemne. 
Trifle. I fhall give you proofs, 
And reall ones, I am yours. I have wrote 
here 
Toone that will believe it firft, then vent it 
In the Tavernes of AZark, and cating Acada- 
mies, 
Frequented by the Gameltets, that you are 


Affar’d to my Lady Niece. 


Topfaile. Have you mov'd her for me, 


And got her grant ? 


Lrifle. No, | have not yet 
Spoke one word to her ; but be confident 
She’le make it good, rather then I, her 
Uncle 
Shall faffer in my credit, for reporting 
A thing which was not. 
Tcpfaile. Thisis a weak foundation, 
For me to build on, 
Trifle. It fhall pafs for news, 
And I will make ir true, this does appear 
{trange news 
To your Captainfhip, but yon fhall hear 
{tranger, 
And have it better’d too. 
Topfaile. Sure the Wind and noife 
He heard in my Ship, are humming in his head 
{till 
Trifle. Dao, call in Scarecrow, Zeale the 
wrong way, and Prattle, 
I will difpatch them firft. But for the gull 
[Exit Dath. 
Your Seawit put upon me, {think I have taken 
A full revenge. 
Topfaile, Pray you in what, Sir T7ifle ? 
Trifle. Lhave writ to a Merchant, and I 
know it will be publifht 
On the Exchange, that he and his Charge, Sir 
Inland 
Were baftinado'd onthe Key by a Dutchman, 


One Captain Bumble. 
T opfaile, 


Neewes from Plimouth. 


Top(aile. This is quite contrary , 
Bumble was cudgell’d, 
Trifle. No matter, fo it break 
His credit in the City, and undoe him. 
J have my ends. 
Topfaile. But, fay he call you.to accompt 
for’c? 
Trifle. 1 am not bound to anfwer him being 
a Jultice, 
And Duels too forbidden, 
*Twill bear no Action. 
Topfaile. The more the pitty, 
This Priviledges cowardize, to wrong true 
valour. 
Trifle. Give me leave, you trouble me, 
matters of more weight 
Areto be treated of. If you would acquaint 
your friends, 
And at the firft hand with the defignes of 
Exrope, 
Draw out your Table-books: 


Then in the Law 


Enter Dath, Scarcrow, Zeale, Pratle, 

Top/faile, What’s here, Kent-ftreet, 

Or Bedlam broke loofe? 

Trifle. Contemne “em not, they are ufefull 
To propagate my defignes , fet *em in file. 
Now hear with reverence. Scarcrow to you. 
You would know this Summers fervice? on 

my credit, 
(Though I grieve to report it) Rome is taken 
By the ships of Amfterdam , and the Pope 
himfelf ; 
To fave his life, turn’d Browaiff. Here's a 
Letter 
From the Matron of the Curtezans that con- 
firmes it. 

Scarr. Maylfwearthis? 

Trifle. And get more Charities by it 
From your little ruff'd Gezeva-Man, or Flem- 


ming, ; ; 

They being apt to believe that which they 

wifh for, 

Then by your lame-legg, or Paffe-port. 
Topfaile. The firlt truth he fpake to day. 
Trifle. Let me fee. Here’s fomething rarer 

But of undoubted truth. The Spanifo Feet 

That anchor’d at Gibralter, is funk 

By the French Horfe. 

Topfaile. Thisis rare indeed. 
Trifle. From Florence, 

All the Silk-wormes are dead, and an Edict 

made api? ; 

Unbenefic’d Minifters muft give o’re their 

Sattin, 

And Damask Caffacks , and weare Friers ha- 

bits : 

Punks muft not trade in Taffata’s; Serving- 


men ve 
Mut rip out the Plufh intrailes of their Live- 


ries 
And lay em up for their Mafters. From the 
Low-Conntries ; 
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Antwerp is plunder’d, Bruffels burnt, the Ca- 
non 
Brought before Lovaine , and the Prince of 
Orange 
Stands to be Emperour. 
Topfaile. The Emperout lives. 
Trifle. But is to die the Tenth of Ofober 
next, 
And he has it in reverfion. From F. rance, 
Rochel recover’d by the Hugonets, 
And the fifth of Puly laft; yes’tis the fift, 
The Cardinal Richelien as he flept in his Tent. 
Had his head cut cff with an invifible Sword. 
By the great Conftables Ghoft, : 
Topfaile. For fhame give over. 
Trifle. This is all that’s certain. 
Zeale. Antechrift is converted, 
Thatis enough, it will be joyfull tidings 
To the exil’d Congregation. 
Scar. May you lie long Sir. 
Trifle. How Rogue? 
ee, would fay, and like your Wor- 
ip. 
Trifle. 1 had forgot thee Prattle ; thou 
fhalt have thy dofe too. 
Venusand Mars are in conjun@ion, here 
I finde it, and fo often this drie year, 
That abe Wench unmarry’d, that knows 
an, 
Shall be feven times brought to Bed, and the 
Fathers name 
In Hebrew Characters, wrote on the Childes 
forehead. 
Prattle. No matter whofe the Father, fol 
have work, 
And eate the Groaning Pie, and drink, and 
talke 
Over the Goflips Bowle, health to your Wor- 
fhip. [Exeunt Dath, Scarcrow, 
Zeale, Prattle. 
Trifle. This morning was well fpent. 
Top(ailes It may ferve for Ling. 
For the Devils breakfaft, But what’s your 
end Sir Trifle ? 
Or the delight you take, if there be any 
In broaching thefe unpoflible untruths ? 
Trifle. Alls true I affure you. Can the 
Gazets lie? 
Or the Corants faile? or grant it fhould be 
falfe, 
It will give fatisfa@ion to the State, 
How the People ftand affected ; and for the 
pleafure 
Of publifhing certain varieties, you call lies, 
Ihave another for’t, But I'ledifpatch you 
With my Neece, then tell you further. 
Top(aile. Make that truth, 
Though you lie your whole life after, I regard 
not. [ Excunr. 


Enter Porter and Cable. 
Porter. Ys this the Houfe. 
Cable. Thy houle? the roof fo poor. ; 
An 
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And the infide fo rich! Impoffible. 
Come, tell me truly, though you built ir as you 
faid now 
By cheating the poor Mans box. 
you fteale 
This gorgeous furniture. 
Porter. Tis my brave guelts, Sir, _ 
Toentertain your Captainfhip. And if 
You wonder at this, ere long you'l be afto- 
night, 
Cable. 1 am already. Fortunes coming 
towards me 
Fafter then I durft hope for.I am a made Man, 
I feel’c with joy, this isno 12 penny Trade, 
That cozens the Marfhall, under a pretence 
Of felling Ale or Tobacco, or two penny Pa- 
{lies, 
Pari Catt, part Mutton 
Porter. How he ruminates. 
Cable. Itmult be fo, *tis fome rich wanton, 
that 
Hath heard of my flrong performance, and 
e’en longs 
To beare a Boy of my begetting, for 
The maintenance of the Sport. Gramercie 


Where did 


back, 

When drowth beggers Graziers, and much 
Rain poor Farmers, . 

Thou art a fure revenue. Ha thefe are not 
[ Atujick. 

The Scrapers of the Town, that fright mens 
{leeps, 

And are paid in Chamberlie, Say they fhould 
be the Mufitians 

Of the Lady Loveright, and the her felf come 
hither 

To prove if the report be true goes of me. 

I muft nor fear, nor hope too much. A 
Song too, 

Anda light note as live, 

Porter, Pray you lilten to it. 


A SIOUNEGE 
A Banquet brought ia, Carrack following. 


Hrice happy he, who cares laid by 
Tafts pleafare with variety, 
T hat knows, and feelingly the bli/s, 
To print a foft and melting kifs 
On his Saiats Lips, with that delight 
Not to be nam’d but in the night. 
Such joyes wife nature doth prefer, 
W hile fhe's our guide, we cannot erre ; 
The mifers gold, the painted cloud 
Of Titles, that make vain men proud , 
The Courtiers pompe, or glorious Scarr 
Gr by a Soldier in the Warr, 
Can hold no weight with hw brave minde, 
That ftudies to preferve Mankinde, 
Which cannot be unlefs [ome houres 
Be freely (pent wichia thefe bowers, 
Come boldly on then, fear not to begin 
That fight, which Jove himfelf held not afin, 


News from Plimouth. 


Cable. Beyond belief! I dreame fure | pre- 
thee give me 
A tweake by the Nofe, to affure me that I 
wake, 
Too hard you Rogue. 
Carrack, This thall come fofter to you, 
And print a wellcome on your Lips. [ Salute: 
Cable, Rare ! 
Once more I pray you. Here’s no Amber- 
gris 
To help the foulnefs of the Lungs , your 
breath is 
As fweet as my Mothers Red-Cowes. 
Carrack, Which you have kifs’d Sir, 
Cable. Every oneas he likes. You know 
the Proverb. 
A delicate Doxie, there’s fire in her eyes | 
A moift palme, which affures me that fhe will 
not 
Be fatisfy’d with a Kickfhaw. Venus affift me. 
If Ido not my labour truly at che firft, 
I am turn’d out of Service. 
Carrack, Pray you fit Sir. 
You are not merry. 
Cable. \’le laugh if you'le lie down: 
My appetite’s fharp. I have kept a long Lent 
Lady. 


I need not your Eringos, I bring em with me, 
Or I can find ’em here, fhall’s to’t ? 


LKiffing her. 
Carrack, To the Banket : 
That follows by degrees. Or if you pleafe 
We'le dance to ftirr our blood, 

Cable, Fie no, no dancing. 

Look on my Bulk, 1 was not buile for Ca- 
prin 
Vle rather fit. 

Carrak, Fill Sirrah. How? in a Thimble? 
When Lam to drink a health? A bigger Glafs, 
Tothe good fuccefs of the Fleer. 

Cable, 1 like this well. 
[ Pledges and drinks again, 
To my Pinnace Lady. 

Carrack, Is it well rigg’d ? 

Cable, And failes well. 

Carrack. You mutt not forget your friends. 

To every Ship 
A health, and then to bed. 
Cable. She’le make me drunk fure. 
Carrack, Ah Captain Flinch! 
Cable. Pray you let me found a parly, 
The Third Grape isfor Bacchus,not for Cupid. 
efides if lam drunck I thall get Wenches, 
And I know you would have a Boy. 
Carrack. Tis that] aime at, 
Cable. Hear mea word. You are rich? 
Carrack, My Neighbours fay fo, 
AndI have Lands. 
Cable. But held in Petticote tenure? 
Tam bold wich you Lady. 
Carrack, For that I effe@ you. 
Cable. 1 fee you can drink, and dance. Can 
you fing me afleep too? 
Carrack, 1 
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Carrack, I had rather keep you waking, I 

hate a Dormoufe. 

Cable. And you'le be private to me? 

Carrack, Vle know no manelfe. 

Cable. 1 am made for ever, and you’l in- 

dure my roughnefs? 

Carrack, The rougher the better. 

Cable, Let the Wind ftayin this quarter . 
Till all the victual be fpent, nay the voyage 

loft, 
Jam provided for. 
Let’s to bed Wench, 
We prate too long. 

Carrack, Stay Sir, there is one Ceremony 
To be obferv’d firft, and then all is perfect. 

Cable. What Ceremony ? 

Carrack, You mut Marry me. 

Cable. Matrya Whore? Ife be Eunuch’d 

firft. Ibegin 
To know that voice, and face. 

Porter. You have feen minetoo, 
Her difguis’d Porter, Sir. 

Cable. 1am fool’d on all fides. 

Carrack. Foole fot your felf, 1 do confefs 

love vou, 
But love you honeftly. 
Cable, There’s Wormwood in 
That wicked word honelty. 
Carrack, You'le find it wholfome Captain, 
When you have digefted ir. You may perceive 
J can take any fhape, or wayes to pleafe you, 
And can maintain both too. You fhall not 
build 

Upon uncertainties, as Dice or dead paies, 

Nor ftand in fear of the Commiffary my deare 
Cable, 

Nor talk of Monfters you have feen fn the 
deeps 

For a dinner Captain, nor {wear your felf in 
credit 

With your Woollen Draper, or make his Wife 
your Agent 

For fervice done, or to be done, you fhall not, 
if you marry me, 

And why fhould you refufe it ? 

My breath’s as fweet in an honeft Womans 
habit 

AsinaStrumpets, and my skin as fmooth, and 
when you pleafe 

May prove as well in Bed too, 

Cable. A tafte of it firft as thou art. 
Carrack, Nota bit Captaine. 

But if you do defire tobe ftill a rambler 

Till you are fo pepper’d, that you hate the 
fightof’c, 

And then become a prey to your Apothecary, 

And defe your Chirurgion, or perhaps 

Be praGis’d on in the Spittle, who can 
help it 

Both waies are markt before you, take your 
choice. 

Be honeft, and you may be rich, and 
happy. 
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Continue a Whoremonger , and you know 
what follows, 
You may confider, and fo farewell fweet Cap- 
tain. (Exit. 
Porter. You lookas you had labour'd hard, 
will you pleafe. 
To have a Cawdle Captain ? 1 have feen 
One like youin a Play, after hot fervice, 
Spoon it upon the Stage. 
Cable. Avant you Rafcall, 
What will become of me? no {port but on 
Such hard conditions? No meanes to take 


down 

My ai but a Prieft? Muft I be ho- 
ne 

Againft my will? And a Woman the firft 
Temptrefs ; 

To eate forbidden Fruit, to fright me 
from it ? 

Shall ee this, or that way? yet I 

nd 


My refolution wavering as the Winde, [ Exit. 
Enter Bumble, an Entlifs Skipper. 


Bumble, De Tenfill! wat wile tou Sechen, 
Skipper. Y cannot bear this Captain, 1 have 
renoune'd 
England this Ten year, and ferv'd in your 


meee 
Againtt my own Country, and fill thus us’d | 
Bumble. war is de Bot{: mareom comet hy 
atet | 
Skipper. Why Sir your Botfen delivered 
your Meffage, 
Tothe young Knight. 
Bumble. Yaw well? wat fecht deK night ? 
Skipper. Why Sir the Knight {peaks loving- 
ly, and defires 
To meet you a fhore, and thank you for 
your 
Challenge: and then he will appoint the 
time 
And coaftwhere you fhall fight ! This your 
Borfen 
Bad me tell you, who is now gone aboard 
To make things ready for the combat. 
Bumble. Ick, veiftoe. ich, veiftoe, Ick fall 
meet him on Schore. 
Mare you will oke veckten, allens de Rutter 
Is your Landfman. 
Skipper. 1 Sir, I'll help to kill him too, 
though we 
Are both born within a Musket-fhot, *cwere 


t 
I fhould lofe my Moneths pay elfe. 
Bumble, Dat is vele, dat is vele. 
Skipper, Yowle meet him a’fhore firft in 


the morning ¢ 
Bumble. Yaw, yaw, te morghen\ comt 'tis 
goet Englifoman. [Exennt. 


Enter 
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Enter Warwell (a Paper ia his hand) 


Warwell. Is this the Soldiers Character, that 
fhe 
Would have me imitate’? Death on my hopes ! 
1 am abus’d, markt out the pleafure and 
The triumph of her fcorne! 
Should I attend 
Her Laws, and by flow method and degrees, 
Raife yp to that perfection fhe enjoynes : 
Or this fri@ written Scedule intimates, 
I might marry her but fo late, that ir 
Were fit t’enter my Coffin, and her bed 
At once! I fear 1 am fupplanted by 
Some Rival dearerinher Eyes. This is 
The Chamber of retreat: where fhe doth ufz 
To wafte the hotter time of day in confe- 
rence, 
My Nature and my Manners muft confent 
A while, unlawfully tohide me here, 
That I may Siften andobferve. She comes. 
(He feeps behind the Hangings, 


Enter Loveright, Jointure. 


Jointure. Madam, 1 do acknowledge you 
the beft 
Remainder of our chiefeft blood, and by 
That title, and your former love, youowght 
To challenge my refpeéts: but not fo much 
As fhall reftraine the freedome of my heart. 
Loveright, ’ is no delight to me t’obferve, 
and chide 
Your guiltenefs, but when it doth proceed 
To falfehood, and hypocrifie, I muft fpeak. 
foyature. Speak all your knowledge and | 


| 


your wrath ; I fhall 
Have power to vindicate my felf. 
Loveright. Youwere the cautious Damfel 
that had read 
Moralitie, chatdov’d not with your Eyes, 
But with your braine, and were your heart 
not in 
Your tender breaft, butin your purfe: Thrift 
was 
Your chief defigne, and all your Lovers vertue 
was 
His Land Soldiers were tranfitory things, 
Fitcer to beget a Famine, then Children: 
That march o’re others Lands, but never 
: plough 
Their std 
Foineure. And what would this inferr ? 
Loveright. But little reputation unto you, 
Thatafter a!l thefe documents could traine 
Seawit a private meeting inthe Orchard : 
Although belov’d of me, and firft my choice, 
fointure. You have your Spies ? 
Loveright. Yes, Orchard Spies? forfooth. 


Whillt you are gathering unlawfull fruic: 


Warwell, Patience, behoid thou trivial god 


of Love, | 


A ftranger can imploy her envy, and 
Her ftrite, but Iam cancel’d in her fcorne. 


Enter Seawit. 
fointure.Here comes the Gentleman, if 
you can fhow 
Acharter to ingrofs the worthieft to 
Your felf, or by bis promife can affure 
Your intereft more {trong then mine, | will 
Difclaime my nuptiall hopes; and dance 
When Hymn celebrates your joyfull day. 
Loveright, Speak Six, and with the ferven- 
cy of truth, 
If to my Coufin here, you have ingag’d 
Th’affurance of your Jove, more then to me? 
Seawit. And is this the bufinels jam fent 
for ? 
Loveright. Is’t not of confequence enough? 
freely 
Declare your felf. I know your fpirit is 
Too noble'to d:fguife your thoughts, 
Fointure. And 1 with equal confidence , 
both of 
His vertue and his love, expect my doome. 
Seawit. D’you hear Gentlewomen, p:ck up 
your Ribbons, 
Your Lawne, your Pendants,and your Chains, 
with all 
The reft of your free Virginity Trinkets, 
and 
Get you gore out of the Harbor, or by 
This hght Vle plant my Ship againit your 
_ Houfe, 
And batter the Walls about your {mall Fares, 
Loveright. Sir, this ts ftrange, I am not 
guilty of 
Your anger, 
foimture. Nor 1, your own heart can 
witnefs. 
Seawir, Were you never beaten? never 
for flealing 
Conferves ? never fwadled for lofing vour 
Sleve {ilk , or making your work foule at 
Tent-ftitch ; 
Never for picking P!ums out of Mince-Pies, 
Or breaking o’your Lures through negli- 
gence. 
Had neither of you an old Grandmother 
With afhort Ebon-flaffe, that us’d to beat 
you 
For thefe faults ? Sure, had you been ever 
beaten 
You would nor dare to ufe me thus, 
foieture. This was not wont to be ; your 
envy Madem 
Hath thus incens’d andalter’d himto me. 
Loveright. My envy ? In thy own falfe breaft 
feek for 
The guilt with which thou ftriv’ft to flander 
me. 
I know chy arts, but I will lay my felf 
And fortunes at his feet ’ere thou fhalt have 


him, 
Warwell, 
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wearwell, Lcannot hold! Hear me fantaftick 
Maid | ; 
Seawit- What another new Jiggto the old 
tune ! 
Warwell. 1 now am learn‘d in all thy falfe- 
hood, and 
Thy fcornes, th’are fuch perhaps as may per- 
plex ' 
Anothers love , now they are ftir’d with 
mine 
Know chou haft vex’d my nature, till’c begin 
To rellith of the Devill, for all che Joyes 
J feel, is hope of fellowfhip in my 
Tormenting paines. Your Darling here may 
fuffer too. 
Seawit. Excellent good! A male Confpi- 
rator. 
Warwell. Though you have fool’d me toa 
vaine deftruction of 
My Mony, and my Books, my Land’s itill left, 
With which I fhall endow one better try'd 
Tn conftancy. 
Loveright. Thisisa rudenefs, Sir, 
Not fic for to be forgiven, thus to intrude 
Into my privacies, butI’le divorce 
Me from your light, let me behold you here 
No more. For you falfe Coufin, be you 
fure 
You are but little welcome to my Company, 
Therefore divide the Houfe’, this part is 
mine. 
Fointure. Mine the remoteft from your 
eyesandfight, 
[ Exeunt Loveright, Jointure, /everal wages, 
Warvell You Sir have the felicity to weare 
The Garland, and difdainittoo. You fee 
The Ladies ftrive who fhall be firft preferr’d 
Unto your choice, whil’ft my poor wreath is 
Willow ! 


ACT. 


rr 


Seawit. Of what Province I pray are you’ 
What Bridegroome 
Are you? or what Kings Son that you fhould 
think 
I am oblig’d to bear this familiarity ? 
You weare no Petticoat for priviledge ! 
Warwell. \thank youSir! and yet J {circe 
believe 
That you will make the Lady yours, and me 
So tame, to be your merriment : 
You fhall not carry her 
With fo much eafe, . 
Seawit. Agen! In good Faith hold your 
tongue 
Or I fhall run my Hilts between your teeth. 
Warwell. You can be angry then, fome 
comfort yet 
That “3 hath plac’d her Love on one dares 
ht : 
Whofe res makes him fitto render me 
A fatisfa@ion for her vanities. 
fae You durft not be fo merry fure, but 
that 
The houfe and Women muft not be difturb’d. 
Warwell, Still pleafant with your fortune! 
Goe meet me 
If that thy Title, or thy Blood, dare prompt 
Thee to’t, ith’ Meadow Weltward to the 
Sea, 
Single, and guarded as thou art. 
Seawit. Lead on the way. Thy f{cornes 
are fit to be 
Rebuk’d. Thou noble Planet of the Day 
Showred when thou declin’ft, as thou didft 
Weare 
My anger in thy looks, thou being fet 
May’ft proudly rife unto the publick view 
Agen, but one of us or both, before 
Thy light is loft, fall fink, and rife no mote. 


V. 


Enter Cable , Letters in his hand. 


Cable. Hefe come from London fure, I 

know no part 
| O'th’ Realme, allowes me a 

Friend, or Enemy, 

Bat that unlucky Town ; where now, tis dead 

Vacation too, atime of great Calamity 

With younger brothers, Men o’th Camp, and 

the 


Diftrefs’d Daughters of old Eve, that lie 
Windbound 
About Fleet- Ditch. 
Enter Porter. 


Porter. What, In your melancholly Fit 


agen? [Steps afide. 
Cable. They are from Creditors, would I 
were valiant 


Enough to open e'm : 
To my noble Friend be 
Captain Cable , this Superfcriptionis 
The kindeft ; and Seal’d with a Farthing too ; 
That were enough to fright a poor mans au- 
gurie—— 
Sa, fa, courage, [Opens a Letter 
Porter, Thefe dumps are dolefull, 
Dle goe fetch my Miftrefs to him, [Exits 
Cable.Hum,forborne you above feven years-« 
hum, promis’d ; 
With Oaths to pay melaft Cales voyage---hum 
Never drounk for my Worthip hum. 
Three of my Children 
Lie fick of the Meafles—— hum——but one 
bunch of Turnips 


Among 
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Among Twelve of us this four days —Hum— 


my Sheers 

And my Wives beft Kirtle at Pawn —Humi— 
commit 

My ‘felf to your Confcience —Hum- your 
Friend as you 


Wie him Gregory Thimble. 
Enter Carrack. 


Carrack. J hope he’s at his Prayers! 
Indeed Se eROl isa good fign 
Of Contrition, in Men that drink much, 
Cable. Here are two Lamentations more, 
to the 
Same tune. Were Hannibal alive, and thefe 
Diregted to hin, he would not have the 
Heart 
To open’em. O thefe are bitter Pills! 
[ Pats up the Letters, 
And now for AZarmalad to clofe the ftomack 


up; 
This anne had news of a fiery Cutler 
That will greet me with a Ne exeat Regnum. 
Carrack, Juft fach a fad Man was my Hus- 
band wont 
To bein’s youth, when he receiv’d Letters 


From London ! and facd me out ftill, they. 


came 
To borrow Money: Poor City-Souls, they 
c fent 
But for their own. 
Cable. There’s no returningto Town with- 
out Money, 
Unlefs Icould move underground. 
For though I know each Lane 
And Alley, fitfor Ambufh, or Retreat; 
Yetthe Serjeants know me better, Full many 
A fad gripe have I had onthe Left-fhoulder, 
And in the Kings nametoo. Fine Rogues, to 
ufe 
The Kings name to him, that has none of’s 
Coyn ! 
Well, I muft turn chafte, marry my dear 
Widow, 
And be rich! No remedy ! 
Carrack, Good morrow Captain ! I am 
come to feek 
You out ; asd know how far you are re- 
folv’d 
In the main point. Youunderftand me Cap- 
tain ? 
Cable. Widow! Would *twere Sunday 
Widow ! 
Carrack, And why,I pray? 
Cable. Yhat we might have clean Linnen, 
Freth Nofegays ; 
And go hear Exercife. I know you love 
To frequent the filenc’d Parties, let but 
Their Lungs hold out, and I’itfiften tillmy 
Ears ake. Sirrah, Widow, thounever knew’ft 
A Rogue fo fuddenly reclaim’d. 
Carrack, Icis glad tidings Sit ! 
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Cable. No more drinking now? I will un- 
dertake 
To walk throughour all the Sandy hot De- 
farts 
OF Barbary, with one Flagon o’ Water. 
Alas ! The Dew’s enough to fatisfie 
A temperate Man, fo he travel by night, 
And with his Mouth open, And for whoring, 
If my example fhould proffer, and reclaim 
The finners of this Town; there's many 
A poor Juftice of Peace will get but little. 
Carrack. You are ftrangely alter’d, 
Cable. \tis tootrue. 
Would{t thou believ't ? I was about lat nighe 
To fellmy Trumpets, and in their ftead, buy 
A pair of Virginals, thou know’itit is 
The mek precife harmony. As for my Fea- 
ther, 
Here, take it, and {tuff Pillowbers . it is 
A vain wearing, argues fin, and a light head} 
Carrack, \s’cpollible, you can be fo pre- 
cife ? 
Cable. This day Pil curoff my Main Maft, 
and for 
No other reafon, but becaufe methinks 
It looks likea May- pole. 
Carrack. 1 can but wonder and rejoyce. 
Cable. Widow I'll marry thee! Let chat 
fuffice, 
Go buy a Wedding Ring ; and doft thouhear: 
Lay out Money, here are Billsof Exchange | 
Newly come from London, will difcharge all— 
[ Pulls out’s Letters. 
Carrack, Areall thefe Bills of Exchange? 
Cable. All but fome few Poftfcripts of 
news. 
Carrack, It is no news Captain. 
Cable. What isno news Widow ? 
Carrack, That yoy ow Money! Know Sir, 
there is now 
Arriv’d, a fhort Hair’d, fmall Notch’d-mef 
fenger, 
That calls himfelf an Apprentice, he rails 
Apain{t your Captainfhip, and fays you ow 
His Matter Money, and thofe Letters come 
From others too, that fuffer in the fame canfe. 
Cable. Doft thounot know Widow, Men 
of Courage, 
Will ow Money. 
Carrack. ’Tisevident. But what (I pray) 
are your debts, 
Cable. 1am no Arithmatician (Widow) I 
cannot tell 
To a juftfcruple. 
Carrack. But you may neerly guels. 
Cable. About a Hundred, or aThoufand 
pound | 
Carrack, No Land, nos Living, Captain, 
yet ow 
A Thoufand pound? 
Cable, Thefe are filly examinations | Go,go, 
Put on clean Linnen Widow, and let’s<o 
Church, 


Carrack- 
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Carrack, You did confider Sit; and mutt 
not I 
Have refpite to confider too? 
Cable. Vil follow, ; 
And fhake thefe thoughts out of her Head; 
his hopes 
Are atthe lat gafp, that gives a Widow 
Leave to confider. . [Exennt. 


Enter Inland, Bumble, Englifh-Skipper. 


Inland. Ah my belov’d Bumble, thy kind- 
nefs hath 
Converted my heart to Butter, ir melts too. 
Good Friend, 
Render this to him in elegant Dutch, 
Eng. Skipper. Verffat ye de Rutter Capitaine. 
Bumble Taw, yaw, Ick verftoe: Ick hebb 
eer true heart. 
Maer warome bebt hy myn fo liefe # 
Eng. Skipper. He would know why you love 
Rim, Sir, confidering 
Your quarrel is depending ftill! 
Inland, For his valor tell him ’caufe he will 
fight : 
My Countrey-men fcaroe know what it doth 
mean, 
Good kind, meek Souls, they'll {trait be recon- 
cil’d ! ; 
Defire him we may joyntogether in _ 
A Flanders hugg , embracing courfly, like 
Two lofty Younkersof the Hague. 
Eng, Shipper. He underftands you Sir——— 
{Inland azd Bumble embrace. 
Inland. 1am the fervant of your Dog Bam- 
ble ! 
Bumble. Ick bynzare Hunt foot—— 
Inland. Hoondsfoot ! What’s that? 
Eng. Skipper. Why Sir, he is your Dogs Leg. 
Inland. How | doft thou complement old 
Flornderkin ? 
t mof kifs it : Bufs me Bumble, 1 fay bufs— 
[They kifs, 
Bumble, Maer wee mot noch vechten. 
Inland. Yes, yes; we will fight too, Bumble, 
Heaven willing ” 
1 will cut chy Throat for all this, and throw 
Thee over-board! among thy kinred,Habber- 


dine, ; 

And Ling ; who fhall meet thee fome four 
days hence 

Ten fathom deep: But firft I’ve a fute to 


thee, 
Tell him my Governor plays thie falfe friend, 
HewillnotlendmehisShip. 
En. Skipper. Hy en koat miet cen Shipp kveghe. 
Inland. Therefore, if he pleafe, we'll en- 
counter like ; 
Two valorous angry Hertings, and fight fwim- 


ming, ; 
In any Sea-coaft that he will name. 
Bumble. Ick verftce | Mar ick, met in cen 
Skipp veckger. 


29 
Eng. Skipper. You muft excufe him, Sir, he 
cannot fight 
Without a good Ship tinder him. 
Inland. Tell him he hath two now in his 
command, 
I'll berrow one, and Man it with my Faulkneré 


| Huntfmen, and my Women. 


Babble. Nitn,nien, dat mat niet we[en. 
Eng. Skipper. He will not part, Sir, with his 


Ship, 
Inland. Bumble, if you have no curtefie, 
Bumble, 
1 will make bold with your body here! Take 
that———. [Kicks him. 
And for more folace that —; and that for old 
reckonings. 


Bumble. Ick fall mect you at Sea veu¥ all. 
Inland. Veh’ mean time a kick or two more 
on fhore 
Is not amifs-—— And Countrey-man, be- 
caufe 
You take pay under him, thus I falute 
Your Hanches 
Bumble, Ick fall meet you at Sea 
Eng. Skipper. J,or in Amboyna, thete you 
fhall {wing for’e, 
Inland. Marchon! Imuftkick youto your 
Cock-boat. [Exeunt. 


Enter Topfail, Porter, like a Purfuiant. 


Topfail, But art chou fure he holds little 
power 
Over his Niece: 
__ Porter, That little istoo much, Sir, 
He hath none at all, Hemay pretend fhe ows 


him : 
Refpects as to her Uncle, but I have heard 
Her Woman, Miftrefs Nightingale, (and the 


is 

The Key of het Ladies Secrets ) fwear het 
honor 

So hates her tedious babting, that fhe would 
part with 

A good round fuim to have affurance, not 

To be aftli@ed with it but once a quarter. 

Topfail. That way may do her fervice. But 

art chou perfe@ 

In my directions ? 

Porter. \f Imifs my kue, 
Let me forfeit my reward. 

Topfail. Stand clofe, and when 
T hold my hand up thus, rufh in upon him, 
And do thy office. 

Porter. With as much rudenefs Captain, 
Asa drunken Beadle drags a kneeling Begger 
Tothe Houfe of CorreStion, 

Topfail. He appeats, I'll have fome fpore, 

though I lofe the Lady. Sir Solessmé 
Trife Y 


Enter Trifle. 
Met to my with Ihave difpatch’d my Letters 
¢ 
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To my friends in London, prefuming on your 
promife, 
1 fhall have your Neece. [ Porter ajide. 
Trifle. Pray you give meleave. 
Topfail. Nay more, 
Thave difposd of my Ship too. 
Trifl. Hear me, | pray you. 
Topfail. 1 build my confidence upon your 
credit, 
And if I fall, you perifh in my ruines. 
Imagine, Sit, how monftrous ’twill appear 
If a grave Jultice, add to that a Knight, 
Of fuch a reverend Beard, the Oracle 
Of Wifdom to his Brothers of the Bench, 
Nay their fill open Mouth, a Statefman too, 
Thre holds iotelligence in all the Courts 
Of Chriftendom, and from that frames his 
Counfels ; 
I fay, if fach an eminent Man fhould fail 
Jn hisaffarances of a Ladies favor, 
His Neece, and one he may command, that 
will not 
Hazard the reputation of her Uncle, 
But with her own lofs carefully preferve it, 
Who will give credit to your Hand and Seal, 
Touching occurrences far off? And therefore 
For your own fake, Sir Solemne,do me right, 
Or you are like to fuffer.- 
Trifle. 1confefs ic 
An irrepairable lofs. Now give me leave 
To make you underftand, with what difcre- 
tion, 
Art, judgment, Language, elegance of phrafe, 
I have proceeded for you. 
Topfai!. Briefly I pray you. 
Trifle. 1 went co her, and at the firft re- 
ceiv’'d 
Sfisht entertainment, then I came uzon her 
With my rhetorical fourifhes, fee you off 
Inthe fullheight of luftre, nay, obferve 
How much I ventur’d for you. [affur’d her 
Upon my credit, That the next employment 
You fhould be chofen Admiral, then bring in 
The King of Spains Plate Fleet, and for the 
fervice 
Should be made an Earl, 
Topfail, 1am bound to you. 
Trifle. And yet, 
Do you think fhe would believe me 2 
Topfail. She had little ~ reafon. 
wrought it onher 2 
Trifle, Nothing as [ live, all was caft away, 
nor give To’er fo, 
But urg‘d authority, and told her plainly 
hier Uncle was a Second-Father to her, 
And fhe bound to obey him. 
Topfail. What, reply’d fhe ? 
Trifle. The Girl laugh’d at me, flung away, 
and will’d me 
Toteach my Clerk Daf his trade, fhe was 
old enough 
To govern her own affairs, 
Topfaél. Does this fruit grow 


ee 


What 
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On the Tree of your Affurances ¢ 
T rifle, Captain Top/ail, 
Preferve my reputation. Recal _ 
Your Letters by a Winged Poft. 1’! bear 
The charge, and undergo what lofs foever 
You fuffer’din the pirting with your Ship, 
Dear Sir, be good to me. I would not be taken 
Ina lie for my eltate. 
T opjail. You {peak fo honeftly, 
That trothI could forget it ; but fuppofe 
I fhould, I fear yet, you'll be call’d unto 
A ftri@ accompt for the other news, to which 
You have fet your Hand and Seal, and pab- 
lifh’d them 
By your fubordinate Minifters. 
[Holds up has hand. 
Within Porter. Break ope the Doors. 
[ Porter within. 
Dl have him, if he be above ground, though 
I raife the force of the County. 
Trifle. I begin to quake all over. 
Porter. Ah! Lam glad Ihave you. 
Sit Solemne Trifle,in the Kings name,] charge 
you 
T’obey my Warrant. 
T opfail, Ufe him gently Purfuivane, 
Remember he’s a Jultice, anda Knight, 
He’ll put in Bail. 
Porter. Bail will not ferve, he mutt 
And fhall along with me prefently: T’ll nor 
take 
A Jury of Jultices for his appearance, 
Trifle. 1am undone. 
Porter. Itis akind of treafon. 
Trifle. Ay me! 
Porter, He hath put the Kingdom inan up- 
roar 
About his news, under his Hand and Seal, 
Topfail. Sir Solemne, | forefaw this. 
Porter. Scarcrow and Zeal 
Have kifs’d the Whipping-Poft, and your 
Goflip Prattle, 
Hath tafted of the Rack for venting of 
Your trumperies, and the Rack will make him 
yield 
A reafon why he holds intelligence 
Without Commiffion , and with Foreiga 
Princes. 
You muft and fhall go Sir. 
Trifle. O Trifle, Trifle! 
What hath thy Pen, and Wifdom, brought 
thee too. 
Topfail. Hewill go quietly,tie not his Legs 
Under his Horfes belly. 
Porter. AsI fee caufe Sir. 
Trifle. AmI cometothat, hearme, lama 
Traytor- 
In the higheft degree. If e’er I had intelli- 
gence 
But from Play-houfes, and Ordinaries, and 
fometimes ae 
Courants, Cazets, and Ballads, thofe were the 
Undoing Spirits Iwork’d by. [Weeps. 
Topfaite 


ae ere eeees 
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Topfail, 1 believe him Pray Heaven they do notficht. . 
Troth. Mr. Purfuivant, his fault may be : 4 sj a 
Thought greater, then perhaps ic is, and if Enter Seawit, Warwel in their Shirts. 

A hundred pound in prefent pay, may teach Stand at difkance. 

you 
The Att of Connivance, do not fee him till Seawit. This Ground is equal tous both, 
He hath fu’d out his pardon. or if ‘ 

Porter. 1 fhallrun - | Your better eyes can finda diffrence in 
A dangerous hazard. Afcent, you have the liberty of cho‘ce. 

Topfail. This is certainty, wWarwel. Vike my ftation Sir, and you muft 
Give it him! fay, joya 

Porter. For my fecurity Some Fortune to your Strength, tomove me 
He mutt in{tantly leave the Town. hence, 

Top(ail. Befides the Warrant Seawit. You areas merry Sir, as if you 


There’s a neceflicy for that, 
Trifle. How Captain? 
Topfai'. Seawit, 1 know nothow, h’ath 
heard of rhe wrong 
You did him to his Marchant, and he hath 
vow'd Unto your face, is yourimpediment, 
To pull out your tongue, and cut off yourright | You may remove, and wear himon your back, 


thought 
hand, Seawit. Your ceremonies, Sir, are trouble- 
No lefs will ferve him. fome. 


Of nothing but a triuniph, 
Warwel. Our weapons have one meafur’d 
length: If you 
Believe the oppofition of the Sun 


Trifle. Vilrather goavith the Purfuivant, | I love his Beams, if they can fee me faint, 
Porter, And be rack’d to death. * Tis fit they punifh me 
Trifle. What fhall I do ? With Everlafting Night, Prepare your fel 
Topfail. Steal clofely 
Out of the Houfe, vanifhas ina Mitt 
That way. Nota fyllable : on mine Honor 
[Exit Trifle. 
There’s no Sir Solemne here. So, you are paid 
for 
Your Ship. 
Porter, The beft tharever Porter was Sir. 
Top(al. This will 1 hope take off his edge 
of lying, 
And frighc him to tell truth. Now forthe Lady. 
[Exeunt. 


Enter Loveright, Joynture, Cartzck, Nigh- 
tingale, toSeawit and Warwel, Toptail 
and Cable following. Loveright and 
Nightingale ,anging on Warwel, Joyn- 
ture and Cable on Seawit. 


Seawit. Who have we here ? 
Wermcel. Your Land-plot Captain Seawit 
To fetch you off 2 
Seawit. Your ftudied ftratagem, warwel, 
With your Confederate Lady wes, you bad 
paid elle 
For your part of the jearing Scene, 
Warwel. \fhall forget 
Civilicy, and Manners, if you perfift chug. 
Have you firft caft me off ? abus’d my fer- 
vice ? 
Then hold me while your Gallant cuts my 
Throat? 
Carrack. Do you think to fright me with 
your naked weapon P 
My Husband was 
A Captain, yet when he has drawn upon me 
In’s drink, I have made him fheath his wea- 
pon, and 
Repent he drew it on me. 
Cable, Here’s a fine medley. 
Seawit. We cannot do that which we came 
for, Sir, 
We muft wait another hour, and till then 
truce, [Puts up his Sword, 
Silence becomes Menbeft, when Women talk, 


That muft refule upon your felf. warwel. 1 follow the example. 

Loveright. Within there Ho ! My Coach, Seawit. What newdevice 

Foynture. Some call the Captains to afli{tus | Succeeds this, Madam AZarchpain ? Where- 
fore come yo w? 


Enter Loveright, Joynture, Night ngale, 


Loveright. Mifchief and fhame upoa thy 
filent Tongue? 
hy didit not tell me this before ? 
Nightingale. Though { o’erheard their 
quarrel (Madam) [ 
Believ’d they would proceed no further, then 
In words, but ’tis too certain, they were feen 
Jutt now hafthing tothe Field. 
Loveright. Quickly my Coach | In the ad- 
joyning Meadow, 
Weltward to th’Sea,did they appoint to meet ? 
Nightingale. That was the place they 
nam’d. F 
Loveright. You have enflam’d this anger 
(Cotin) by 
Perfwading emulation in their love. 
foynture. You wrong me (Madam) witha 
calumny 


hither ! 
thither ie 
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And youher compeer? If you would both be 
cur’d 
Of the Green Sicknefs, and from me take Phy- 
fick, 
Fall to it prefently, and fcratch one another 
Till you have torn off the Paint, and flefh 
together. 
Tit have no other fee. Iammad fuch baubles 
Should fteal away my patience. When will it 
fpeak e 
Hath it loft its Tongue ? Borrow an inch or 
two 
Of its Uncle Sir Solemne, 
Loveright. Ha! ha! ha! Isicangry? 
Or its pleafant wictied up, andcurn’d to rail- 
ing ? 
tes e. Shall we put one Purl of our 
Gorgets out of order 
For fuch a face ? 
Loveright. Or fight, or feratch, for a quib- 
lin 
A part ot your Revenue? 
Carrack. Or lrun mad, 
If 1 marry not this great Belly? or forfwear 
fleeping, 
If it be not made my Pillow? 
Cable, Jambrought in too. 
Loveright. But to be ferions. 
warwel. Which you cannot be. 
You have it notin your Nature, fickle Lady. 
Loveright. Be your own Judges for I'l! 
fpeak my thoughts 
Toall, and freely. But Iam interrupted. 


Enter Inland. 


Quiet this ftorm, and I will give you reafon 
For what we do, or have done. 
[Seawit, Warwel, Cable, Topfail, 
confer the yromen, fiep afide. 
Inland. None kill’d yet ? 
I have heard of the quarrel, and I will make 
one, 
I care not on which fide. Ha! How comes 
this, 
Three Women ‘gainft four Men! It muft be 
fo. 
J have readin Errant Books of fighting Ladies, 
And thefe no doubt are fuch, and I love ’em 
for’t. . 
They are difarm’d, the Men have got the day, 
And J ftand bound to refcue ‘em. 
Seawit. Second me twill do. 
Cable. We'll put him tort, and try his tem- 
per. 
Island, You have been my Tutor, now I 
will be yours. 
You have wrong’d thefe Ladies, and my honor 
binds me 
To teach you better manners. 
Seawit. Thou weak Compound 
Of clownery andrafhnef, that ne’er knew’ ft, 
Andart paft teaching what true Valoris : 
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Bridle yourtongue, or I muft tell you Boy, 
You will be whipr. 
Inland. Boy ? I defie thee, 
Topfail. Stay Sir, 
Be not fo hot, I muft have fome cool words 
with you. 
You have been faucy, and from my forbear- 
ance 
Grown infolent. I'll put you to the teft, 
Fall off, and inftantly, or 1’ll beat you to 
A place to do me right. 
* Inland. Beat me, lead on. 
Cable. We rouft not partfo. You Cub, rit 
make you feel 
You are not'now amongft your Tenants Sons, 
Swaggering ata Wake, in your own Village, 
Or OB Ney a May-pole from your Neigh- 
OFS 5 
But with fuch Men, asif you dare but feratch, 
Can pare your Nails tothe Stumps, and fpoil 
your clawing. 
Inland. Three againft one, *tisfoul play. 
Warwel, Thou art not wotth 
The anger of one Boy that has true mettal, 
Or courage in him. Your love quarrelling, 
Be itright or wrong, and fighting as you fay 
too. 
But look upon thy Sword. 
Topfail. Or frown, 
Seawit. Calt Lots 
Who thaltdo the drudgery of cudgelling him: 
Cable. You fhall part with the name of fue 
rious, and from henceforth 
Be call’d Tame Inland. 
foynture. How they aw him, 
Inland, Cow me with odds? Were your 
number ten times doubled, 
I would not budg. Ladies ftand fair, you fhall 
Perceive I am not aw’d, nor tongue-tied. 
Tutor, 
For my bringing up, I will difpatch you firft ; 
At your great Belly next. I willfpoil your 
Pipe too. 
And you fhall find I dare fook on my Sword 
When I prick your Guts with’t. Come one by 
One, or all 
Together, | care not. 
Cable. Sure the Devil’s in him. 
Topfail. You mutt take another eourfe. 
Seawit. Vil rather fuffer, 
Then part with fuch a Charge, 
Warwel, 1 do recant. 
Seawit. Thou fhalt be 
Our Admiral. 
Topfail, And kill the Kings Enemies 
By douzens. 
Cable. Be but reconcil’d. 
Inland. \ am 
Upon thefe terms, but let me have enow 
Kings enemiesto kill. 
Seawit. Thou fhalt my Charge. 


Enter 


NU ews from Plimouth. 


——» 
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Enter Boat{wain. 


Boatfw. Aboard, aboard, the Wind {tands 
fair, 
One fent too from the Admiral to command it. 
Cable. How | the Wind turn’d Weltward ? 
» Topfail. Tis! the Rack runs that way. 
Seawit. Conftantly. No ftay then 
Your Lenvoy Ladies, 
Loveright. \will not hinder 
Your voyage with long difcourfe. This is the 
Man, 
For whofe wifht Gght, with fome doubt to 
mine honor. 
I came to Plymouth, having had intelligence 
Four days before he had fet Foot in Holland, 
And was bound hither, You had fuclienter- 
’ tainment, 
As I could give you : Other accidents 
Were but to pafs time, I am ferious Sir, 
And allimperious humors of a Miftrefs 
Caitby, Ithus embrace youas a Husband, 
And as fuch, will obey you, — 
Seawit. Heaven give you joy, Sir. 
Warwel. This fatisfies forall, and if you 
pleafe, 
Here ends our difference. 
Seawit. °Tismy delire, Sir. 
Foymtnve. One word with you Sir. I fhall 
{till report you 


A Noble Gentleman, and am fo chang’d 
With your behavior, though you want a fors 
tune, 
At your return l’il make you one, and do it 
A lawful way. 
Seawit, 1kifs your hand, and feal my felf 
Your Servant. 
Cable. Now Widow, what’s your doom 
Of me ? Shall I ftay at home, 
Or weigh up Anchors and be gone? 
Carrack, Get honor, 
And bring homea rich Prize , like my other 
Husband, 
And you fhall have his place. Yet though you 
thrive not 
But come home ne’er fo poor, forfwear your 
whoring, 
And I am your Wife; and to encourage you 
toit, 
Give a particular of your debts, I’il pay’em, 
You fhall come home a free man. 
Cable. By this kifs I thank thee, 
I'll prove fuch a notable Husband. 
Seawit., All ftands yet in fuppofition, 
Topfail. 1 may find a Wife too 
At my return, till when Honor’s my Miftrefs. 
Seawit. Our Navy now puts forth to Sea, 
and if 
You wifhus a good voyage, we fhall find 
Our new trim’d Sails fill’d with a profp’rous 
Wind. [ Exeunt. 


Epilogue by Sir Furious. 


FE” your own fakes (dear Heurts) you had not | Good faith I’ mow you off with my fhort Sword, 
beft 


Believe my Rage, or Humor fo oppreft 

T'th’ heat of the laft Scene, as that you may 
Freely, and fafely too, cry down our Play? 
For if you dare but whisper one falfe Note 
Here inthe Houfe, or paffing totake Boat, 


Gentleman , Sqnire, Knight, Lady, and hr 
Lord, 

with Confcience too, for fince. my Mettal lies 

Still to deffroy yours, and our Enemies. 

Can Ido le{s (be your own Fudges) when 

Tou lay fad P lots to begger the Kings Mem 


The 


am 


The Dittrefles. 


The Perfons of the Play. 


Androlio Son to the Governor. 

Bafilonte ——_ A NebleMan of Cordua, 

ORSAY \ Sons to Bafilonte, but unknown to each other, 
Dorando ( 

Balthazar — ~ Brother to Claramante. 

Leonte ——— His Brother, a Hot-{pirited Gentleman. 
Gonfa lvo Friends to Balthazar, 

Argilo = 

Orco— ——— A Merry Gentleman, Friend to Azdrolio. 
Surgeon 

Servants —— 

Muficians —_—— 

Bravo s 

Amiana 


Daughter to Baftlonte, 


Claramante — Orgemons Miftrefs. 


Marilla 


pea eNar 


fe OE] Eb 


An Old Woman, 


CLOsKeDaO A: 


SiG ER Ne Er. 


Enter Argilo, Gonfalvo, Dorando, Balthazar, Surgeon , (who binds 
up Balthazar’s Wound.) 


Argilo. Ring Lights ! More Lights | And 
fet a guard upon 


The Gates: Be fure none enter 
here, but thofe 
W! 0 are ally’dto us? 
Gonfalvo. Send unto th’Governor , 
treat him that 
His Officers take care the people be 
Difperc’d that throng about the houfe, though 
fome 
Are foill natur’d, that they take the pains 
Ot hafPning hither co fee mifchief, yet 
Ochers are worle naturd, and come to do 
it. 
Dorando. Vice, Famine, and miftaken Zea] 
confume ’em ? 
How their wife courages affect to gape 


En- 


On danger, when themfelves ftand fafe ? Brave 
Sir, 
How do you feel your wound ? 
Balthazar. 1 am oblieg’d unto your valor 


ir, 
Which doth no lefs deferve my wonder, then 
Your courtefie my praife; for admire 
A ftranger fhould ingage his youth, and life 
To fomuch hazard, where he neither knew 
The perfons, nor the caufe, 

Doran, \f{aw you were 
DaitrefPd with numbers Siz, T could not think 
My honor well difpos’d, tillic was throughly 
Inclin’d to make you fafe, Your wound (I 

hope ) 

Gives you no fence of inward ficknefs ? 

Bal, A meer feratch ? 


My 
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My fervants over- diligence, and this 

Tame pofture ina Chair, are ways to make 

It feem much greatér then it is. 

Argilo, Colin, 

I pray fit ftill ! Although your wound be 
flight, 

Your motion may unbindic, ahd I know 

No blood belonging to our family, but is too 
good to lofe. 


Enter Clatamante. 
Gon(a. Look there, your {iftet Claramante, 


Sir, 
Is hurried hither by her loving fears. 
Clar. My Brother Balthazar ! 
How have my vows mifcarry’d thus of late ? 
Or are my fins more powerful then my pray’rs 
That all my imporcunities to Heaven 
Are loft. I’ve oftner beg'd your fafety, then 
Mine own. 
Balt. Deat Claramante, were dead, 
Men that ftood by and faw thofe tears would 
chide 
You fortoo great expence of grief, knowing 
Your health and beauty moft concern the 
World. 
T feel a greater danger from 
Your forrow, then my wound. Truft me, I 
am well. 
Clar. Our City fam’d forGovernment, is 
b 
Thefe eh Riots and Diforders, grown 
Lefs fafe then Galleys, where révolied Slaves 
Inchain thetr Officers. 
Balt, This (iter isth’unruly feafon, when 
Young raging Lovers meet their Rivals in 
The dark , but [as little know mine enemy, 
As guefs the caufe of his malicious wrath, 
That noble ftranger doth deferve your thanks 
And praife, if I can ferve you with my life, 
For ‘tis his valor hath continued it. 
Clar. Sir, there were little hope that I 
fhould pay 
So large a debt, fhould J not ask his name, 
To whofe great vertue I do ow it. 
Dor. Madam, Tameall'd Derando, but it 
Is far from my ambition, to believe 
That any a@ of mine can add fuch worth 
Unto my wame, that you fhould think it fic 
To wear't one hour within your memory. 
Clar Sir, your humility is toounkind : 
You undervalue whom you have preferv’d, 
And me, when you fufpe | thall forget 
His name that fav’d my Brothers life. 
Dor. O love! Thou bufie Deity? How 
cou'd 
It need, thoufhouldft o’ercome me with her 
voice 
When I was conquer’d by her eyes before. 
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Enter Lepnte. 


Lion. Brother ! What are you fot the 
Grave to night ? 
Mutt we fhake hands, and never meet again, 
Unlefs Philofophers agreé upon another 
World. 
Balt. No Sir? I’ve refolv’d better on’t? 
We'll 
Stay hete till they have erided their difpute: 
__ Leon, Content ? I have examin’d 
Thisincounter, and I find the night 
Bred a miftake : certain furious lovers 
Moft bounteoufly defign’d to ferenade 
My fifter at her Window, 
Met with their rivals here. Jn their blind rage 
Suppofe you for anoppolir, and with 
Their cold Iron, gave you this midnight mark 
Of aes Their names, the fhame, and error 
0 
Their anger, made them conceal. 
Clar, Atmy window, Sir ! 
Leon. Claramante! ‘Though in this City 
fuch 
Addreffes are allow’d unto the fair 
Andeminent, and that our Spanifh cuftom 
Warrants Ladies in Mufick to admit 
Their lovers, Evening and their Morning 
plaints. 
Yet fince your Beauty doth diforder Men, 
Keep it within, lock up your looks? 
Clar, Brother, I hope, I have fo liv’d, that 


ou 
May chink your counfel loft, for though 
Ivalueit, yet fure I need it not. 
Leon. If I had hideous doubts, or knew to 
feed 
And nourith them wich real circumftance, 
I wear atrifle here, fhould end your life, 
And my fufpition ere you could have hope 
Or leafure to repent. 
Clar, Sir, though I {trive to reverence your 
love, and careof my 
Repute , yet when I find your anger rais’d 
So high, as if you did prefume 
Your Reafon couldallow’c, then I difdain’d, 
And will haveno honor, but what Ican 
Protect without your help, 
Leon, Hear me. Be fure 
Youlive inclos’d ? Keep to your Glafs, and 
when 
Y’are weary. with looking on your own face, 
I’ll help you to another of the fame fex. 
‘Clar. Forgive me Sir? Though I aminno- 
cent, 
I was not wife enough to find 
Your anger grows too high to be contemn’d. 
Leon, Obey whatI enjoyn? for by 
My fathersfoul, thy hopes of liberty 
Are but thy certainties of deach. 
Dor. Fie Sir! how ifl it doth become 
A gallant nature to miftake, and make 
Suck 
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Such an uncivil ufe of rage, to tempt 
A Ladies vertue to an angry bluth ? 
Leon. Good, unknown Sir ! What make 
you here? Or, pray 
What do you find in me, that you fhould hope 
J have been us’d to be rebuk’d?: 
Arg. Colin Leonte, this noble ftranger 
cannot 
Offend fo much, as he defervesto be excus'd. 
Balt, Brother, I ow him for my life. Had 
not 
His valor refcu’d it, [had not had 
The power to tell you now ; he’s fitter to 
Be made a friend, thenenemy. 
se ae am aptto tell you Sir, y*have 
ha 
The luck to favea life, more precious then 
Your own. If you affect your felf, begone ? 
And when you fhall remember I have given 
Youleave to live, you'll think your courtefie 
To him is overpaid. 
Dor, Good furious Sir; Make not a prefent 
of 
My life, until you know you can command it : 
I do not hold my breath by Patent, or 
By Leafe, norcanI think, that your 
Celeftial worfhip hath the pow’r to fign 
Such Grants. 
Leon. (thank you Sir. 
You have confider’d like a Gentleman, 
Iam comes my houfe fhall be your privi- 
le B 
But Ei oe from hence, you fhall per- 
ceive 
This Province will be much too narrow to 
Contain us both alive, Exit Leonte. 
Balt. Claramante, \et’s haften after him, 
Heis unlucky in his fury, ’cis 
Not fit to tryft him wich fuch angry thoughts, 
You Argilo, and Gonfalvo, both 
Attend on Don Dorando here,  Exeunt Bal- 
(thazar, Claramante, Surgeon. 
Arg. Well may you wonder Sir, whit we 
lament 
Atthe mifs govern’d temper of his youth, 
Who drowns a World of noble vertues in 
The torrent of his rage. 
Gonfal. Don Leonte isto blame, 
His courage like to powder, carelefly 
Andilllaidup, isin continual danger 
Of ev’ry accidental {park that may 
Inkindle it to ruine, 
Dor. ’Tis moft within 
The pow’r of time to mend, But Gentlemen, 
Tamrefolv’d fuch young miftaken wrath 
Shall never ftir my anger, but my grief. 


Enter Claramante. 


Clar. Gentle Gonfalvo, 
And you my-Cofin Argilo, I fhall 
Entreat to haften ftrait below, and wait 
Until chis Gentleman defcend, to make 
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His paffage forth fecure. 
Exeunt Argilo, Gonfalvo. 
Dor. What means this Providence ? Would 
I could hope 
*Tis not deriv'd from pitty, but from love. 
Clar, Are youa Native of this City, Sir? 
Dor. No Madam, my affairs convey’d me 
hither, 
Which though of greatimport, I value moft 
Becaufe they luckily became the means 
To make me fortunate in feeing you. 
Clar. 1 cannot guefs, how I fhou’d any 
wa 
Contribute to your happinefs, unlefs 
By my advice, my Brother Don Leoatehath 
A fire within his Breft, that nothing but 
Your blood can quench ; his jealous honor 
waits 
For all occafions to become the Soldiers talk, 
His {word already hach been fatal to him, 
By a contempt of CivilLaws: Andthough it 
were 
A fin to doubt your valor can prote@® 
You from his rage: Yet being in this City 
lov’d, 
*Tis fit to fear your {tay may by 
His fervants infolence, or faction of 
Mifguided friends endanger you. 
Dor, Uhavenot fear enough about me yet 
Tounderftand, what ’tis you would infer. 
ee I fpeak to your difcretion, Sir: Keep 
that 
Awake, and flie this Town, that canafford 
You now no quiet dwelling, but a-Grave. 
Dor, Shall 1 that never yet knew fear, be 
taught 
Itnow, juftnow, when I do learn to love. 
Clar. Whatis it doth perfwade your ftay, 
brave Sir ? 
sie Since ’tis the beft and nobleft caufe, 
etit 
Be lawful co reveal’r, my love of you, 
Although not known unto your eyes: *Twas 
thac 
Ingag’d me to the refcue of your Brothers life. 
Three Moons have watfted fince my love in- 
creas’d, 
And I conceal’dthe flame, firft kindled by 
Your eye, when youdid move ina devout 
Proceffion to our great Provincial Saint. 
Clar. That which fond men, mifname my 
Beauty, is 
Become their fate , and fo unlucky too, 
ThatI fhallfear to fee it in my Glafs, 
Were I fo falfe unto my felf, 
Tocredit all, that fay they love. Yet he 
Hath lofthis vows, for fince my heart hath 
given 
Her plight before, they needs muft come too 
late. 
Dor. Lhope this fecret meditation doth 
Contrive no.cruelty : Can you perfwade 
My abfence now ? 
Clar. 
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Clar. If you do truly love, 
You cannot chufe but value, and obey 
What i injoyn. The moft convenient trial 
o 
Your truth, is chat you follow ftrair, 
And haft you hence, and not return till you 
Have means to know, your vifitmay unto 
My Brother, and your felf, be fafe, ; 
sti Since my obedience feems the chiefeft 
help 
T’advance my love, my honor may expe@ 
To be excus'd, when itis known! flie, 
*Caufe you're ally’d unto mine enemy. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Androlio (with a dark Lanthorn) 
Orgemon, Orco. 


Andr. Don Orgemon, you cannot guefs , 
where I 
Have led you now ? 
Orge. Lhope’cis to 
A fecret entertainment of dry beating. 
Orco. If we be foundly cudgel’d ( Gentle- 
men) 
Let’s carry’t privately; th’occafion will 
Require’t. 
Orge. The furniture and fpacious Roof, 
fhews ’cis’ 
A houfe of quality. 
Orco Yesfaith, Itmay become 
A very right good Manto fuffer in’. 
Thad aslieve be piftoll’d here, as in 
Any houfe I know ich’ Town, 
Andr, This is my Miftrefs Manfion, Gen- 
tlemen. 
Orge. How ? Amiana’s ! Does fhe live 
Rcre ? 


Andr. Her Fathers houfe believe’t. 
Orge. Ameer Nunnery, 
There’s not fo ftri& a Tenement in Spain. 
By this band, the Women in’t wear Hair 
Smocks, 
Orco. Art thou mad? in fo debafh’d and 
rude 
A feafon to bring us to a place 
Of fucha known civility. 
Orge. Don Orco, I ; 
Dare warrant you the forefaid beating, and 
The Pittol roo, youtalkof, together - 
With a brace of Bulletstoboot, They are 
Not over frugal here of their Leaden Plums, 
To thofe that come a banqueting i’ch’ night. 


Enter Amiana., 


‘Amia, Who's there? Don Androlio? 
Andr, Quick, ftep afide Amiana. 
Amia. Speak foftly Sir! ake 
For Heaven fake rule your voice, and ftrait in- 
clofe 
That light ; If heard, or feen, we are undone. 
He fonts the Lanthorn. 
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Andy. What was the caufe that with fuck 
hafte 
You fent for me. 


Amia, To number and interpret all yout 
vows, 


_So make them eafie to your memory. 


My jealous Father hath been told you oft 

Have made your vilits here, fufpets you 

falfe, 

And threatens ruine to our loves. 
Andr. Thefe old coughing Coxcombs, are 

moft 

Dangerous malicious Spies upon us, youth : 

They hate a midnight parley with their 

Daughters, 

And can feldom learn the good manners to 

Retire betimes into their Tombs, for the 

Convenience of young people. 
ee Your apprehenfion is too wanton 

ir, 

And fhares no part o’ch’ miferiesI feel; 

Difpatch your Refolutions ftraie, if you 

Will keep your credit with high Heaven, 

where all 

Your promifes are regiftred, and rid 

Me of miy cruel fears, be early as 

The morning here, preparing fome difguife 

To fetch me hence and marry me. 

Andry, Marry Amiana, is that the word 2 

For me a trap to catch all 

age in, A trick your old Law-makers 

r 

poe oe to keep us tame. And then they 

ty) 

Us off with ftale deceptions of Prerogative, 

That every Husband is a Monarch in 

His family. Of what I pray? Of fmall 

Milk-eaters, that complain of breeding Teeth 

And we of breeding them; till they 

Are weary coo of usat fait; Sothe + 

Diflike goes round. 

Amia, Why doyoumeditate, 

Asif this bufinefs did require new thoughts ? 
Andy. Is there a foft Bed here 2 . 
Amia. What do you mean ? 

Doth fleep invade you, Sir? Are younot 

well P 
Andy, Would you were half fo well in un- 
derftanding. 

What pity ’tis, one of thy hopeful being, 

Should want capacity in natural 

Affairs. By this good Darknefs thou delight’ 

To vex me ; if there be joys, are they 

Not greater by our liberty, and lefs 

When we that make them are confin’d 2 
Amia. \ hope, 1am not well 

Indeed ; and ’tis my underftanding that 

Is fick, or I would have it fo, rather 

Then know your meaning. 

Andr. Come pretty thief , 

Though thefe are fitting hours for ftealth, our 

robberies 

Shall be but interchanging what’s our own. 

Amia, 
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Amia. Away,begone. Although my Faith | Let Haberdifhers marry, and thofe poor 
Shop Traffickers, that {pend their precious 


hours 


In narrow Lanes. 
Orco. Who are a kind of pious Eunuchs , 


and their Wives 
Your Concubines, whom they keep for your 
ufe 


cannot 
Perfwade me allthis vanity comes from 
Thy heart, yetI abhor it on thy Tongue. 
My foolifh love forbids me chide thee more , 
Yer thou wilt find my anger ealier far 
Then Heavens, Exit. 
Andr, Don Orgemon! Orco! 
Orco. What a cold {wear y’have left usin? | Attheir owncharge. 
I Spy’d Andy, Y’are inthe right. 
One fingle glowing coal, ich’ Chimny of Orge. Orco would geta pretty nimble way 
The Weather Room, and thought *thad been | Of profiting, if he be well caughe. 
a Moskettier Andr, You havea fecret Mitirets, Orgemon, 
Wich his Match cock?d. I prethee bring me to her. 
Andr. Gentlemen, do you fee the Key Orge. No Sir, Lam content 
To manage my own fortune without help. 


That opens to this blind Paradice? this will 
Tlend, when either of your Confticutions call Andr, Orco, you have a handfome Sifter, 


Upon xe to make way unto my Miftrefs, make 
Orco. But what fuccefs (-Androlio) fhe be- | My way that I may vilit her. 
ing chafte ? Orco. How Sir! ; 
Andr, Why then corrupt her, you fhall | You mult make your own way then with your 
have myhelp; Sword. 
That’s fair I think ; If you would both be Andr. Th’art not intirely cleans’d from 
rul’d folly yet. 
Like to a Gunill cleans’d, thou doft recoil 


By me, we’d lead fuch pleafant envy’d lives, 
The great Turk himfelf fhould leave his 
bufinefs 
And his throne, to make a fourth among us. 
Orco. As how? Now dol grow a little 


Ac the firft charge. If you like my {ifter, 
Appoint your time, andI will do my beft, 
Orco, 1, that may mollifie, 
Andy. She'll make a proper Woman bue 
The mifcheif is, fhe’s yet but three years old, 


fenfual. 
Andy. Our Miftreffes in common, that’s ; A young Bird, thou may’ft catch her with a 
the way ; Cherry. 
Each may apply himfelf t’aflitt his friend, | Orge. My honr draws on, and my affairs re- 
Think on thofe bleffed Greeks that had the quire 
skill That I fhould waik alone, I prethee lead me 
out 


Of mutual procuration, Oh how 

Delicioufly they liv’d! What pity "tis, that 
this 

Dull age admits it not in fafhion now. 

If we would help each other heartily, 


Andre, He isa Schollar, let him take 
His learned way, poor melancholly Angler, 
He mutt fith with chofe Philofophical Worms, 
He finds in rotten Books, Thou (Orce) and ~ 
My felf (if we do faithfully confpire) 


Straic all che fex were ours. 
Orge. Thick you fo Sir. Willlay fuch fubtle Baits, as firft thall vex 
Andry Yes, and without the miferies of | Our own, then vanquifh all the other fex, 
Exernt, 


Matrimony, 


ACT Uy SCENE 


Enter Balthazar and Dorando, 


Balt Hofe fcatter’d ftreaks of pale- | And teach ill Natures to do good ; if not 
nefs inthe Eaft, For Vertues fake, yetin ahopeco gain 


Declare the day fo near, the | By the reward ; let mie requeft you (Sir) 

To cherifh nicely your dear life, which may 

To travel half an hour to perfect ic, Be ufeful unto all mankind : Your wound 

The Port will open firait, and there you'll | Will yet require the Surgeons help, and fuch 

find Untimely moving in the piercing air (perhaps) 

My Page attend you with a Horfe. Retard the Cure, I pray return. 

Dor. Your tendernefs, and careful Grati- Balt. ’Tis your civility to mind it (Sir) 
Elfe I fhould lack che means to think [ have 


tude, 
Will by example benefit the World, That wound which I can hardly feel, 
Since 
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Since y’area {tranger, and by a requelt 
(Through a becoming care of fafety) make 
Such hafte to leave the Town, perhaps your 
wants 
May find chis little treafure of fome ufe, 
Be pleas’d to make it yours. 
Dor. 1 fhall have need 
Of nothing but your abfence (Sir) and that- 
Is ufefulto me, *caufe it may concern 
Your health; pray leave me, and return, 
Balt, Let meattend you but alittle further, 
Perchance I have a Miltrefs, whofe dwelling 
near 
The Port, I would (in my obedience to 
The cuftom here) falute with Musick when 
She wakes. 
Dor. Nor yet amI 
So old, but you may think I have 
A Miftrefs too, whom I would celebrate ; 
And thefe affairs ask fingle fecrecy. 
I do befeech you leave me. — 
Balt. My better wifhes wait upon you 
ever. 
Dor. Mine Siron you. Although your ver- 
tue be 
So ftrong, it doth preventall other aids. 
Exeunt feverally, 


Enter Leonte. 


Leon. Twas by fome fecret whifperings of 
love 

Enjoy’d before: If Dos Dorando really 
Had beena {tranger to my fifter, and 
As new to her, asme, he had not grown 
So bold in her defence ; if itbe love, 
’Tis apt enough to my conjecture. He 
May take the ufual way of early facrifice 
Jn amorous airs. 
Jufthere, her Window doth 
O’er-look our Garden Wall; I'll waie 
For his approach, if fingly (as fuch ftoln 
Addreffes commonly are made) he will 
Be fitter for my Sword ; nor would I by 
Unequal force, difcharge, and fatisfie 
My Anger, to my Honors lofs, 


Enter Mulicians. 


1. Muf. This isthe place. 
Diegs, is the Bafe-Viol mended which 
Th’young Lacky batter’d witha Toreh? 
2. Muf Tigtid asa Bladder. 
1. Muf. Stand all clofe beneath 
The Penthoufe; there’s acettain Chamber- 
maid 
From yond’ Cafement, will dafhuselfe, Sbe 
was 
Ever very freeof her Urine ; 
Leon, Sue. Don Dorando {prung this tame 
Covy ! 
Friend | whoemploy’d you here? _ 
1, Au/. A Gentleman Lover, Sir, 


Leon. 1 guefs it is no City lover ; 
For he'd have eas’d hig mind withthe Town 
Waits, 
Know you his name. 
1. Aduf. Good Sir forbear: You hinder 
our tuning —— 
Leon. Prethee his name. 
1, Afnf. It isa itranger Sir, he will be here 
After the tirft Madrigal. 
Leon. That flile of ftranger, fhews it matt 
be he. 


Soug in Parts. 
One but my felf, my heart did keep, 
When I on Cow/lip- Bed did fleep ; 
Neer to a plea(ant Bog : 
Whilft you my pretty Rogue, 
With Knuckle knocking at my Breft, 
Did ash for my Three corner’d G heft. 
And whispering foft (as foft as voice could be) 
Did fay come out thon little Heart to me. 
A thonfand Fiends as black as So:t, 
With all their dirty Dams to boot. 
Take thee, O take thee every day, 
For tempting my poor Heart away: 


2. 
This Heart for joy, from me did leap, 
And follow'd thee even frep by ftep 
Tilltir’d, it askdto reft 
A while Within thy Breft. 
°T was tinck, and fat, and plump before, 
Weighing a full pouxd weight and more. 
Bat now (alafs ) *t2s wafted to the Skin, 
And grown no bigger then the Head of Pin. 
A thoufand Fiends as b!ack as Soot, 
With all their dirty Dams to boot. 
Take thee, O take thee every day, 
For tempting my poor Heart away. 


Enter Orgemon, 


Orge. There’s your reward, avoid the pl-ce. 
“Tis ftrange Exeunt Muficians. 
She not returns me her accuftomed favor ; 
Neither by th’fudden comfort of her eyes, 
Nor one reftrain’d foft whifper, to declare 
Her fears, 
Claramante ! Break forth 
Thou living Light, the Planet of the day 
Makes conftant hatte to fhine on ev'ry one, 
Becaufe infenfible, and cannot know 
The value of his Beams, bucthou 
(Of worthier Effence far then he) art nice 
And chary of tby luftre, ‘caufe 
Thy reafon tells thee, what is precious fhould 
Be moft referv’d. Claramante ! 
Leon. Vf there be vertue inthat n’me, itis 
Not fit it fhould receive a blemith from 
Thy voice: If there be none, thou newly 
Haft corrupted what J thought was pure. 
Orge. What are youthat fo rudely dare pro- 
phane 


A Lovers rites? Thole fingle privacies, 
The 
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The cu'tom of this Province doth allow. 


Leon. Don Derando, *tis not thy want of 


memory, 
Doth make my perfon or my voice eftrang’d 
Unto thy knowledge,but chy guilt. Time hath 
But added a few hours to our account, 
Since thou with infolence didft injure, whom 
Thou now doft fear to know. 

Orge. This fcarcity of light, wanting 
enough 


Of day vinformthy eyes, makesthee miftake } 


Tam not he thou nam’ft. 
Leon, Doft thou deny thy felf? 
That which before did feem thy valor, was 
No more thena difeafe, within thy blood ; 
’Thath intermiffions, and doth reign by fits, 
Orge. Prethee (who e’er thou arc) befriend 
thy felf 
With my advice, for thine own fafety, not 
For mine, 1 wifh thee leave this place. 
Leon. Your eafie temper will deceive you 
Sir 3 
Although I corn to conquer him that is 
Not willing to refift, I'll force you ftrait, 
]f not to courage, yet toanger. Thus-— 
Strikes him. 
Orge. Rath bvfie Fool, *tis now too late 
vallay T hey draw, 
That Spirit thou haft rais'd? They fight. 


Eater Claramante above, witha light. 


Clar. Whoare youthat with rudely man- 
ag’d Swords, 
Foretel fo much of danger andof death? 
Orge. Thy valor did deferve a better caufe, 
Bat ’us nor timely to inftrud thee now: 
Yield or thou dieft. 
Orgemon beftrides Leonte. 
Clar Ay me,the voice of Orgemon, 
My Brother too, difarm’d, proftrate, and 
_ grown 
The yielded fubject of his rage, 
Orge. Ha! thy Brother ! 
Life of my heart! Had we but had thine eyes 
Tenlightenus, this dark mifprifion could 
A Torch ready, 
Not fo betray me, to oppofe one, whom 
My better knowledge might embrace. 
Clar. If there be any mercy in thy love, 
givenot — 
Thy anger leaveto make a bloody ufe 
Of victory ? 
Orge. For all the avaricious World calls 
Wealth, 
1} would not thed the blood that is ally’d 
Tothine. Rife Sir, and thank your fifter for 
Yourlife,andfword. — Gives him his Sword, 
Leon. | fhall difdain *em both, 
Ualefs my fortune make me fit 
For better gratitude, whichis, when I 
Have conquet’d chine to give them back. 
R sins at him, they fight again, 


I dare no longer fee thee, nor be feen. 


Clar. Cruel, andrafh! Doft thou pervert 
the ufe 
Of my requeft. Help, help! 
Orgemon 2s moxnded. 
Orge. Claramante, thy pity which did fave 
Thy Brothers life, hath now endanger’d mine. 
Clar. Gonfalvo, help | My Colin Argilo, 
Goes from the Window, and calls within. 
Leon. He feems, by th’ half difcernings of 
this light, 
To fhrink with lofs of blood. I fear I thalf 
Have caufe to curfe my firft miftake. 1°l! hafte 
Unto the next Monafltick-houfe to keep 
Me from the rigor of the Laws. Exit. 
Orge. Where art thou fled! Haye J a 
wound, and not 
Anenemy, on whom | may reveng’t, 


Enter Claramante above. 


Clar. Artthou indanger noble Orgeman 2 
I fear to ask what’s cruelty to know. 
Orge. My gentle Love, difquiet not chy 
heart 
With kind fufpitions, for my wound 
Is neither deep nor hazardous, 
Clar. Thy fafety.reconciles me to my Stars 
Now they defcend ! 
Give truft unto my Cofin Argilo, 
Unlefs he fhould perfwade thee hither; for 
The malice of this houfe may ruine thee. 
Oe Wilt thoudepart, that art my better 
life, 
Clar, My honor and my pity, call me 
hence, 
Exit. 


Enter Argilo, Gonfalvo, with a Torch. 


Orge. Keep back, I’ve yet another arm that 
ma 
Be profperous for my defence. 
Arg. Don Orgemon! This isa noble Lord, 
I know his love to Claramante full, 
Of loyalty; without fufpition, Sir, you may) 
Receive from me the office of a friend. 
Gonf. I’ch’ calm and fleepy feafon of 
The night, Zeonte ftole abroad : I fear 
He hath been guilty of this rafh affaule, 
Arg. It feems there’s danger in his deed , 
forhe 
Is fled: Be confident we'll ferve you Sir, 
How do you find your {trength? 
Orge. I onely feel my Fortune weak, if 
you 
Are worthy, as your promife renders you, 
Condud me to the Lodging near the Bridge. 
Gonf. 1 know it well ; itis che Marble- 
houfe. 
Arg. We'll both attend you thither. 
Exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter Orco like a Fidler. Androlio 
aloof of. 


Orco, This isa tame Street-hound, of the 
right ftrain; 
Now he hath found my footing, ’cwill be hard 
To fhake him off : He’ll follow by the fcent, - 
Like an old 7yger. 
Andr, You bave yout early walks, Orco. 
I know you by your Aggot eyes, and your 
Cinnamon face: Whether I’faith? tell me! 
You mean to firk it with your Fidleftick, 
Orco. If thou lov’ft me go back, I’ve a de- 
fign 
For thy good ; butI would fain truft tomy 
Ownhead. The day will open prefently 
And chen my project is quite {poil'd, 
Aadr. Yes,a Court projed, which no Man 
gets by 
But the Inventor; whoislong in paying of 
Himfelf, and at the laft is foundly paid : 
But I will ftand co all unwholfome hazards, 
And bear you company. 
Orco. You mutt excufe me 
Androlio, by this hand, ’tis a devout defign. 
Andr, Faith like enough, you goto fiddle 
Lraty 
At the wedding of fome poor Orphan Maid, 
Orco, Prethee go back. 
Andr, Come, 1 begin to find you falfe. 
Doth not 
Our late Indenture, bind us both to help 
Each other for the common good of Women, 
And fo to make our own enjoyings fure, 
Thou haft a fecret Miftrefs, and i chink 
Dott hide her under ground, like a Rofe 
Imbalm’d within a Leaden Potro keep it frefh. 
Orco. Oras our Seamen bury Beef, but if 
Thou findft her out, thou’lt powder her. 
Andr, Thouartas valiantas a ALachabee, 
And fhouldft be true, fhhallI cruft thee alone? 
Orco. Axndrolio, if thou wilt leave me, I 
will tell thee all. 
Andy, Ashow? Proceed, 
Orco. There isa certain Wench — 
Andy. Good! A Wench! The very thing 
T want. 
If thoulov’ftme, let her have black eyes. 
Pray on, a Wench! 
Orco. The Daughter of an Advocate. 
Andr, Good ftill! love to procreate with 
the Law; 
For I would have my iffue thrive. 
Orco. Thisforefaid Wench, fighing in her 
Window, 
Gave me the gentle leer as I pafs'd by ; 
And I chat had the bleffed happinefs 
To be bora for her undoing, return’d her 
(You know my old guard of Love-fence) the 
half wink thus ' 
Andy. That’s my way too, I taught it you, 
But mark 


YS 


M: Orco, You mutt not now 
Ina good caufe. 
Ties ee think I am fo wicked; 
esnewly blown, and lam soin 
fomake het ripe. eieans 
Andy, Honeft Rogue farewel, 
Goes to the door and returns. 
D’ye hear Orco? I needs mutt have this 
Wench ; a. 
Remember how our Covenants are drawn 
Orco. Be confident, and leave me. , 
Andr, Nay, thouart right. Tomorrow] 
procure for thee. 
Goes tothe door again, and returns. 
Oreo, ne doft not know what extraordi 
ufe 
I have for an Advocates Daughter, 
Orco, Vm fenfible, I prethee go, my 
friends 
Neceffities I tender as mine own. 
Exit Androlio, 
1.1 give him a faife turni’ch’ corner of 
The next blind Lane, that I may fafer move 
In my defign. 
Goes off , and enters again at the other door, 
I’ve loft him now! 
The Rogue’s as cunning as a travel’d Spie, 
But I fhall couzerthim. This is the houfe, 
Or I miftook my mark laft night. 
Sings a Mock-fong, to a Ballad Tune. 
Good morrow tothe Honorable Doza Ami- 
ana, 


And toth’ Right Worfhipful her little Dog. 


prove negliaéne 


nary 


Enter Amiana above, witha Paper 
with God in’t. 


Amia. You ate tooloud! 1 know thee 
not; andI 
Prefume thou doftnot know thou wak’it my 
enemies : 


For in this houfe the jealous live, who are 
Such cruel Judges of my thoughts and words, 
That I grow weary of allhope, butwhat 
Infers my death. Although chy Mufick’s harfh, 
I'll pay thy courtefie : there’s Gold, begone. 
Throws him Moncy. 
Orco. Pretty Varlet! Now am I melting 
foft ; 
Alfover, asa quodled Apple, I'll thred 
Thefe Duckets ona Fiddle-ftring, and wear 
Them for a Bracelet. 
Amia. What fhall1 do? 
Although my Father hazard me at home, 
It may be danger to adventure forth. 
Mofician, are you gone? 
Orco, Here, dear Lady. 
So conquer’d by your bounty, that]’m e’en 
Setting my Fiddle to the tune of Dying dumps, 
If you would grace me with commands, you 
fhall 
Perceive I dare attempt as far as Orphems did, 
That 


Gu 
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That plaid a Jiggin Hell; there Ihave nick’d | I gain’d her with my face, or voice ; for both 


her 
With a complement. 
Amia. Govern your words, 
And then beware your promifes exceed 
Not what y.ucan perform, yet I have heard 
Courfe habits often cover mighty minds. 
Know you Don Aaxdrolio, the Nephew to 
“Lhe Governor? 
Orco, Dol knowa Ducket when I fee’t? 
Tamco play before 
His worfhip this very morning ; he makes 
My love Ballads. The merry Madrigal 
For Maids, and the Vicious Virgin, were both 
his. 
Amia. \ know him vain, wild, and un- 
sovern’d as 
Tivaflembling wirds ; yet if thou’le fafely 
brin 
Me co his houfe, 1’il make thee rich with my 
Rewards ,: but be thou fure, thou ufe me not 
Withrude, uncivil violence, for then 
Hisanger, and my kinreds pow’r will feck 
The our, as far as day is known,to ruine thee 
With their revenge. 
Orco. *Lafs, Madam, Iam call’d 
The faithful Fidler of Cordua. Boldly 
Adventure, for my life fhall warrant you. 
Amia. Thereisno itayin& here, to my in- 
firm 
And troubled fence, it doth appear as fafe 
To hazard what is doubtful there, as undergo 
What certainly is worfe then death within. 
Exit. 
Orco. She’s coming downI hope, Don An- 
drolio. 
When you did bring Dow Orgemon, and me 
Loft night to fee your Miftrefs in this houfe , 
Your Brains ([take’t) did you no great good 
fervice, 
If [bring her to yours (although I’ve made 
A kind of Poetical promife to 
That fmall purpofe) may this become my la(t- 
ing trade, 
And I fing my own ftory under the title 
Of the lowlie Lover, 


Eater Amiana vail’d. 


Amia Good friend, where are you? 
Orco. Ready to ferve you. Ha? Her face 
vail’d ? 
No matter, I fhall fee all in the Green-Cham- 
ber. 
Amia. Firtt take that Jewel toinvite your 
faich : 
Which if perform’d with Loyalty, 
It thall receive a larger recompence ; 
But fillremember, what a punifhment 
Attends on treacherous Deeds: Andas 
You honor Heaven, make hafte, before 
The bufinefs of the people fill the ftreets. 
Orco. X fhall confider as I walk, whether 


Are excellent. . Exeunt. 


Enter Orgemon, and one Servant. 


Orge. That Key opens my Cabinet; Re- 
ward 
The Me well: Although my wound (I 
ope 
Will need no more his Med'cine, nor his care. 
Be ftill within my call. 
1 Serv, I fhall Sir. 
Orge. O love! 
Thy wonders might create 4 ftory that 
wee fill all Books: *Tis ftrange a pow’r fo 
oft, 
And ever young, fhould be fo tyranncus, 
And firong! ’Tis in obedience to thy will 
That Don Leonte lives; and adds this morn 
To’s fhort account of time. And ’tis the fame 
Obedience keeps my Honor in fuch aw, 
That he mutt {till farvive the date of my 
Revenge. 


Exit: 


Enter 1 Servant. 


t Serv. A Gentleman importunate 
With hafte, and bufinefs, deliresto fpeak with 
you. 
Orge, Admit him in. Exit 1 Servant. 


Enter Claramante, in mans habit. 


Clar, Sir, I perceive 
You gaze and feek for fomething in my face, 
That you would feem to know: And fure, if I 
Had ees to difplay, what I mult bath- 
ull 
Decline a hide; you’ld foon reftore itto 
Your memory, and then give me a name. 
Orge. Claramante ! My wonder to behold 
Thee thus, and here, will fcarce give place 
unto 
My joy! How rarely fafhion’d is thy cour- 
tefie ? 
Clar. 1 knew no way ( moft Loyal Orge- 
mon !) 
That would fo much become my gratitude 
Asthus, t’obliege you with the truft, both of 
My honor and my life ; whofelife and ho- 
nor, I 
Of late, with my unequal pity did 
Betray : But I have hope my urgent pray’r 
Hath kept all danger from your wound. 
Orge. It is 
Tooaptfor cure, too flight to merit fuch 
Arecompence; you give, my Gentle Miftrefs, 
So much new ornament to our courfe fex, 
By ferving of it now; thatI fufpect 
Ere long, you will neglect your own. 
Clar. 1 do fo fear my own dffguife, that 
I tremble in the light far more 
Then other Virgins in the dark, as if on 
he 
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The Law did follow me for ftealing of 

My borrow’d fhape. I fhrink like th’indian 
flow'r 

Which creeps withinits folded Leaves when 


it 
Is touch’d, afham’d thac men fhouldcome fo 
near’t. 
Orge. “Tis a difguife, thy need of fafety 
will allow. 
Clar. You fhall conceal me from my Bro- 
thers wrath, 
Until the Prieft by holy Rites hath made 
Us fitting to appear in publick view. 
Orge. This houfe wiltfoon be fubject to his 
eyes, 
And aioe kinreds fearch, but ere their rage 
Or watchful malice, can have time to find 
Youout, I will convey you hence unto 
Some place more fecret and remote. 


Enter Androlio, 


Andry, What, lock’d up like a Relick Sir? 
Ere long 
A man mutt bow three paces off to him 
That fhews your picture. Mydear Don! how 
o 
Aten? ‘This is a mad Town, the very race 
Of mankind in’t, are all turn’d Cats: Such 
climbing 
Into Windows, clambering over houfe-tiles, 
And fcratching for Females, was near heard of 
Since fick the hot Afsor’s did overcome Spain, 
And met with our Grand-mothers in the 
dark. 
Orge. Was this laft night ? And things of 
moment done? 
By whom] pray ? 
Androl, Odd skirmifhes have pafs’d, 
But who were actors in’, I cannot hear. 
Orge. No perfon cheif in the diforder 
nam’d ? 
Andy. { teltyouno, they bear their follies 


And we are Village-Fools : For though we 
fiad 
Great mifcheifs {till are done, we never know 
By whom. What Gentleman is this? 
Orge. One I'll prefer to your acceptance 
Sir, 
My Cofin, and an Heir. 
Andr, Will he be bound ! 
Orge. “Las! he is but in’s teens. 
Anadr. What does he then abroad? Let 
him keep home, 
Till the Waxbeready, and the Bonds drawn. 
Orge. -Androlio lend me your ear: You 
are 
Arriv’d hither moft opportunely for my ufe. 
Andy. Itmay be fo,’tis more though, then 
I meant. 


one That I confefs ; yet prethee be but 
a 
A ae or ferious (which thou wilt ) and 
take 
A Secret trom me, that concerns me much. 
Andy. Quick then ! For I’ve a Secret buti- 
«nes too: 
Jaft when the Clock ftrikes nine, I am to 
_ meet 
An Advocates Daughter, 
Orge. That may be done 
Without impediment, to what I fall 
Impofe, This Gentleman with ftri@eft care 
Mutt be conceal’d within your hotife to night ; 
His honor fuffers much, if he be found, 
Andr, Is he to fight? 1 Il be his fecond. 
Orge. There’sfomething of a Duel in’t,and 
though 
His yeats promife no miracles of ftrength, 
Yet he hath Seeds of Courage, and will 
yield . 
To nothing that he thirkks an injury. 
Andr. You know my way, we'll fight it 
two to two, ; 
That Norman Fencer which | kept, is dead. 
Oh ! he wasa rare murderer, but I 
Have all his rules. 
Orge. No words tohim (Androlia) 
That may intimate a quarrel, as you love 
me. 
Andr, Enough : when 1 fufpet my 
Tongue, I'l take 
It out, and lock it in my Cabinet. 
Goes to Claramante. 
Sir, Ido feldom make requefts, but fince 
Ally’d unto my Friend, I fhall defire 
I may have leave to ferve you. 
Clar. Your favor Sir, hath made a mot 
unworthy choice; . 
But I thall daily haften to deferv’c. 
ae A pretty bafhful fellow. Vil enter 
him 
Upon the mad Girls— Give me thy hand. 
For thy fake (Orgemon) he thail begin 


out | Withthe Advocates Daughter. 
With gravity , a kind of flie State-finners Sir, | 


Claramante takes Orgemon ¢/ide. 
Clar. Have pity (Sir) upon my fears, I 
hope 
You will noc truft me in bis houfe, 
He feems fo wild, and wickedly inclin’d, 
I dare not hope for fafery where he dwels. 
Orge. Poor troubled heart, difnifs thofe 
needlefs fears , 
Your fafety is affur’d in your difguife, 
The time is fhore you are to flay with him, 
And then his chara¢ter (fo known unto 
Your friends) will hinder all fufpition of 
Your being there, befides although his wan- 
tonnefs 
Leffens his worta, unto aflrangerseye, 
I know his valor will not fuffer him 
To fail my cruft. 
Andr, Lead the way. 
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Clar. My Fortune is as wearifome Events before they come, “twice over, doth 


And doubtful to me, as this borrow’d fhare. Endure the pains of evil deftiny. 
Orge. Yet know my beauteous friend, he | But we mufttruft to Vertue, not to Fate 
that That may protect, whom cruel Stars will hate. 
Forete!s his own calamity, and makes Exceunt. 


AGT lites CE NE 


Enter Androlio, and fecond Servant. 


Androlio ‘ i fe: Thad got fit leafure Clar. \ thall beginto wifhI were 
to perufe her, More wicked thenLam; if others faulrg 
(Beflides that fair perfpi- | Can onely make upa difguife to keep 
cuous Text, her Face) | Me fafe from greater fins, 


T fawa World of little Marginal Notes, Andy, Come my fair Mafculine, laf nighe 
That prov’d lignificant enough to doubt her. You know I did defift in pity to 
YetwhenIcold her eft, the poor fool wept, | Your bafhfulnefs ; for itis fic 
And that alacrity of weeping fhews We Srow acquainted ere we love. But now 
Sheisa woman: A flight fhallow trick, I hope you'll pity me. 
And fhillow Waters cannot part us two, Steps to her, foe freps back. 
I mult wade over , then whenI'grew a little Clar. If you have noble Honor inyou, 1 
rude, Am fure you dare not foully break the truft 
She feem'd angry, that fhews too fheis a wo- | Of Orgemon your friend, 
man. Andr. A friend! A verynewone! Here 


he fways the Town, 
And we not know his Province, ror his Birth. 
Icis but vain 
To iterate what Ifaid before. I find 
He fent you hither for a tryal of 
My eyes, and wit: Should Fnot know you as 
A gillant ought, he would éxtreamly fcorn 
me. 
Let me but fhare the favors you confer 
On him, my friend and I are one. 


Bat whenthre ugh a {mall cranny of the door, 
1 fpy’d her folding up her hair behind; 
What needed more to make her guily, and 
Me guilty too, if fhe’d confent ; but ’tisa 
cold Girl, 
Or elfe fhe counterfeits. 
Is the fine young Gentleman ftirring yet ? 
2 Serv. He wak’d long fince, Sir, and is 
now at’s pray’rs, 
Andr, How ! At pray’rs! Even that alone’s 


erough Clar. It that be poflible , I fhall believe 
To thew the is a Gentlewoman. Vertue and Truth are onely names on Earth, 
Go wait without. Exit 24 Servant, | And their realities are fled to Heaven. Weeps. 


When I did fool, and ftrive to kifs her, 
The pecv'th ape drew out a Ponyard. 


Andry. Weeping again? Iam a Thoufand 
Turks 
If fh’ave not quite corrupted me ! I mult 
Weep too— But fay I prove fo curs‘d 
A villain now, asto havea mindto her 
In my tears—— Huge double drops, I fwear! 


Exter Claramante in Afans habit. 


Clar. Good morrow Sir, 
Good thoughts to you Sir, and I hope fo good 
A with is welcome to your ear. 
Ai Letter and Purfe. 
Andy Youare no Lady yet. 


Enter Second Servant. 


2 Serv. Don Orco, Sir, defires to fpeak with 


Clar. Although 1 want per{wafion Sir, to you, 
rule Andr. Ha! Orco! Xs he below, and a 
Your thoughts, J truft your own civility Wench with him ? 
Will rule your deeds. Weeps. 2 Serv, No Sir, alone, and in great hafte 
Andr. More dropping fhow’rs he comes 


From fuch a Skie, as fhould not entertain, 

A Cloud: A Gentlemanand weep! 

Who ever faw’t before! Scarce ata Funeral, 

But when his Sire dy’d poor , or blufh, but 
when 

He wentto borrow Money , and then it was 

For very fhome, the party would not lend 
it, 


T’invite you to his lodging. 

Andy. 1 hope the fmall She- Advocate is 

there. 
Sir, Jf you'll but furvey the Leafe within, 
You'll find the Houfe is yours, I pray retire. 
I dare Jeave her, fhe hath not courage to 
Go forthalone ich’ open day: Befides, 
I know her inclination’s kind, and unto me 
Io 
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Incheif, Why came fhe hither elfe? Exit. 
Clar. Sir, Sir, allow me buta word, and 
take 
This Purfe before you grant what I requeft: 
2 Serv. Good Sir, Vfaith it istoo much. 
Clar. Thou fhalt have more at thy re- 
turn, 
If with true fecrecyand fpeed (unknown 
Unto a Mafter) thou inquire the dwelling 
0 


Don Orgemon, and deliver him this Letter. 
2 Serv. Strait Sir, I will not ftay to weigh 
your Gold Exit. 
Clar. Unlefs my written forrows haften 
thee 
To fetch me hence, Ine’er fhall {ee thee Orge- 
mon ; 
My eyes will mele away fo faft. Exit. 
Enter Balthazar, Leonte, Gonfalvo, 
Argilo. 


Balt. Brother, you need not throw your 
eyes 
Roo the Street as if you fear’d the Laws , 
For Lamtold Doz Orgemon is well. 
Leon. His Fortune gives him fatisfaion 
then 
(And amply too) for my miftake. 
Gonf. Sure Orco dwels within this broad 
arch’d building? 
It willbe equifit we here begin our fearch. 


Arg. Moft confequent; for he was early | 


feen 
In an affum’d fantaftick drefs, leading 
A Lady in difguife. 
Balt. Knock at the Gate Gonfalvo. 
He knocks, 
Leon, Break it open, why fhould we ufeour 
caufe 
So mannerly ? We conte not here to make 
A formal vilit, but to find a fitter, 
Stoln and betray’d. 
Balt. Hold Gentlemen, Brother 
You are too violent: We fhall not fave 
But ruine Claramantes Honor, if 
By noife and rude diforder, we provoke 
The people to obferve that the is fled 
From home ; nor are we certain fhe is here. 


Enter Third Servant. 


Gonf. We come in bufinefs to your Mafter 
(friend) 
Requeft him hither. ae, 
3 Serv. My Mafter Sir, is not within. 
Arg. Gonfalvo, \ay you hold upon that fel- 


low, 
And keep him fafe, whilft Balthazar and I 
Enter and fearch the houfe. You Don Leonte 
May guard the Gate, examine thofe 
That make their paffage forth. 
Exeunt Balthazar, Argilo, 


Leon. Youflave, if you call out, or ftrive 
for your 
Deliverance, here’s that fhall {poil your voice, 
Draws his Dagger. 
Gonf. He will be rul'd, his courage never 
- comes 
Upon him until Noon, and then 
He triumphs Sir, 
Leon. If we do mifs her here, our neareft 
F hope 
Will be to feek her where Don Orgemon 
Refides; and he again fhall try to expiate 
His faucy error with his fword. 
Gonf. But Claramante mutt 
Be gently us’d ; for I fufpect it is 
Your harfh demeanor, hath provok’d her to 
This ill becoming remedy. 
Leos, Tis likely by my Brother's tay, he 
hath 
Already found her here. 


Enter Balthazar, Argilo, Amiana vai’d. 


Balt. 1 have inquir’d as high , as to the 
heads 
Of Chimneys, and as low as to the feet 
Of Wells ; yet found no Virgin (Sir) but this. 
Arg. She'sadiltrefs'd one too, or elfe the 
doth 
Diffemble forrow very cunningly. 
Bale. Allbidden, but your eyes 
Lady, {uch care to beconceal’d, would caufe 
Unkind obfervers to fufpect you have 
Some faults: If not acquainted with your 
name, 
Yet make us known unto your face. 
Amia. hardly know my felf, I’m fo 
Unfortunate; y’have heard the ftory of 
My wrong, how, and by whom miffed into 
This place, and with what aids of Tears, and 
Pray’rs, 
Ihave preferv’d my honor. 
Balt, ’ Vis happy thac 
Is fafe, I wonder mucha Gentleman 
Should fo unworthily demean himfelf. 
Awmia. Vf you have Seeds of true compaffi« 
onSir, 
Unvail me not, but clouded thus, convey 
Me to fome private dwelling, where my fears 
May be the worft, I fhall endure. 
Leon, This isfome Virgin, you may hire 
ata 
Far eafier rate, then your folliciting. 
She’s choicely bredto entertain Gallants. 
Balt, Brother y’are too eruel ! proceed 
upon 
Your fearch, and Vil attend you ftrait. 
Gonfalyo, force that humble Officer 
Along with you, till we are parted from his 
reach, Exennt Leonte, Gorfalvo, 
(Argilo, 3 Servant. 
Amia. 1 made but little ufe of Precepts, 
fhould ‘ 
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1 not forgive fuch injuriesas {corn ; 
The carelefs hazard of my Fame deferves 
Much more, and I have patience to allow’t. 
Balt. You teach me (Lady) to believe, and 
to 
Lament your fufferings, I will conduct 
You ftraitunto a lodging, you may truft 
For honeft worth, and privacy. 
Amia, My better Angel (Sir) Thope hath 
fome 
Affinity with yours, and both confpir’d 
To fend you hither for your own renown, 
And my felicity. 
Balt. What dull, ignoble Devil could in all 
His Breft, find out a thought to wrong fuch 
eyes? Exeunt. 


Enter Orco, Androlio, 


Andr. Orco, do not I know the latitude 
of 
The narrow compafs of thyhead: Perfwade 
Me not (if thou believ’ft I have one ounce- 
Of Brains within mine own) that thou couldft 


et 
My Mites to thy Lodging by this trick’ 
Orco, Thave not fan@ity enough to do 
A miracfe; and therefore am content 
Tothink this fone: But here the is! 
you 
Shall fee her too, unlefs Women 
And watching have deftroy’d your fight" 
Andr, \s this the Advoeates Daughter ? 
Orco. As much of her as 1 could reach , 
upon 
Such fhore prepiwatives of wits And this (asI 
Imagine too) had been detain’d from you a 
while, © 
But that the wicked thing prov’d chafte, 
Andy. Confefs Vfaith? You know Iftill 
abfolve 
Thefe pretty venial fins inall thar dare 
Themfelves beneath fourfcore ; How didft 
thou find her 2 
Orco. Alitt'eodd! The filly Elf hath been 
Mtaughr, the underftood me notat firft, 
But I (that fpare no pains v’inculcate doctrine 
of 
This kinde) told her my purpofe in rare words, 
And then fhe call’d unto her help, arace 
Of ftrange and unheard of friends, 
Ardy, Ha! Who were they ? 
Orco. People above the Clouds? Old Saints, 
hard names 
Of fuch as you, andIne’er knew, but in 
The Kalender, 
Axdr, This Chit would be rebsk’d; 
But ’cis, a foolifh wav fhe hath long us'd. 
Orco, thought fhe would have catechiz’d 
my Man, 
Gave hima Rofary of Beads, with good coun- 


Here 


cil, 
And the dull Slave began to liften to0 : 


For let me tell you, he’s a very great 
Mifleader of Weavers, 
And may in time make a Rebellion. 
Andry. Well! No hope then of fuccefs ? 
Oreo. *Faith | began to doubt the worft, and 
fo 
Committed her unto a Cufhion, and 
A little Pocket Book, loek’d i her Chamber. 
Andr. Orco,a Manof weak experience in 
This tranfitory World, would grow enrag’d 
At fuch uncomfortable Plots as thefe, 
Be jealous of his Miftrefs, wake betimes, 
And call you to the Field in Slippers and 
Your Shirt, with your Sword drawn! But ¥ 
(who know 
Thefe fond calsmiries are incident 
To Vertue) do forgive thee, and will have 
Our Covenants new fign’d, chat the old league 
Of mutual! procuration may be ftrair renew'd, 
Orco, Agreed } [cannot venture much | 
Andry, Knock at your door : J would fain 
fee her, Orco knocks. 
Oreo. It feems my man is not o’er-yex’d 
with cares, 
For I believe he’s faft afleep.  Kwocks again. 
Enter Third Servant. 
How Sirrah 2 “My door’s lock’d | and you 
abroad? 
3 Serv, O Sir, J am undone! 
Orco. Undone ! Why art thou marry’d> 
Fool, fince I went forth ? 
3 Serv, No, but the Lady (Sir) you lefe 
unto 
My charge, was carry’d hence by Gentlemen, 
And my felr fore’d attend their company, 
Till fhe was led I know not where. 
Oreo. The Lady gone! 
Andy, Orco, a very ordinary Nofe 
May fcent your ftratagem. This was a trick 
To magnifie your wit, fable, and figment ; 
Orco, my Miftrefs is at home, and (as 
Itake’t) was never here. 
Orco. Caitiff! What Gentlemen were , 
thofe that took 
The Lady hence ? 
3 Serv. 1 know notSir, nor whether they 
are gone. 
Andr. Come fhift your fooling vizard of, 
you may 
Appear in your own face: 1 knew before 
I was but gull’d, and will vouchfafe to be 
So ev'ry day, in hope to mend thy Brain 
With exercife. 
Orco. Y’are merry Sir? Perhaps at your 
own charge? 


Enter Second Servant. 


Andy. How now! Are you undone too? 
2 Serv. Worfe Sir, the Gentleman you lefe 


at home 


Is fled. 


Andr. 
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Andy, Fed Sit ! What out at the Window ? 
2 Serv. No Sir, a Horf-back. They bound 
me faft. 
Oreo. Sure Aadrolio this isa fable too. 
Androlio takes Orco afide. 
Andr. Come, 1 fufpect you area Traytor, 
and 
Have double Plots. This founds like your mif- 
cheif. 
2 Serv. No truly Sir , the ftranger was fe- 
duc’d 
By one Don Orgemon. 
Andr. Don Orgemon, Villain | Which way 
took they 2 
2 Serv. Through faques Port, towards 
Anfelmo’s Wood. 
Andr. Five miles diftant from hence: It 
carries much 
Of likelihood. Orco, lend mea horfe, 
Orco. You fhall ride me, becaufe you have 
the better wit. 
Andr. Hire me fome flaves ; get me my 
midnight vizards, 
And my falfe robes. Hafte Sirrah, as you prize 
Your life ; it will be eafie to o’ertake ’em. 
I would not for the Crown of Spaix bear this 
Defeat, my Statue will be cut mounting 
A Marble Afs, with huge unmeafurable ears. 
Orco. And mine leading that Afs bare foot 
in Proceflion 
For my folly, unlefs I find your Miftrefs. 
Exeunt. 


Exter Orgemon, Claramante, 1# 4 Womans 
Riding habit, and one Servant. 


Orge. To make us free from all inquiry , 
when 
Weare purfu’d, Leadon the Horfes towards 
Cordua, and leave us in this Wood. 
1 Serv. Your Cabinet and Garments | have 
laid) 
[ch’ lower Hermitage. Heaven protect you 
Se Exeunt l Servant. 
orge. The wild condition of thefe Woods 
you'll finde 
More innocent and fafer then a Temple, if 
Androlio fojourn’d in’ t. He fhall be fore’d 
To render mea ftrict account for this 
Abhor’d attempt, I did not think he could 
Be ferioufly inclin’d toil], although 
I knew ke had fome guilt of levity 
And youth, which unjuft cuftom doth excufe. 
Clar, The threatnings of my little ftrength, 
and all 
My anger, had not kept my honor free, 
Without the fudden help of Heaven, that did 
Divert his thoughts, 
Orge.. Itis the lafting vice ; 
Of our ill-fafhion’d Sex, to think thofe in- 
juries 
We doto yours , but pretty triumphs ; 
Asif it werea dignity in youth, to have 


The pow’r and judgment to betray. 
Clar. Renowned Orgemos ! 
When you are crown’d with many years, and 
your 
Beft Star invites youto an upper orb 
Eternally to thine, and keep it company 
Succeeding Virgins then fhall facrifice ‘ 
Their Songs, their Sighs, unto your Fame, and 
praife 
Your kind confeffion of thofe wrongs ‘they 
ftill receive on Earth. 
Orge, Move foftly on, and mark the place 
Where on you tread, fot your diffent 
Is feep and dangerous, 
Clar. What is that Cell 
Or Hermitage, to which you guide me now? 
Orge. A place of fecret San@ity, where we 
Securely may refide, until my Confeffor 
By Rites of holy Priefthood, tie 
Our hearts and hands, with that myfterious 
knot 
Which all your Brothers eminence and 
ftrength 
Cannot diffolve. 
Clar. Then fhall lofe 
My freedom, whilft by force of Formal Law, 
And a devout neceffity, I mutt 
Become the fubje@t of your power, who was 
The Mittrefs of your Love. A dreadful change ! 
But fuch (1 hope) as you will manage weil. 
Orge. Though 3a Scepter held, 
And my Imperial Rule 
O’erfhadow’d alithe Earth (for furely vafle 
Authority keeps all below it, in 
The dark) yet I fhould ne'er permit my pow’r 
To leffen, or to fpoil my love. 
Clar. Are youaflur’d you move dire@ly in 
Our way ? this path is diverfly inclin’d, 
And will occafiona miltake. 
Orge. Be confident, I have been here be- 
fore, 


Enter Androlio difguifed, and others 


in Vizards. 


Andr. Seize on her ftrait, and bind him 
toa Tree, 
Ufe no difcourfe, nor violence that may 
Endanger him, though he refilt, 
Orge. Villains reftore my Sword, then 
ield 
Me ee tomanageit, and ftrengthned with 
This caufe, I will inforce my way. 
They bind himtoaTreec, Androlio 
lays bold on Claramante fhe kueels, 
Clar, If you believe there are rewards or 
punifhiments 
Above, defift from what you ctuelly 
Intend, there isan Eye more fenfible, 
And greater thenthe Sun, that fees 
What youare doing. 
Orge. Claramante, be not 
Thy own deftroyer with thy feats, thefe oe) 
ne 
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Are butthy Brothers inftruments, and though 
Incene’'d againft me, his nature cannot fuffer 
him 
To touch thy honor, or thy life. 
Clar. 1 am your prifoner (Sir) I yield my 
{clf, 
So you will free Don Orgemon. 
Androlio delivers her tothe ref? 
Orge Curs’d atour Births, the Sears are all 
our Enemies. 
Clar. Why fhould I fear the Jife I carry 
hence, 
When I mouft leave the pleafure of it here. 
They carry her off. 
Aadr. This wondrovs Wealth is yet got 
w:chont blood ? 
And all your witty arts upon me, are 
Reveng’d: Friendfhip is folly, when we fuffer 
it 
To hinder us of what we dearly love 
Whilft young, Ware wife when we our plea- 
, fare gain, 
All other documents are grave, but vain. 
Exit. 
Orge. Don Leconte! If thou art he dares 
own ; 
That name, grant freedom to my Tongue, if 
not 
To me, and hear me fpeak. Doft thou difdain 
Me in my Bonds, Villain ! 
Thy cruelty, if written would outlaft 
‘the noble ftory of thy fitters love, 


Enter Dorando. 


Dor. Who is it that complains of love? 
Or is’t 
The eccho of mine own unquiet voice ? 
Or is’c fome lover vainly come to boaft 
His {errow inthefe Woods. 
Let him but lay his ear unto my Brelt, 
And he fhall find fuch loud diforders there, 
As will perfwade him he doth hear my 
thoughts 
Wichout th’afliftance of my Tongue, take 
down 
His Sails, as if becalm’d for want of fighs, 
Whilft 1am thipwrack’d with alatting ftorm. 
Orge, If all thefe futferings be true, thou 


art 
Become fo skilful and intelligent , 
In priefs, I need not doubr thou wilt believe 
Mine fic fora rédrefs, 
Dor. Boundtoa Tree! His locks declare, 
that he 
Hath honor inhim, and his language, love. 
Where was my Sword, and I, when fuch an 
act 
Should be perform’d, I guefs you well deferve 
Your liberty, and am refolv’d to give it you. 
Unhinds him. 
Orge. It was afin to take this courtefie. 


i Can it become my hands t’accept their free- 


dom, when 
My heart is made a Captive. 
Dor. Thefe your complaints cannot 


| Be eafily under{tood by me. 


Orge. The Miftrefs of my life was here fur- 
pris'd, forc’d hence ; 
Led to endure horrid uncertainties, 
And doubts of dying by her Brothers wrath, 


; She whom my vertue and my honor lov’d, 


Dor. Inforc’d from hence, Jet’s follow Sir 
and force ‘ 
Her back. If thon doft truly love, thy valor 
will 
Be mighty in thy Miftrefs caufe. 
Orge. They're fled onhorfes, fwiftasare 
the Winds, 
And like the Winds do furely move in fuch 
Uncertain ways, as will beguile, and make 
Too vain the purpofe of purfuic; butto 
Deterus more, her Virgin fame is of 
That tender quality, as muft 
Not be invaded with defigns of blood, 
And fhe efteems her Brother as her lite. 
Dor. A Brother too, is my hearts enemy. 
t will not ask thy Miftrefs name, becaufe 
My jealous wifdom bya vow, makes me 
Conceal hers, whom my love adores; but be 
It lawful to inquire the caufe, why thy 
Affection not enjoys, whom it doth feem 
So highly to deferve ? 
Orge. Her Brothers pride defltroys my 
hopes; knowing 
My Fortune and my wealth, reach rot my 
Birth. 
Der. The very caufe that makes me lin- 
guifh too, 
You pow’rs; why did you cruelly ordain 
Bafe treafure (crath to noble minds) fhould be 
Impediments tolove? Or, why 
For humane quietnefs, are not our thoughts 
Proportion’d to our wealth? =~ 
Orge. Our forrows bear fuch fimpathy, 1 
mutt 
Require no lefs (as a requital of 
My ftory) then the relation Sir of yours. 
Dor, \t is fo like your own, that if you 
keepa Diary 
Of all your evil tate dotha@, you 
Hourly may read mine. Butfor 
Diverfity, you fhall betaught. Thofe Woods 
Have kept me mourning here, difmifs’d 
From Cordua, where my Miftrefs rules alk 
Eyes z 
And banifl’d thence by her command out of 
Il! chofen pity to preferve, whom it 
Unwillingly deftroys. 
Orge. From Cordua! The very place too 
where my Miftrefs did retide. 
Iris not fic Sir, further to enquire into 
A lovers fecrefie ; but our calamities 
Appear folike, 1 needs muft beg, co call you 
friend, 
Der. 


Dor. Iisa priviledge which I 
In mine own withes found ere “twas defir’d 
By you; for when our hearts and fortunes 
r 


are 

So near ally’d, why fhould we feparate 

Our hands? { hope my time of exile 

Is nowexpir’d; for I would fain 

Obfcurely make a vilit co the Town. 
Orge. Let us confirm our friendfhip with 

our vows, 
Then ftrait together move; ny honor and 
My life, Iwill engage 
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Inevery noble danger to affift your love. 
Dor, That vow devoutly feal’d, Iwill con- 
firm, 
And {till preferve inezch defign of yours. 
Orge. Our force united chus, w’are abler 
for 
Revenge, though not ordain’d for aredrefs ; 
Then with fome joy, we fhould remember too 
We have fo much of luck, asto be young ; 
And though our fortune’s weak, our loves are 
ftrong. 


Exeunt. 


SCENE L 


Enter Androlio, Claramante, Marillia, 


Androlio. Ou may be here as fafe as 
in a Cloifter , 
And (if your hard heart 
pleafe) as innocent. 
This right rev’rend Matron governs the 
houfe, 
f£.nd will proportion al] to your defires, 
Clar. She feems fo vertuous Sir, I'll truft 
her with 
My life, and yet I thall confefs, Ido 
Not credit her enough. 
Andr. You may truft her 
With your life ( Lady) for fh’ath kept her 
own 
Thus handfomely, about fome threefcore 
years. 
Maril. Threefcore and ten next whitfon 
Eve, though ’tcome 
To morrow, Laffure you Sir, 
Andy, Shake off fufpition from 
Your thoughts, and be fo mach refolv’d, asto 
Believe alll have promis’d, fhall be 
Well perform’d. 
Clar. 1f I were faithfully 
Inform’d Don Orgemonis fafe, | fhould 
Be ealily caught to grow more hopeful of 
Mine own fecurity. 
Andr, When | furpris’d youin 
The Wood, one of my difguis’d followers 
Tleft behind to watch his faety, and 
T’unbind him, when we had out-gone his 
fight : 
But he’s return?d, and brings intelligence, 
A ftranger, by prevention, gave him liberty, 
And he faw them both haften to this Town. 
Clar. How could you cruelly defign fuch 
griefs 
Tothofe, who would not caufe anothers pain, 
Although to cure their own ? 
Andry. Twas akind of wicked wantonnefs, 
A pretty fort of doing mifcheif a 
Fine new way ; th’old way of finning is tedi- 
ous. 


Befides, you know how much it doth concern 
The honor of a Cavalier, to be 
Out-witted where a Miftrefs is the prize, 
But be affur’d, all now is fafe, and [ 
As vertuous too, as you would wifb. 
Clar. Had you oblig’d Heaven yefterday 
with fuch 
Refolves of vertue, there had been no ufe 
Of fears or tears, which yield as little remedy, 
ie Whatere I knew your name or qua- 
ty 
By this Light! it concern’d my hopes ex- 
treamly 
To take you fora {mall offender ; which had 
You proved, *tistento one] had prov’d fo too. 
Mari!, The Gentleman {peaks well; for as 
they fay 
We mutt conform our felves to all occafions. 
Andr. Youarea the Philofopher, 
And know the Compounds of the World: 
Clar. \ hope your refolution Sir, will nor 
Forfake thofe better thoughts you entertain'd 
So haftily. 
Andr. 1 pray be confident ! 
I’m grown fo exquifitly mended, that 
’ve lik’d my felf thefe two long hours, 
So charitable, as} could e’en promife 
This good old woman a good turn, but that 
She willexpect ic, and her age (J fear) 
Is hardly fatisfied. 
Clar. Your words are flill too doubtful Sir. 
Andr. Lady? Believe me 1 am vertuous— 
Mother, ts your young daughter at School yet ? 
Tis time to leave her Needle now, and breed 
Her for the publick good. 
Maril, ?Las Sir, ’tis fuch 
A head-ftrong thing ! But fhe will learn I 
hope. 
Andr, The time will not allow 
Much counfel now, hafte, and confine your 
felf 
Within your Chamber, your Brothers are a+ 
broad , 
They 
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They make ascurious fearch, and with no lefs 

Authority, then the all licenc’d Sun. 

Jt were as much as death, if they fhould find 

You out? Away, Iwill adventure forth, 

And learn how their intelligence proceeds. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Leonte, Balthazar, Argilo, 
Gonfalvo, 


Leon, For th’honor of your reafon (Bal- 
thazar ) 
Let not your eyes betray you toa life 
Of lafting folly. Errors taken up 
In hafte, and thenashattily difmifs'd, 
May be excus’d ; but here t’inhabit, and 
Confider twenty hours, upona Beauty 
(Found fech a common way) mutt needs 
Appear both fhameful and abhor’d. 
Gonfal. Aface, whichif unhappily you had 
Nor ven the pins co find within, perhaps 
Would have been hung out of the Window for 
A fign of inviation. 
Arg. Faith do the poor foul right : 
For though fhe may be willing to betray, 
Yet 1 believe ler years allow her not 
Capaciiy, fhe’s yet fcarce fit 
To begather’d ; her feafonis not come, 
Leon. *Tis but our difference in judgment 
Sig 
I think fheis fo ripe, that fhe will fall 
With the next touch, 
Balt. Enough! You fhall {ubdue me Gen- 
tlemen, 
And make me vildly natur’d, to preferve 
The fame of my difcretion: For I 
Will leave this Lagy—— 


Enter Amiana. 


Leon, Look there, fhe is prepar’d for part- 
ing Sir, Balthazar goes to her. 
T prethee do not ftay to give good counfel, 
She is too fair to take it, itraic follow us 
Toth Weftern Porc, unlefs my Spies 
Prove double ey’d, This night (falfe {ifter) I 
Shall fiud your dark abode. 
Balthazar. Make hale——— 
Exenzt Leonte, Gonfalvo, Argilo. 
Balr, Lady you fee my fervices (difdain’d 
By you) are fo much valued by my friends, 
They would not have me lofe them here. Your 
own 
Unkindnefs will provoke me to a rude 
Severity, T mult leave you! Leave you 
For ever ! Bur have left fach power within, 
As fhall enable you ftill to command 
The houfe. Fortune and Love prote@ your 
hopes ! Exit Balthazar, 
Amia. Perfe& my under{tanding Love, 
and I 
Releafe my hopes. What mean thefe feeming 
Saints ? 
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Thefe falfe Ufurpers of Celettial fhapes 2 

Why do they wear their Tongues 

So long a journey from their Hearts, that 

et 

Their words and thoughts, could never meet > 

What is the hidden fence of their defires 2 

They all complainI am not kind, yet fill 

I grant themtears, and fighs, and prayers, 
Then fearch 

The very utmoft confines of my Breit, 

Until I find out worthy wifhes to 

Requite thofe courtelies they cal{their Love; 

Yet ftill they fay 1am not kind. 


Exter Orco, and athird Servant. 


3 Serv. Thofe ftrangers Sir, thatcamein 
vilit to her, 
Defcended through the Tarras to the Street. 
Pleafe you to enter, for the Chambers free. 
Orco. Be mindful of my firft commands. 
Exit Servant. 
Amia. Hath th’evil fpirit got your fhape 
again? 
My cheif Betrayer, whether fhallI flie ? 
Orco. Lady! Y’are ev’ry where fecure : 
You have 
Not guilt enough to know, or fear a danger, 
Amia. What make you here 2 
Orco. If there be truth in man, 
Ihave been vigilant to find you out, 
With meer design to ferve you faithfully, 
Amia, 11 you are all in feign’d refem- 
blance kind ; 
‘rue Votaries of ove without. Such, faWe 
Androlio fhew'd at fir, fo youappear'd : 
And fuch Doz Balthazar, all true alike. 
Seeming to render, and devote your felves 
With lefs defign, then infants. 
Your faces feem’d in Heaven, your hearts 
Were bred in Hell. 
Orco. Infome hot Region fure ; for I 
Confefs we are moft firely addicted, 
Amia. Not one of all your promifling pre- 
tending Sex, 
Is vertuoufly inclin’d. 
Orco. *Faith, hardly Lady. 
Yes, I’ve a Grand-father ! Who fince he was 
Laft bedrid, is pretryhoneft; and I believe 
Thold Axchoret that fojourns yonder in 
The Abbey Wall, isa little mortifi’d, 
Since he loft his feeling. 
Amia. ©, how deceiving are thofe Tra- 
gick tales ; 
Thofe mourning Hiftories of Love, which in 
The dreadfu! Winter nights, our innocent 
Maids 
Are us’d toread, whilft we are couzen’d of 
Our tears, weeping tfor joy, when loyal Na- 
tures feem 
From hazard freed, and then for grief of their 
Diftrefs: Yet now I fee fuch Characters 


Ot Honor, ne’er had real being here, 


Orco. 
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Orco. "Lafs! Thefe are Poets faares to | May equal any Mans, that meee 


catch 
Young lovers in. 
Madam, you fee how freely I confefs , 
Which is fome note Iam reclaim’d. 
Armia. gladly would believe you Sir, and 
it 
Doth much concerh your happinefs, ftillto - 
Maintain my growing Faith, with worthy 
Deeds. 
Orco. Hear me! And that your Eye may 
firft prepare 
Your Ear; Behold me on my Knee, to make 
My proteitations facred bya Vow, if you 
Will feape your Fathers wrath (who by his 
Spies, 
Purfues you every where,) follow where I 
Shall bring you, to enjoy all that your vertue 
can 
Defire. Buttime doth force us to fuch ftrid 
Neceflity of hafte, as will admit 
No arguing, or paufe. 
Amia. \ndanger’d by my Father too! Lead 


on, 

If thou prov'ft falfe again, I fhall 

Difclaim my Patience, and convert 

My gentle Mercy to a raging Curfe. 

Orco. She hath fuch pretty twinckling Eyes, 

Stars in 

A frofty night, are nothing to “em. 

I have once more a kind of fecret grudging 

To turn Traytor. Exeunt, 


Enter Balthazar at one door, Gontalvo 
and Argilo at the other. 


Gonfal. Don Balthazar ! 
Bait. You judge wellin the dark, Tam 
No worfe aman ; be you (Gon/alve) more 
Sparing of your good looks: Sbrink in your 
Cloak 
Awhile, I guefsitby 
The flutt’ring up and down of your night 
fowl, 
Something of Rapine or Revenge is near. 
Arg. Upon my life, your Brother’s cudgel- 
Jers 
They watch about Axdrolio’s houfe. 
Balt. Where have you left my Brother ? 
Gonful. Where bath his Brain lefthim, and 
he left us? 
4rg, To night he hath been long in whif- 
per with 
Androlio’s man ; who hath betray’d to him 
His Maflers {mall fecrets, and in purfuit 
Of fome defign deriv’d from that intelli- 
gence, 
Is gone alone. 
Balt. What he determines in 
His rath refolves, I'll nor be guilty of : 
I guefs my fifterin the hands of Ofgemon, 
And therefore fife , forthough sot fpacioufly 
Poffefs’d of Lands, his Honor, and his Fame, 


Ac the higheft rate, Let us retire home. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Dorando, Orgemon, alittle dif- 
guisd, and one Servant. 


,_ L Serv. Sir, credit my inftrudions. 
Twasnot Leonte, but Androlio, that 
Surpris’d you in the Wood, His man (newly 
Revolted from him) gave me this for truth, 
Orge. His wantonnefs and vain luxurious 


wit, 
Hath made him falfe ;_he will not Gnd 
That I can trifle with Revenge, as he with 
Friendfhip, 
Dor. {f you are fure he is noe found at 
heart, 
Then let him blood: Why fhould thefe mané 
nagers 
Of aie dwell i’ct light? The Grave is 
ark, 
And fit for fecrefie, difpatch him thither. 
Orge. Tematcended vn by feveral Scouts , 
Buc I fall take Lcrandoas 
The readie(t teft of love, if you will go 
And privately invite 
Him to me with his Sword ; that houfe which 
fronts 
Upon fago’sChutch, is (asmy Man 
Jororms me ) th’onely place to which he doth 
Defign his vifits. Much about this hour, 
He is accufiom’d to begin hiswalk ; 
Af you wid watch seer to the corner there, 
You may encounter him. 
Dor. Him, and the houfe I know ; he fhall 
confenc 
To come and fatisfie thefe idle injuries, 
Or I will force him to a fhame, 
Lefs pleafing chen your wrath. 
Orge. I cannot doubt his courage, *tis his 
crime i 
His Sword is never unprepar d, nor hath 
He temper Low to chufe his enterprife : 
[’ll ftand in the adjoyning Street, 
And clofly there attend your coming Sir. 
Dor. Be muftledin your Cloak ; 
Although the night be fome protection to you, 
Yet I obferve men pafling by, begin 
To gaze, and pierce you with rheir eyes, 
Orge. My own fufpitions have prevented 
your 
Advice. Sndrea, make you hafte unto 
My houfe, and there prepare for our return. 
Exeunt feveral ways. 


Enter Androlio avd Marillia. 


Andy prethee (Dear Antiquity) chis ts 
No time to wafte in Lectures, 
Where is the Lady ? 

Maril. Why, what’s the matter Sir ? 


Youare perhaps in very exceeding 
Ex- 
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Extraordinary hafte to be wicked, are you? 
Andr. Willyou fit ftill and warm your felf 
at your 


Whole houfe, burnt to a coal, and then be | 


broyl’d 
Likea Rafher on’t. 


Maril. By whom ? My houfe (Sir) is an | 


honeft houfe, 
Y care not who knows it. 
Androl. The greater fhame for you. 
T’ were more manners to be like the reft of 
Your Neighbors. Where isthe Lady ? That 
flave 
My man (bredinaGalley, and begot 
Between Wind and Water) isturn’d rebel. 
Where is the Lady ? 


Maril. There is your Lady Sir | How do» 


you hide: 
Your looks, as if your eyes were none of your 
own? 


Enter Amiana, and Orco following, 


Andr. Amiana ! 
Magician Orco, 
Could make this fudden Metamorphofis. 
That devil Orco haunts me every where ; 
I mutt learn to fay my prayers, that I may 
Be rid of him. 
Amia. Sir, 1 have found younow, 
And I willkeep you too: For fince you are 
Not wone with forrows, I will try co fcorn 
The caufe, and make (as you have done) 
ftrange mirth 
Of all my miferies. Pray how have you pro- 
fited 
In your long travels after Women-kind? 
Orco. Is your Committion feal’d yet to Mo- 
nopolize 
Black eyes? Me thinks by this,your plenteous 
ftore 
Should make you under-value them. 
Amia. Can your old juggling confcience 
finde the trick, 
( Androlio) when we meet, t’expofe me to 
The charge of b'ufhing for us both,, 
Andr. Amiana! For thy part, Heaven is 
my Judge, 
I do forgive thee heartily ; thoughit 
Was far from my intent, that we fhould meet 
At midnight in this wicked houfe. 
Maril, How! A wicked houfe? Bating 
this worthy Gentlewoman : 
I defie thee, fay thy worft. 
Andr. Come, come, I have known you 
Since I wasa foot high.. You would have fe- 
duc’d me then, 
My Norfe can witnefs it. 
Maril, Your Nurfe! Sir, 1 defie her too, 
Bring her 
To her Book-oath! 
Orco. Nay, Marillia, remember 
Patience is one of the Seven deadly Vertues ! 


None but that Arch- | 
| Then a Plummet, that is threefcore years a 
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Will you {take your young Wit, tothe old 
Brains 
Of adry Nurfe? 
Maril. Madam! If ever 
Thad a mind to his Lordfhip in his Cradle—— 
Audr. Qrco, Y’have us’d me very tenderly. 
T’faith let me bear the charge of your Spies. 
What did it coft to find me out? 1’ll pay’e. 
Orco. No Sir, It hall not need, Vil put 


The Advocates Daughter into ch’accompt, 


And fum up all together. 
Andr, Canft thou believe 
(If there be fo much good Steel in all Ewrope, 
As will make a Point to a Bodkin) that 
Thou canft live two hours? Thou! who art 
fo great: 
A Traytor , thou wouldft e’en betray thy felf, 
But that the Treafon is not worth the paying 
for. 
Orco. Canft thou believe ? Canft thou 
(I fay) believe, that all thy vows to this 
Poor Lady, being broken, would not weigh 
Thy guilty friendfhip down, till rhou fall’ft 
ower 


finking. 
Andr. Are youat that Ward Sir? -Amiana 
come | 
Though you affect to keep ill hours, *tis not 
My ufe to be abroad fo late, 
Amia. Vie ftand accomptant for this error 
(Sir), 
So you will anfwer for your cancel’d vows 
To morrow to the Priett. 
Andr, *Yis\ike\ thall be found difcreet : I 
may confider with 
My felf, before give my felf away. 
Orco. Axdrolio marriage isa kind of foolith 
Pennance, we ; 
Are often put unto, for wafting thus 
Our precious time, in making lilly love. 
Andry, Age! Aches} And inceffant Jea- 
loufie, 
Scorn’d Poverty , and powerlefs Luft be 
thine. 
But for all thefe Curfes (Orco) 1 will 
Not leave you here. Thereis a certain Lady in 
The houfe, which Iwill facrifice ere you thall 
{tay to enjoy. 
Orco. 1 will go with you Sir, for Amiana’s 
fake, 
For as my weak advis'd capacity 
Doth guefs, there are a fort of mighty La- 
borers 
Attend about yourhoufe, plac’d by Leonte as 
*Tis thought , but are her kinreds Bravo’s, 
who 
Do long to greet your Shoulders for her fake. 
Amia. Sir, if you'll perfect what you have 
bepup, 
Add to your Honor by affifting us 
Vth’ paffage home. 
Androlio pulls hes Sword ont of’s Belt. 
Oreo. 
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Orco. O! Does your loftinefs 
Begin to confider, Lady? 
Let not the thought of danger trouble you, 
For lll convey you backward through a Gate 
That fafely leads unto a dwelling of mine own. 
Take care (Marillia) of your charge within, 
Lock all your doors; Vl} return wich the frit 
Sun. 
Marl. Vf therebe Law in Spain, his Nurfe 
fhall know it. Exeunt. 


Enter Leonte, and fecond Servant. 


Leon. Make here a flop ? Will thy falfe 
Keys procure 
Us entrance every where ? 
2 Serv. From the Childes Cabinet, 
Tothe great Gate, this Bunch will open all. 
Leca Ha’ye brought the Bravo hither, 
which you hir’d 
Pth’ ftreet, t’affift us, if our uferequire him. 
2 Serv. He waits your purpofes in the next 
room. 
Thofe that you heard defcending from the 
Poftern by 
The Garden Wall, was fure my Matter and 
His friends, newly departed homeward from 
Their vifit here. 
Leon, Then we have no impediment, 
But that decrepid grave Iniquity 
That keeps the houfe. Steal down to inter- 
cept 
Her as fhe now returns from tbe back Gate, 
And force her to keep filence in fome-Vaulc, 
And letthe Bravo wait without; for though 
Not here, I may have fe of him when Ire- 


turn. 
2 Serv. I hall difpatch all your commands. 
Exit 2 Servant. 
He fteps tothe Arras fof tly, draws it, 
Claramante 2s difcovered flceping 
on her Book, her Glafs by. 
Leon, Her Glafs and Book ! The Mirrors 
that 
Refled her Face and Mind! But what com- 
merce 
Hath folemn Piety, with Beauties vain, 
Falfe aids ; and yet fhe fleeps, as if her 
Minds 
Moft healthful Innocence, had never been 
Mifled by the bewitching Treafons of 
Her face, a fign (perhaps) her Confcience is 
Already dead, and hath no fence of what | 
She a&s. Wake thou, who’s fleeps a Lethargy, 
Thy Souls difeafe, not her repofe, 
Clar. Ha! My Brother ! 


Leon, Thy fate! Read onmy angry Brow, ' 


What fhortly thou fhalt find thy treach’rous 
Stars 
Will tell thee, fcornfutly was their Decree, 
If thy guilt loaden Soul, be doom’d to clime. 
Clar. My fears are not deriv’d from mine 
own{ins, 


po 


But a diftroft of yours. I with your fury 
would 
Permit you to be half fo innocent, 
AsI have been, 
Leon. Thus to revolt and flie 
From all your honor’d Blood and Family, 
Tempted by Luft to hunt 


| Andretrieve your loft game, proftrating your 


Fame to every one, that will beget 
A fcandal onit, to difgrace our noble Honfe. 
D’ye call this Innocence ? 
Clar, Whither will you lead me ? 
Leon. Unto afhade that will not need to 
borrow 
Blacknefs nor Silence from the Night, there 
ive 
Theetnie fuch as fhall inforce thee to 
Thy es betimes, leaft thou forget their 
ufe, 
Clar. Iwillnot go, for though my vertue 
dares 
Proceed to every danger, yet thy fins 
Divert my courage. 
Leesa. Shall we make trial of our ftrengths ? 
Clar. Help ! Help ! is there no pitious 
ear wichin 
The reach of my complaining voice ? 


Enter Dorando. 


Dor. If pity can 
Affame fach new and wondrous pow’r to give 
A remedy to grieve, take ie fromme,; and 
mutt 
Refent all injuries to her foft fex. 
Leon, You, Bravo! Slave! Wer’t thou 
not newly hir’d 
V’th’ Street, and for the common price of 
blood 
Toferve my anger, or expofe thy life 
For my revenge. Retire! Begone, till my 
Neceflity command thy help, 
Dorando pulls of his Patches, 
ana difeuife. 
Dor. So cheap an Inftrument of cruelty 
I feem’din my difguife, t’aflitt a friends 
Revenge, but if thou haft the Patience to 
Pernfe my face, thoumay’{tbelieve me made 
For nobler ufe, thenro make fale 
Of courage, or my ftrength. 
Clar. Dou Dorando! He, to whofe timely 
valor 
My Brother Balthazar doth ow his life! 
How art thou laid afide by Heaven as a 


| Referve,to hinder every great calamity? 


Dor. Claramante ! Let me adore thefe 
weak, 
Thefe narrow artificial Lights, that fhew 
Me now, what] believ’d the Sun could ne’er 
Prefent unto my view, wich all his glorious 
Beams. 
Leon, You are acquainted, I fhall betray 


My felf into the pretty private vice ie 
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Of bringing Lovers to converfe, 
That would not take the pains to find them- 
felves. 
Dor. How ftrangely are the pow’rs above 
employ’d, 
That they fhould feem fo negligent to leave 
You indiftrefs, 
Leos, Let but my eycs make ufe 
Of my vex’dmemory, and { fhall find 
You arethat mighty Man of Rage, who in 
The refcue of this righteous Ladies honor, 
Controul'd me inmy houfe, where you 
A ftranger, and.th¢ place confider’d, J 
Was well contented you fhould live. 
Dor. Prethee, wild thing, do not remove 
my thoughts 
From this unequal’d obje& they enjoy, 
With Meditations on thy idle Hiliory, 
Begone! Vanifh like a poor frighted fpirit 
From the bright day’s predominance : Or 
would 
Thou wert a fpirit, that when thou doft of- 
fend, 
I might not have the power to kill or hurt 
thee, 
Leon. Though 1 fhould tempt the World, 
and vex into 
A fury, all the race of mankind, one 
By one, 1 fhould not find a mightier Mind 
that doth 
So Monarch like, both threaten and command, 
Tam fo pleag’d with thy great anger, asI needs 
Mutt put it to fomentfe, 
Leaft I fhould never meet the like t’incounter 
me. Draws. 
Clar. O hold! Maft I become the lafting 
argument 
Tor fach difpatesof ruine, and of death? 
Dor. Retire! She thacis fairer,much more 
kind, 
And wifer thenthy Sr-rs, doth counfel thee, 
Leon. Advis’d to yield, before 1 am fubdu’d, 
Runs at him, they fight; Dorando 
difavms hirs, 
Dor. Why would you trouble me, undo 
you thus ? 
Clar. Why Brother will you let your rath 
fufpition, 
Betray you to continual lofs ? This is 
The fecond time you hve engigd my tears, 
For ranfome of your life, wich hazard of 
Mine own, upon my Knees I fhal! implore 
To have your fafety,and your Sword refior’d, 
With hope, if you adventure both again, 
My life may fatisfie my pitiescrime. Kuweels. 
Dor. It is too meana fuir, tobe fo much 
vrequir’d. | Dorandoreftores his Sword 
Leon. How hath my jealous fence feduc’d 
me to 
My fhame? Her Mercytwice hath refcu’d me ? 
Te this the bounty of thy Soul, 
Nor tainted with the‘artful cunning of 
Pretended love? 
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Clar. What falfe\perfwafions govern you, 
That you fhould doubt thus my Integrity ? 
Leos. Nomore. V’ll practife to difdainmy 
felf ; 
All thatis kind and good, protect you both, 
Clar. Sir, whether inthis hideous feafon of 
The night, have you defign’d togo ? 
Leon, Let me depart !| If I fhould ftay, 
you are 
Undone. A knot of cruel flaves (whom my 
Miftaken Fury hir’dto murder you, 
When I convey’d you through the ftreet) will, 
if 
My prefence and command, prevent not their 
Defign, ruine your paflage hence, or force 
This houfe to find you. My ftay is fatal | 
tte 
Dor, Madam, you feem to entertain fome 
_ thoughts 
About you, whofe diforders will require 
Advice. Can you be kept in aw wichthe 
Falfe noife of mifchief, or atale of death, 
Whilftl am living here, and ftill 
My valois fire, may be renew’d at your 
Inf{piring Beauties flame ? 
Clar. Alafs! The debts I ow your valor 
(Sir) I find fo great 
Already, Iam loath to entertain 
Another caufe, to make me more oblig’d, 
Until I find ’tis in my power to pay. 
Dor. Are not your words? are not your 
looks, rewards 
Forev’ry mighty deed? That the renown’d 
And fortunate, fhall bravely mannage in 
Obedience to your will. 
Clar. .My heart is overwhelm’d with cour- 
tefies, and I 
Am ttudying how this ftrange unlucky furfeit, 
ma 
Be Bod ieicnts faft from kindnefs and 
Your love. 
Dor. Anabftinence from my pure love ! 
High Heaven avert fo {trange a ficknefs, that 
Requires fuch cruelty to aid the cure ! 


Enter Orgemon. 


Clar. Don Orgemon! The Fates are wife ; 
they know 
To value Bleffings, and obferve juft order in 
Their gifts, the greateft comes at lait. 
What happy miracle hath brought you hither ? 
Orge. Waiting i’th’ ftreet, inthis difsuife, 
I heard 
And knew your Brothers voice, who lowd 
to men 
(For bloody purpofes difguis’d) gave them 
The ftofy of a fierce, but fortunate 
Encounter here; for he declar’d his heart? 
Wasreconcil’dto yours, and bya {tern 
Command, is now difmifting them from their 
Affair, This Joy did give me wings, 
ThatI might quickly fhai: your perioe 
far. 
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Clar. My happinefs doth fo exceed, that 
you 
May fhare it Sir, yet leaveenough 
To fill my Brett. 

Orge. This night alone, I will 
Adorn, and fanctifie i’ch’ Kallander. 

Goes to Dorando. 
My worthy friend, your valor may proclaim - 
Icfelf the caufe of our Felicity, 
What new occalion doth difturb your looks > 

Dor. Are you fo well acquainted with that 

Lady? 
And have the priviledge to be fo kind. 

Orge. How elfe fhould I fubfift? ’Tis not 

the vulgar caufe 
Of mens exiltency (a mixture of 
The common Elements) by which] live, 
But by the nourifhment of her pure love. 

Dor. Oh Niggird-fates ! How ill 

Did you provide for me ? 

Thofe giddy wanderers 

Vth’ air, or cold and flippery Creatures thac 

Poffefs the reftlefs Flood, fuftain 

Their lives with no lefs choice, thenis decreed 

For me, yet neither know your pow’rs, nor 
own 

Your benefits wich thankful praife. 

Orge. What means my valiant friend? 

Dor. Sit, you enjoy a ftrange Felicity ? 
You are belov’d, and would J knew it nor, 
Unlefs my knowledge could he fatisfi’d 
With equal hope. 

Orge. Forbid this dangerous envy, youthat 

rule 
Our thoughts. Am I fo flow to merit what 
Yougive? That one, whom you have newly 
made 
My friend, fhould mourn to fee my happ‘nefs. 
Clar. When will my fad diltreffes end ? 
My days 
Are chofen from the Moneth, when April 
rules 
Each fhining hour is followed by aftorm, 
Orge. Call to your vertue for advice (brave 
friend) 
And do not feem to fhow your forrows ere 
You know what I enjoy, is not deferv’d. 
Dor. Vf love canmerit love? or, if incef- 
fant grief 
And fears, be marks and trials of that love? 
Let beauteous Claramante hold the Scale, 
She’ll find my heart, out-weighs all other 
hearts 


Till they feem lighter then inconftant thought. 
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Orge. Take heed, *tis dangerous to deprave 
my Paffion, Sir, j 
By valuing your own. 
Dor. \f there be danger, take 
You heed t’avoid it then? For inthe Worlds 
Vafte fpace , nothing that knows the light, 
dares more 
Avouch hislove, than]. 
Orge. With what a rath, 
And unconfider’d hafte, was our new friends 
fhip made, 
That it can laft no longer ? 
Dor, Itis already grown too old and weari- 
fome, 
As fickly life preferv’d with pain, 
Clar. Oh Orgemon! Let not my yielded 
love 
Become thy valors prize; or why mutt Don 
Dorando’s worth, fince it exceeds all others, 
not 
Be fafe, *caufe it would bravely equal thine. 
Orge. He fhall haveall your pity, and fome 
little love, 
So you will ftay the progrefs of your fears: 
Think not we'will be cruel to our felves, 
Leaft you vouchfafe to judge that cruelty 
To you: Webothare calm, and will condu& 
You fafely to your Brother Balthazar, 
Salutes Dorando, 
Clar. As this foft gentle temper pleafes 
Heaven, 
So be it ftill delightful to your felves. 
Orgemon takes Dorando afide. 
Orge. ‘The early morn fhall fee your anger 
fatisfi’d, 
Till then keep your vex’d fpiritsin, and hide 
Your fury from her fight. It were not noble 
to 
Difquiet her, whom you fo fervently 
Pretend to, love. 
Dor, That were fo wild an incivility, as 
foon 
Would forfeit either Victors fame: Buthatt 
Thou bright perpetual traveller, and bring 
Thy beamsbetimes t’inlighten us, and then 
We'll try the {trength of both our fates. 
Orge. He may a while rejoyce to obferve 
his fires 
So powerful in our blood ; but when he fees 
How high our anger grows, he will retire, 
Withdraw behind black gather’d Clouds to 
mourn, 
He fhall not find us at his next return. 
Exeant. 
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PCa 2 Ne 


SCENE I. 


Knocking at the Door. Enter Androlio, drefiag him{elf. 


Androlio. He World is grown fo wick- 
ed, their fins (fure) 
Will never fuffer °em to 
fleep. 
Knock within, 
Knocking again, Androlio opens the Door. 


Enter Balthazar. 


B. t+, Save you Sir. 
Anar, Your haft would fignife you bring 
Some promife ro that purpofe (Sir,) Came 
you 
From Heaven juft now with tidings of Erer- 
alty ? 
Balt. \f 1 came poft from Heaven, it is 
thought Sir 
I fhould hardly light atyour Gates; d'you 
hear 
Thic morn ought that concerns Dos Orgemon , 
Ao. ms ttrange friend? Or know you where 
they are? 
Andv. lkeepno Lodgings Sir? The Rent 
of thts 
Poor Hovfe, I make fhift to pay without In- 
mates, 
Balt. O, underfland you! The morning 
that 
Should make others ferious, is:grown your 
time 
Of micth. If you pleafe, good morrow ! 
Exit Balthazar. 
Andr, Vm highly fatisfid | 
This i own, Ithink, is peopled with Knights 
Errant , 
Tis every houc fo full of ftrange adventures. 
Knock agai, 
Is there another come with new authority 
To ask impertinent queltions ? 
He opens the Door. Enter Leonte. 
Your furious temper brooks no idle circum- 
fiance, 
You thall be fitisf'd before you ask. 
Your Brother is not here, we parted 
Newly at the other door. 
Leon, My bufinefs feeks not him. 
Are you fo lucky Vunderftand where I 
May find Der ando, or Den Orgemon ? 
Andr. V've neither Sir the Inck, nor the de- 
fire, 
Unlefs | knew to put the knowledge of it 
To fome good ule. 
Leon, Ic will become youto 
Inquire abroad, until youcan know more. 
Eescike 


Andy. What may this eager difquifition 
mean ? 
Something of moments in’c. I'ma dull rogue, 
To fleep away my time, whenI might fhire 
The huge pleafure of doing little mifchiefs, 


Enter Oreo, Amiana. 


Orco. Don Androlio! Soearly up! Study- 
ing 
(I hope) to put your Money out 
To charitable ufes. 
Andy. “Faith that will hardly be, 
Till your difeafes (Orco) drive you to 
An Hofpital, I would thou haaft as many 
As might defroy an over-grown City, 
The Turks grand Army, or a Wind-bound 
Fleet, 
You thrive like other Traitors in this age, 
And fignifie your greatnefs, by entring every 
where 
Without che mean civility of knocking, 
Orco. I bring my powerful Charter in my 
hand, 
Abhor me, if thy Miftrefs be not grown 
A defperate Wit, And {ince the laft 
Digeition of her grief, the tools prettily. 
ae She’il tool me prettily indeed, if 
this 
Old toy of Matrimony hold : Are you grown 
awit Amiana ? 
Amia. \ thillbe thought fo, Sir, 
When I have reach’d capacity enough 
To make you vertuous, 
Andr. Nay, yare a wit, I find it by the 
great variety 
Of Polies which you fent this morn for Wed. 
ing Rings. 
Amia. As fubtle, and as wifea fpiritas 
Youare, thofe filly charms are likely to 
Prove {trongenough, to keep you long, and 


a 
pS 


I’th’ circle of mine arms, when once the Prieft 
Shall conjure you. 
Orco. Thofe Vows ( Anarelio) which we 

mike 

At midnight, fhould 

In my opinion) not prove good i’th’ Common 
Law, 

Wer’t not for that wanton Worm (chy Con- 

(cience) 

Which ftill lies wriggling up and down thy 
Brelt, 

Thou might’'ft be wellexcus’d, conlia’ ring too 

The eatine{s, and rawncfs o¢ thy youth, 
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Andy, benas the pleafe: For my part Sir, | 


1 will 

Deal plainly wich her like an honeft man ; 
Which is, to tell her, being marry’d, I 
Shall prove a very Rogue, 

Orco. \think thou wile, 
Unlefs her better Grace preferve thee. 

Andr. \thalloften put you (4miana) to 
Your mornings draughtof Tears , and to 


Your meal of Sighs, on fafting Nights, which | 


will 
(I guefs) be every night, according to 
My ufual {trict fevericy of life. 
Amia. 1 will take order then, that you 
fhall Ggh 
For company, 
Orco. Which with a mutual groan or two, 
will make 
Rare Mulick, Whenher Treble’s joyn’d unto 
Your Bafe, together with the Cradle Concord- 
ance 
Of three fmall Organifts (I mean) your chil- 
dren. 
Andr. Orco, where’s Claramante now ? 
Orco. The Paltie fhike your Tongue out, 
wer’r not to make 
Your Miftrefs jealous, 1 could ask’tof you, 
Andy. 1s not your {tock of fooling fpent ? 
Oreo. \’ve yet fo much difcretion left, to 
judge 
It was by your appointment, that your man 
Inclos’d Afavilliaina Vault, whilft fome 
Of your confed’racy remov’d the Lady, 
Andy. Prethee, be grave, it may bring 
truth to be 
A while infafhion, Artthou in earnclt? 
Orco. Doft chou ask fadly 2 
Andr. Elfe etme die furpris’d. 
Orco, And letme die ina Dungeon, if I had 
Nor thoughe to find her here: For gone fhe 


is, 
Whilft the poor old Wornan was led afide, 
By that no ordinary Devil, your man. 
Andr, Exquifit Villain! I forgive him all, 
Would he had pradtis’d to have cut my 
Throat, } 
That 1 might forgive that too, 


Enter Third Servant. 


3 Serv. Dow Bafilonte (Sir) inrag d with- 
out, 
Demands to fpeak wich you. 
Amia. How, my Father ! 
Andr. Will your vex’d Virginfhip 
Vouchfafe to ftay here, till you be well fwad- 
led, 
Amia, Let me retire: Androlio, if you 
dare 
Be cruel, I fhall dare to pardon you. Ewit, 
Andr. Go, give him entrance. 
Exit 3 Servant. 


Enter Balilonte, 


Bafil. Are you Dox Androlio ? 
“lndr, Not unlefs you pleafe Sir. 
Bajl. *Vis well you are fomannerly , but 
cwere 
Better you'd be honeft, Where is my Daugh- 
ter? 
Andr. Sit, 1 perceive you purpofe Brevity. 
Orco. The Gentleman’s in halte, ’tis like 
he is 
A kKinn unto his Daughter, your anfwer 
May concern him. 
Bafil, What are you Sir ? 
Orco. Not your Daughter Sir, therefore 
that queftion 


| Bing no part of your bufinefs, was ill made. 


Bafil. 1 hope yowll both fight 2 
Andr. How! fight? The Laws are not fo 
valiant Sir, 
They will admit no fighting. 
Bafil. I care not tor the Laws. 
Andr, Be like then you have made over: 
your eflate. 
aie Why, would the Lawyers have it 
elle? 
Andr. Troth, if your Lands be fair, ’tis 
like they'll not 
Forbear ’em out of modelty. 
Bafil. Sir, thefe are tricks: Give me my 
Daughter : 
I chought fhe would have fled into a Nunnery, 
But this (I hear) is none. 
Orco. Who ever told you fo, was inthe 
right, 


| Unlefs there are a fort of Nuns wich Beards, 


Bafil. Will you both walk ? I’m an old 
Man, although 
My wit’s not fharp, you'll find my Iron is? 
Andr, Orco, You know my way is two 
to two, 
And this old Trojan’s Méde (as I conceive) 
Is oneto both, we fhall hardly agree, 
Ba(il. 1 find we tha’ not. Will youwalk? 
Andr. This cholerick Bifcayner, takes me 
more then 
A Wench. Sir ftaya while, the bufinefs that 
We go about, is not fo trivial, but 
It may conveniently require 
The interchanging of a word, efpecially 
When we confider our difcourfes after death, 
Are but uncertain. 
Bafil. Difpatch then, I’m in hafte. 
Andr, Do youconceive, you have deriy’d 
this Mettal 
To your Daughter , and fhe (as far as her 
Part lies) can with anothers help 
Derive it toa Son? 
Bafil. Sir, you thall know my Daughter 
wanis no Metal. 
Andy. Then you mult know the fhall not 
be reftor’d, 
Bafil- 
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Bafil. Why not reftor’d ? 
Andr, May be, I’ve fome occafion to marry 
her. 
Orco. In my judgment, a fatisfying reafon, 
Bafil. But not Sir without my confent. 
Andr. Ym partly of your mind, for (asl 
hear) 
Your confent may dowell, y’are very rich, 
Bafil. Soare you I hope. 
Andry, Nay if we fall 
To good withes, “tis like we may agree? 


Enter Argilo aad Gonfalve, 


Arg. Yray Gentlemen can any here in- 
ftruct 
Us where to find Don Orgemon, or Don Do- 
rando. 
Gonfal. Thrintelligence , if fuddenly at- 
tain’d 
May bythe ufe, procure a gen’ral thanks, 
Bafil. Orgemon and Dorando! Why d’you 
ask 
So earneftly, and with fuch hafte ? 
Andr, >Tis ’mconcern’d in your inquiry 
Gentlemen: 
For now it feems it argues danger. 
Orco. AndIam concern’dtoo; what is the 
bufinefs ? 
Arg, ’Tis certain they are mifling, ‘and are 
one 
By probable miftruft to fight. 
Gonfal. VYoccalion of their quarrel’s partly 
known, 
And they were early feen both hors’d and 
arm’d. 
Bafil. Whether did they ride? 
Arg. Nay Sir, that question is our bufinefs 
here. 
Genfal Wethought Don Orco and Axdro- 
lio, b’ing 
Their friends, might guefs, to what fic place 
Their anger would dire@ them. 
Bafil Th’are gallancyou:hs. I would not 
for the treafure of 
Caflile, have either’s life indanger’d in 
A foolifh canfe. 
Andr. How can their denger Sir, 
In fo particular a fenfe belong to you ? 
Bafil. No matter : Y’are troublefome, 
My horfe, my horfe! 
I fhall return Sir ina fhort career, 
Takean accompt of my Daughter, or call 
You out to this mad fpore. Exit. 
Andr, Yam inclind unto this reverend Ca- 
valier, 
Beyond alllatitude of words, but if 
Don Orgemo is grown fo much 
Impatient of flight things, cal’d Injuries, 
His next hot bout muft be with me. 
Orco. Prethee let’s haften to prevent this 
Duel, 
Andy, (fear it is too late ; but Vl commit 


My Miftrefs to th’ protection of this Key, 
And thento horfe. 
Crco, Come Senniors, his Stable will pro- 
vide usall. Exeunt. 


Enter Claramance and Orgemon. 


Clar. Oh my Prophetick tears, why are 
thy looks 
So wild, fo bufily difpers’d ? as if 
(In vain) thou fought’ft for fafety after guilt 2 
Orge. Why (Claramante) doftthoutrown 
upon 
My triumphs, asif now, I were lefs worth 
In victory, then in my doubrful ftate 
Of fortune ere *twas try’d ; when it was pofli- 
ble 
I might be leffen’d and fubdu’d ? 
Clar. Whom haft thou conquer’d (fatal 


Orgemon ?) 


| That thou fhouldft wear thofe bloody fains 


with fo 
Much pride, as if the World did newly ow 
Ics freedom to thy valors force, 
Orge. Mineenemy, one that advanc'd his 
love 
Toruine mine, Rivals for hearts, are like 
Competitors for Crowns; they willallow 
No equal, nor admit him living that 
Difturbs their hopes, 
Clar. Thy jealous Hanor, is 
Mott vicioufly, and cruelly inclin’d. 
Couldft thou not think thy love was fafe, with- 
out 
The ruine of Dorando that preferv’d 
The life of Balthazar, did refcue mine. 
Gave rafh Leonre leave to live, and thee 
Thy freedom, whenthou wer’c furpris’d and 
bound, 
Orge. Thefe were indeed actsof renown, 
nor can 
My Envy ere miflead my Vertue, till 
It give them but a cheap efteem, I with 
His honor had been greater, fo he could 
Have had lefs love, 
Clar. Alafs! was love his crime ? 
And love of me? I find thy heart was caft, 
And fafhion’d in the common Lovers Mould, 
Poorly compounded of malicious fears, 
Of rath low jealouties, hating 
That noble Vertue in another, which 
Thou highly valued ft in thy felf, 
Orge. This wifdom and compaffion comes 
too late; 
Would I had loft my youthful being, and 
My precious Fame ; all thacT value (but 
Thy love) fo I could call him back from thofe 


i Unknown, or diftant fhades, that he might fee 


The Sun, and thee again, 
Clar. © thatfome winged Meffenger, 
Would quickly travel through the Clonds, and 
fetch 
Meall my vows from Heaven; that fo my faith 
When 
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ay 


When dif-engag'd,might give a needful liberty | My yet imperfed joys. 


Unto my love, why fhould it longer be con- 
fin’d 
To harbor in thy Breft, fince there twas en- 
tertain’d 
With fuch uncivil jealoufie. 
Orge. 1 fhall become a fad exemplar Sacri 
fice ; 
T inftrud, and expiate the World, and die 
To cure the folly of fucceeding Lovers doubts. 
Clar. Unfortunate Dorando, is the cold 
Dark Grave, all the reward my Lucklefs Stars 
Could pay thee for thy mercy to my Brothers 
fhewn, 
And kind protection of my life. Going out. 
Orge. Stay Claramante / Scay! If thou 
Dott carry hence thy injut’d love, and leave 
Me unforgiven, opprefs'd, and loaden with 
The weight of guilt, I willac once fhake off 
This burden of mortality, and it. 
Clar. Although my fudden kindnefs may 
appear 
A fin, 1 cannot leave thee to 
The danger of fuch cruel thoughts : Take heed 
How you do threaten Heaven, by menacing 
Your felf; as we have noauthority 
To take away the being of another, whom 
Our pride contemns, fo we have lefs ¢’anni- 
hilate 
Our own, when it is fala in our diflike. 
Orge. Isit thy pleafute I fhould live ? 
And am I call’d to’t by Love, and may be- 
lieve 
T have fome little warrant to authorife Hope. 


Enter Balthazar, 


Balt. Where is Don Orgemon ? Sifter I fee 
In fears, and grief, you both have equal fhare, 
Bur I fhall timely eafe your fuffrings. 
Dorando walted with his Wounds, a while 
Affum'd the cold Afpect of Death ; but rub’d 
And chaffd inro his native heat, his {trength 
And underftanding are in fome degree 
Of fafety home return'd ; nor are his wounds 
So plac’d, but that the Surgeon may allow 
Them fudden hope of cure. 

Orge. Thou bleffed Meffenger of Life! 
Be ever happy, and thy voice be ftill 
The forward ufher ynto good, and noble 

fame: 

Live to be cheif in Armies, and the firft 


That brings thy doubtful Countrey news of 


Victory. 


Clar. Belt of my Blood ! Thy comforts 


Balthazar 
Are {till as fwift and winged when they come, 
As thou art flow to carry forrows to thy 
friends. 

Orge Now (Claramante) let me not diftruft 
Thy pardon may increafe, fince my offence 
Séemsto grow lefs; and letthe mercy of 
Thy love, give ftrength, and form unto 


Clar. If in thy lait 
Encounter thou hadft foft much blood, I 
fhould 
Forgive thy want of bluthes for this rath 
Ben but having fuch fupplies of colour 
eft 
To make up feeming bafhfulnefs, where is 
Thatred, and modeft tin@ure which belongs 
Unto thy brow, and fhould appear when thou 
So foon doft ask me for my love, 
So lately forfeited by jealoufie. 
Orge. I yield, and humbly bow unto my 
fate; 
Yet fince there’s to con‘effion fome forgive- 
nefs due, 
Afford me that, though my defires 
By beauteous Claramante are deny’d. 
Clar. Bear witnefs World, with what un- 
_willingnefs 
Tnow am juit, and ere thou hear’! thy doom, 
Koow brave Dorando’s merits, and 
My ever injur’d Sex, cotild not with fefs 
Be fatisfied. 
Orge. Be flow to utter it, 
Unlefs chou cantt be gentle when thou fpeak’ft. 
Clar. My refolution is become my vow. 
Thou never fhalt behold me more, to make 
A rightful challenge of my love, tili he 
Who thus hath fuffer’d for thy jealoutie, 
Is pleas'd vintreat,and woo in thy bebalt. Ex:r, 
Orge. Severe fad deftiny! 1 be worft of all 
My Stars ordain’d this Sentence ere ’twas 
{poke, Takes Balthazar afide, 
You (Sir) have powerful intereft 
In Claramantes Brett, be pleas’d tomediate 
for me. 
Balt, If Lhave power. 
Where Don Dorando’s chafte affeCion lays 
A claim, his noble refcue of my life, 
Mutt urge my gcatitude to {peak for him, 


Enter Leonte, Dorando, Argilo, and 
Gonfalvo, leading him. 


Leon. Sit be affur'd y’are hither brought 
for readinefs, 
And more affiftance to yourcure , this houfe 
Hath nothing rich or ufeful in’c, but what 
Shall wait on your command. 
Dor. 1 fear your beauteous filter governs 
here, 
Whom in my wretched fate, and lofs of vitos 


ry, 
Iam thrnd to fee. Itmuftbe fo, 
Behold my enemy hither arriv’d, 
To claima triumph for his fingle war ! 
Balt. Quiet your paflion sir; The joy he 
takes 
In the unlucky honor of this day, 
Is fo ecclips’d by clouds of following griefs, 
That you'll perceive he’s more prepard for 
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Then for triumphal fhows. 

Orge. YouSir, whofe vertue makes the up- 
per influence 

Of no regard nor ufe, born, and preferv’d 

Without protection of a Star, yet by 

Your unaiiilted worth, become the moft 

Important envy now, of all within 

The Firmament, whofe fortune was too weak, 

Too such unworthy co be ftil’d your friend , 

And mine fo treacheroufly ftrong, it hath 

Betray’d. and forc’d meto be call’d_ your ene- 


my. 
To Se beg for mercy. 
Dor. Tome! Was! fo eafily fubdu’d, 
That I deferve to be your fcorn ? 
Orge. Then let me want a Tongue tomake 
requelts, 
When I have cheifeft need of Heaven, My 
Mourning is 
So little feign’d, that know, my foul difclaims 
The victory, und doth already curfe 
The fory of the caufe, 
Dor. i cannot fet my underftinding right 
Enough, to guefs the meaning of this altera- 
tion, 
Orge. ’Lis ftrange indeed! Strange, that 
we both fhould be 
Ordain’d to love alike, and make 
One noble objec our deligat! But ftranger 
et 
That I by jealous fears, fhould vex my felf 
Into a fad deftruction of my love. 
Dor. Miflead me not to wander thus a- 
mazedly, 
When there’s a nearer way to what 
Your language would inier. 
Orge. Reign your hopes tome, who firft 
had priviledge 
To make a claim, then ler your kindnefs prove 
As much amiracle, asi is juft, 
By interceding tor my love. 
Dor. \f this be lefs chen fcorn, yet it is 
more 
Then yanity ? Is t poffible I fhould 
Refign my.love, and be fo dull co five. 
Know Sir, I have vouchfaf'd thus to continue 
life, 
In hope to have afecond trial for 
This high, ill manag’d caufe, already (fure) 
I find my itrength doth haften on my hope. 
Orge. Then my difpair out travels both: 
Had I 
The hand and feal of deftiny, to warrantme 
To be again a victor over him, 
Though by that conqueft I could gather all 
Thofe Wreaths, that ere the valiant wore 
Of old, then {trait anticipate, and quite 
Foreftal all future fame ,; yet would I not 
Refift him with my fword. 
Gon{. Thefe double expectations needs 
muft have 
A fad event. 
Arg. It comes not in my reach, 
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How Claramante fhould by either be 
Poffefs'd, and both be fatisfied. 


Enter Bafilonte, Orco. 


Bafil. °Tis well you took your wound fo 
luckily, 
This fteels a ftubborn morfel to digeft, 
If it enter the ftomach che wrong way ; 
Though there be no great ufe o’th’ Surgeons 
myftery , 
Give him Two hundred Crowns: 
Orco, But where’s the money Sir-? 
Bafil. Do you disburfe ? 
Orco. Amadold blade ! Confidering too, 
His wealth and eminence, 
Bajil. Twill allow you too, 
ee are young, to cut fome few throats 
air] 
For honor fake; fo they be ftrangers throats, 
But not your own ; J have areafon for’t. 
Will you take the pains to know me? 
Dor, We’are well acquainted with your 
fame already ; 
Which is fo good, we may for once excufe 
So rude an interruption of affairs, in which 
Y’are nought concern’d. 
Sle How, not concern’d ? Look on thefe 
ills, 
And you onthefe; they will prove 
Receipts for Money, and large fums too, I 
think ? They perufe the Papers, 
(Orco lesking over their houlders. 
Orco, By this Light they are! I know them 
by their 
Short ttile, th’are pen’d the old Laconick way: 
ee Sir, [acknowledge this my hand, and 
that 


Intravel I’ve réceiv’d a long 
Supply ; but much admire how thefe fhould 
come 
In your poffeffion. 
Bafil. WellSic! And what fay you ? 
Orge. 1 make the fame confefiion, but with 
fhow 
OF no lefs wonder then doth bufie him. 
Bajfil. Confeflion pays nd debts, but what 
are due 
To pious Scriv’ners that are gone to Heaven : 
And fince your infancy’s you have receiv’d 
By Letters of Exchange from Genoua, enough 
To furnifh your imagin’d quality ; for you'll 
wescnile to think your felves but {trangers 
ere. 
Orge; This growing ftory may refolve my 
doubts. 
Bafil. Know you his Character, whofe cre- 
dit gave 


-| You power to call for thefe fupplies. 


Dor. Moft perfectly. 
Orge. And ‘tis to me familiar as mine own. 
Bafil. This then (dire&ed to you both) per- 
ufe.  Orge.takes the Letter and reads. 
Orge. 
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Orge. reads. Don eee and Dorando, 
having call’d you from diftant Countreys, to 
fojourn this Spring in Cordza; Youare now 
to know, you fhould equally affe@ thefe names, 
for you are Brothers. 

They gaxe one on another, 

Bafil. Nay ‘tis a dull Marchants ftile , but 

read on. 

Orge. reads. Your Bills of Credit will fuc- 
ceed nolonger then thisMoneth, therefore 
apply your felves to him, whofe Steward I have 
onely been to prevent your wants: Who (your 
Mother dyingyoung) was refolv’d, out of a 
new Philofophical, and (asI may call it) Ro- 
mance humor, not te declare himfelf your Fa- 
ther , till after you had vifited feveral Camps 
and Courts, he found your knowledge an 
vertue, merited the reputation of his Blood. 

Gaxe on each other again. 
Orco. Thisis an old trick of Moorifh Edu- 
cation, 
Joft thus ben Abdala bred his Sons. 

Orge. reads. Meaning you fhould have no 
certain expeftations of Hereditary wealth, to 
interrupt the better acquirements of your In- 
duftry ; but I have fent him the ftory of your 
lives, and he is well pleas’d to be now known 
your Father, whofe mame is Don Bafilonte. 

Bafil. What are youtender of your plen- 

teous perfons ? 

Loath to be own’d? He that hath Fifty thou- 
fand Crowns 

Ayear, needs take no pains to ficd out heirs. 

Orco. Sir, you fhall be my Father, if you 

pleafe. 

Orge. Where joy hath fuch a fhare of won- 

der in’t, 
Our pleafure is a while delay’d with doubts, 

Dor. It was too ftrange, and great a happi- 

nefs 
To be too fuddenly believ'd. 
Leon, Sit, w’have long heard you had two 
Sons, and from’ 
Their Childhood bredin diftant parts, yet we 
Admire your humor could fo much fubdue 
Your nature, never to converfe with them, 
Unlefs by your intelligence from others : 
But what we humor call, perhaps you'll term 
Difcretion. 
Bajil. May be I fhall, what then? Had 
your Father Sir, 
And other formal Nobles bred their Sons 
thus, 
To little hopes of Wealth, théy would have 
had 
More wit to keep it, and to fpend it roo. 
Leon, \ thank you Sir, 
Bafil. That younger villain hath his Mo- 
thers Lip, 
He fha’nt fare the worfe for’. What frown- 
ing Sir! ; 
Look handfomely and kindly too, 
Or I'll again divorce thee from my Blood. 


Gi 


ON a eee 
Embrace each other ftrait, with free and will- 
ing arms, 
Orge. When I rejoyce we are foneara kin 
Tis ftrange, I with our loves were lefs ally’d. j 
Der, You are the elder, and | fee the Will 
Of Fate inclinesto further that Prerogative. 
Orge. That yields fome little hope, 
Who is fo courteous to go inand fill 
My Miftrefs ear with this new Hittory. 
Leon, That pleafant bulinefs thali be mine, 
; , LET 
Orge. You Sir, from whom I took prece- 
denc 
Bylife, fhould {ure have power to give that 
priviledge — 
Unto my love: Let not my firft, and elder 
claim 
(Affifted by my Miftrefs vows) give way 
Unto a younger intereft, who wars 
Such great affurance, and doth onely laft 
By th’vigor of his hope. 
Bafil. Vhave pronounc’d the word, and he 
_ fhall co’t. Goes to Dorando, 
Will noc you yield to time and nature Sir >? 
And give your elder leave to play the loving 
fool 
Before you. You had bet produce a trick 
Of difobedience +¢ firlt fight? ThatI 
May think my Spacifh Off-fpring, chang’d fot 
fome 
Dull Dutch Burghers \flue, that fold 
Stockfith and Pickled Herring. 
Dor. His Deeds of Honor are fo high, and 
his 
Compiiances fo low, I find I mult 
Be overcome, 
Orge. But Sir, to intercede in my behalf, 
Thacis the bufinefs which her vow conftrains, 
Bajfil. He thall do’c. 
Dor. Vil force my reafon Sir, at your com- 
mand. 
Orge. Then Sorrows vanifh, and my Joys 
appear. 
eae A very twig of the old Tree | Juft 
thus 
1 runa madding for his Mother at 
His vears , and to this very hour do moft 
Intirely reverence, a foft and pliant Lip. 


Enter Androlio, and Amiana vaild. 


Androl. Whave heard enough to make us 
venture in. 
Orgemon, if fince your new-got parentage, 
You are become fo {tale a Gentleman 
To weara knife about you, you fhall find 
Ihave a throat at your fervice, will {trait 
Confefs my errors, and unbutton., 
Orge. No Sir, when you offend me next, 
you fhall 
Receive the honor of my Sword. 
Androlio /eems to pull Amiana 
to hér Father. 
Andy: 
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Andy. Vve heard you wantalliance, and 
delight 
Tofind them out, a Romaxce way. This Lidy 
Freed lately from a dark inchanted Caftle, 
Defiresto call you Father , if you pleafe 
T’acceot her Sir, youmay have meinto the 
bargain. 
Bajil. So there may be more got Sir, then I 
Can honeftly keep. 
Andy, Ym a new Man, and have already 
feal’d 
To Marriage Articles of livingtame ; 
We onely want you and the Prieft to witnels 
it. 


Enter Marillia, Second Servant, Officers. 


Bafil. Some tale in Dicava de Monte 
Major 
Taught you chis trick of wandring after your 
lover. 
Your tears have pardond you, go know your 
Brothers. 
Orco takes Marillia afiae. 
Amia. Could I have chofen Brothers by 
the pow’r 
Of w:fhes or my prayers, they had been thefe. 
Orge. We have much pretty ftory to ex- 
amine 
Dor. Such as will make the pleafures of this 
year, 
Trantcend all that we ever know. 
Orco. Your Rebel-man is here (Androlio) 
brougat 
By Officers, at this old Gentlewomans 
Complaint, for committing a Rare. 
Mayril. Yes wuly Sir, down in che Vault, 
towards 
The left corner by the Garden Stairs, I’ve 
caufe 
Toremember the place. 
Andy. J, thou’lt ne'er forget a good turn. 
Bafil. How's that, a Rape! 
Maril. \thad been fo torfooth, kad Inot 
yielded 
(*sthey fay) toprevent harm. 
Baft. Go take them both (Dox Orco) to 
your care, 
Vitmy felf fit upon the caufe, and call 
A Commiflion of Bedrid Judges, who will 
Be glad rorevive their long loit mettal, 
By refrefhing their old ears with baudry. 


Orco. Yll invite all the gallants to this hear- 
ing. Exeunt Orco, Marillia, 
(Second Servant. 


Enter Claramante, Leonte, 


Orge. Now Brother is the time to make me 
happy, 
If thar reane or (what equals ir,) 
(My friend) can urge youto fuch noble kind- 
nefs. Dorando goes to Claramante, 
Der, Fair Claramante, {amcomet’undo 
My felf, by giving of a loveaway, 
Becaufe my tortune con{pir'd not to refcu’t by 
My valors help ; but we are all fo full 
Of joy and wonder here, that we are boun- 
uful 
To mad excefs, my Rival is my Brother now ; 
His elder claim, and that firft ratif’d 
By your dear vows, makes me implore, you 
would 
Confirm him inyour love; for I am highly 
pleas’d 
(Since fate did not decree your vertue, and 
Your beauty mine) that fo fapream a happinefs 
Shall yet belong unto my name and blood. 
Clar. The wonder of your ftories, I have 
been told 
Within , and next to my delighe 
In Orgemon, 1 value moft the benefic 
Which that infers of being ally’d to you. 
Orgemon brings her toBailonte and 
Amiana, who falute her. 
Bafil. Lady, that comfortable kifs I will 
Requite, with the beft Jewel chat Perz did 
yield, 
When my great Syre rifled the Crown of Ata- 
balita. 
Orge. How gladly Claramante, 1am rid 
Of thofe fad fears, thy noble anger caus'd. 
Clar. They all were due to your mifgo- 
vern’d valor, and 
Your jealoufie, but now they ceafe for ever. 
Orgemon /alutes Leonte, Balthazar, 
and the reft. 
Orge. There’s many forms requir'd to cele- 
brate 
A ftrange affinity fo newly known; 
But thete fhall be defer’d as leffer rites, 
And yield to Ceremonies far above 
Their ufe, the confummation of my love. 
Excunt omues. 
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The Perfons of the Play. 


Caftracagnio-- A General, 

Florelo In love with Bertolina. 

Soranzo——— His Friend and Rival. 

Piracco——— A Captain, 

Merwole ——._ His Enfign. 

Ariotto 
and ; Voluntiers. 

Lizaro 

Fofcari Governor of Pi/z. 

A Collonel —_ His Friend. 

A Serjeant — 

Perdues 

Soldiers —— 


Bertolina —~ Fofcari’s Daughter: 
Ranola Her Woman. 
Bagola ——. A Sutlers Wife: 


Set Nie sl IS A, 


AC. TK. 
Enter Caftracagnio, Florello, Ariotto, Soranzo, Lizaro. 
Plorello. Our Troops have skirmifh’d 
at the North Gate, and Enter Governor, Colonel, cc. 
Are return’d without much 
lofs. Gover, Hail Caftracagnio, the Great Dukes 
Caft. Miftakes are ever incident to night, General, 
And darknefs, How long is’t fince We with both health and honor to Florello 
The Sun appear'd ? too, 
Fh, Nota full hour. Your Lieutenant o’er this powerful Army, 
Caft. Death! We have flown hither then, 
we have Enter Fofcari, 
Out-march’d time , “tis ftrange we fhould 
reach the Town Caft.My Lord Fo/cari,this is Court breath, 
So early, and find fuccefs abfent. {weet 
Piracco haft thou fummon’d ’em toa Parley? | And weet we that follow the War, know nos 
ow to 
Enter Piracco. Difguife our meanings ; how 
Come you to beftow uponus fuch pleafant 
Pir, Twice noble General. Greeting, and yet affront our Matter. 


Fle, The Governor appears upon the Walls, Fofc. We do invite a penalty from Be 
J 


64, 
If we cinnot julufe our Deeds, 
The Great Duke of Tz/cazy is allowed to be 
a Man 
Of Honor, we implore his friendthip, 
And fhill grow proud to gain it; but ’cwill 
deprive 
Our fame of Courage, to become his Sub- 
jects, 
W bea without impeachment to his title, 
He miy elteem us his Confederates and Allies. 
Caff. You are revolted ftom a State, :that 
hath 
Power to fhew their Juftice, till 
Your repentance comes. 
Col. Twice have we febt to Florence for 
redrefs 
Of injuries, received from thofe of Luca, 
And could ne’er procure an audience. Old men 
Contain in their remembceance, that our 
Signiory of Pifz, fcorn’d to implore 
Jultice from any State ia /ta/y. 
Caff. 1s this the caufe of your revolt. 
Fofc My Lord, the people are incens'd a- 
gainit their 
Oppreffors, your burthens gall their fhoulders, 
Which they’il fling off for ever now. 
Caft. You fhall know the intent of my 
Commiilion, 
T mutt demand an eafie entrance here, 
Attended witha Regiment of Foot, 
Thefe to remain a Girifon, ll my 
Matter receive lefs caufe to doubt your Faith’s, 
You, my Lord, to become my prifoner, 
Anda'l we flhall find adherent to your faction. 
Fojc. This a new oppreffion, but we are 
Ableto reliftic; there is nota heart 
In Pifathatcin out-live his Honor. 
Our fc ffrance will make us Martyrs. 
Caff. Youarc bold Rebels, and mult expect 
The cruelty of War, 
Cul. We know your ftrength, and the 
juiiice of ovr 
Owncavfe your threats deferve our fcorn. 
Flo. With leave of my right noble Gene- 
ral, 
1 demand leave to fpeak. My Lord Fofcari 
You know whar the fury of a War commits, 
Deferve the Dukes mercy, with your own, 
ppon 
Your Countrey, grant our demands, and che- 
rifh Peace. 
Appeal to Florence, think uponthe power we 
Lead, let the teeming Mother fleep quietly 
Within her Husbands bofom, and her young 
Iffue live till they reguite her groans : 
Let the.aged pay their Death to Naturé, 
And the Virgin dedicate her felf 
TO Hymens holy ufe; for Soldiers have 
No Mercy in their Luft or Anger. 
Caft. Weare not wild in Peace, nor came 
in War, 
What with gentle words we proffer, if now 
Refufed, wil be deny’d you when the ftorm 
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Grows rough and boilterous. 
Col. You have good hopes, but we can 
ne’er be guilty 
Of difpair. 
Fifr, My Lords, it gives us caufe of grief, 
that your 
Charity and noble wiflies cannot 
Receive our thanks: You lee 
The inconvenience of vaft attendance, 
Yeu come hither with fuch full Troops, we 
dare 
Not entertain you inthe Town, you mult 


- Be pleafed to lie rch’ Suburbs; pray take heed 


Ye catch noc cold, leave our Sconce, y’ave a 
full 


; Hour given you to depart in fafety , 


When that’s expired, be fure you are beyond 
Our Cannons reach, Colonelaway. Exeunte 
Caft. Death, dothey mock cur kindnefs! 
i'll continue a 
Battery upon the Walls of Pifa, till 
Our fhot lay their Walls fevel with the Earth. ’ 
Pira. A Battery, a Battery ! - 
Liz. Heaven preferve our General! 
Ari, Amen! For he preferves our Swords, 
they fhall 
Not ruft tor went of ufe, 
Caft. Florello ere we mount all our Can- 
non, 
*Twere fic you guard-the River with your 
Horfe, 
Till the Redoubt there be finifhed. 
Flo, ve fome kindnets ftill for Pi/, 
I with Cwould yeild without inforcement by 
Our Battery. 
Caft. What fryeft thou ? 
Flo. But your will deferves to be perform- 
ed. 
Caf. Doft thou not with us to revenge 
this fcorn, 
Fly \ think that man would merit much 
from Heaven, 
Whofe patience can have leifure to 
Prevent Ruine, and gain the Town by Treaty, 
With aCompolition noble, 
Caff. Th’art my wonder | In all AMfaults 
Thou wert ever violent, thy courage 
Rather rath then flow to meet the greateft 
danger. 
Pira. ABattery, a Battery ! Ilove 
Danger, along Winter fiege is Letchery te 
me.. 
Ari. A Battery, a Battery | 
Cuft. Florello, thou doft conceal thy 
thoughts, why art 
So filent ? 
Filo. Be not difleas’d Sir, if 1 beg youte 
remember, Heaven 
Delights in foft compaftions. Inthe Town 
Are miny goodly Structures, and glorious 
Temples, facred to the fame of Saints. 
Caft. Thou leavit my thoughts unfetled;- 
Vil call 
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A Council: Piracco, give {peedy notice 
Toth’ Marfhal o’the Field, that he perfe@ 
Our Entrenchments, and be diligent co 
Expe& new Orders. 
Pira. Which he might have chofen one 
without 
An Impofthume to deliver his Errands, 
l’mill appointed fora Race.’ 
Exeunt Caftracagnio, Piracco. 
Sor. My Lord, 1’m bold to revive my fuit, 
Flo. 1 fhall include it in my next Confe- 
rence 
With the Genera!, and give you ample caufe 
To praife my care. Let me fee you 
Often inmy Tent. Exit Florello. 
Sor. a do engage the utmoft flrength of 
all 
My love and fervice. Thouartexaaly 
Valiant, a ju(t friend unto a Noble 
Enemy. How temperate he was in what 
Concerned the Generals fury, he has 
Some reafoninit, although difguifed. 
Ari. With your confent Sir, are you nota 
Member of our Fa@tion ? 
Sor. How! Y’are no Banditi Gentlemen, 
A Fa@ionin the Camp? 
Ari, Art not a Voluntier ? A fpark de- 
rived 
From a flame of Triumph, a Child of Pride, 
And loud Glory 2? Doft not thou as well as we 
come to 
The Wars to gain noife? Hah! let’s be parti- 
cular ; 
Begin acquaintance, love, and friendfhip ! 
Sor. This isa fudden way, but’tis believ’d 
That friends are fcarce, when-men are fo 
greedy 
To gainthem. 
Liza. Do you know him Sir. 
Sor. 1 fhall do ere I’ma minute older: 
He will be known. 
Liza. Repent your fin. 
Sor. How ? 
Liza. A fortnight fince, "twas my error 
not to 
Know him, but my fate grew kind, in our 
march 
From Florence, he was mingled in a fide 
With me, I furyey’d his forehead, found out 
His merit byinfting, proffered friendfhip, 
"Twas granted, Amity increafed, and fince 
That time he hath revealed himfelf to be a 
Lad of mettle ; 
All fire, the true Image of Amadis 
De Gaule his Anceftor« 
Sor. This feltow hasa rare nimble Tongue, 
He {peaks all and more then he knows, ere I 
have 
Leifure to hear a part. 
Ari. Ieappears by this private Conference, 
You are acquainted with Lizaro: 
Sor. Is he call’d Lixaro ? I thought I 
fhowd 


Know his heart fooner then his name. 
4ri. Sir, your counfel’d by a friend, there’s 
danger ; 
In his pretence, 

Sor. I hope he wears no charms 
About him, Key Guns er Piftols ch 
White Powder. 

Ari, There’s danger in his Vertues, in his 

parts 
Of Merit. 
Sor. This is firange ! You miftake me fure 
for Oedipus, 
I’m no Expounder of Riddles. 

Ari, The Colonels and Officers o’th’ field 

Avoid him with like hafte, as they would 
Chain-fhot. 
Sor. Why, good Signior? 
Ari, They are eclipfed wich his prefence, 
as lefler 
Lights before the Sun, his valor drowns the 
voice 
Of Hannibaland Scipio, he hath 
Increafed the number of the Worthies , his 
name 
Makes ’emupTen, you may fee ic i’th’ lat 
Impreffion. ; 
Sor. You fhould do well to write each 
others Annals, 
They ne make Voluminous Pooks, and 
this 
Language feems rarely in the Epifiles 
Dedicatory, for there ’tis frequent 
To belie men with praife. hall Lintreat 
My abfence. ° 
Ari. Not yet for your’Soufs health: How 
chance you made 
Ber uE oH great examples before the Gene- 
ral ? 
Sor. In what Sir ? 
Ari, Did you not hear us make a noife, 
pronounce 
With accent loud, A Battery, a Battery. 
Liza. Sir, you mult learn to makea noife, 
whilt you 
Remain i’th’ Camp ; weare Voluntiers, we 
Hang Captains, Officers, all fuch as trail 
The limber Pike for pay ; We come toth’ war 
For Fame, Honor ts our pay: 
Ari. When yoware skilful how to make a 
noife 
\’ch’ Camp, you may be priviledged to roar 
Pech’ City; toweara Lock over your left 
Shoulder, large as a Horfes Mane, 

Sor. Sit, my affairs deprive me of the reft 
Of your inftructions, 1 would haften 
My departure. 

Avi. Firft leave your name behind you. 

Sor. Vm call’d Soranzo. 

Ari. Vf we did know your Tent,you fhould 

receive 
A vit from us. 
Sor. Y’ave learn’d where the Lieutenant- 
Generals 


arg’d with 


Regi- 
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R egiment is quartered. : 
Ari, By perfect demonftration, 
Sor. There you fhall find my Tent. 
Lizas Doft know Piracco ? 
Sor. V’vye heard of Captain Pivacco, he has 
A ripe Impofthume in his Thigh : He was 
Here now with the General. 
Ayi. The fame, Pox onhim, I faw him do 
good 
Service at the Battel of Lepaxto. 
I was lothto fee the Rafcal foundred, 
Whilft this Arm and fhort Blade could refcue 
him 
From Seven Firelocks. 
Liza. That was the time you catch’d the 
Bullets 
Tn your fift as they flew about him, 
Ari. No, that was at A4ilax in a skirmifh 
Againttthe Grifons. Doft know Afernele ? 
Sor. Youmean, Enfign Merwole the Duel- 
lift. 
Ari. No matter for his title, we call each 
Other by the corruption of our names, 
Tom and Dick: °Tisa blunt garb, but it 
Becomes Soldiers. The Slave is famous in 
Duels, he has proffered at us too; but ~ 
We keep him at diftance with a certain re- 
verfe. 
Obferve me Sir, with a panto fublimato 
That is raifed by your neither guard, prefent 
Your weapon naked. 


Enter Meruole, Piracco. 


Liza. “slight! Here they are} End your 

difcourfe, 

Ari. \fhall attend you at your Tent, 

Sor, Thefe are rare Blades ! 

Exit Soranzo. 

Mer. Ym as melancholly, asan old Witch 
Over a fmoaky fire. 

Pira. Isall thy money fled ? 

Mer. \ ha’not a Ducket left to buy food : 
Upona march my ftomach grumbles at noon, 
And fickens at night. 

Pira. Thefe Limbs did never fpred ,and 

fwell chus with vacant Meals. 

Mer, Tis a Pennance prefcrib’d by my 

Confeffor, 

I muftlive my days upon the fmoak ofa Match, 
Pira. And thy offence is wantof Meat. 
Mer. (ne'er thrived fince I grew proud, 

fince I 

Tore the Taffata from my Colours 

To line my Doublet, What are thofe ? 

Pira, *slight, my Subjects! AZeruale ftroke 
Thy heart, ufe it kindly: I'll give thee caufe 
To defire long life. Ariotéo, take 
Your hand from your Pocket, I muft fubftra@ 
From my Exchequer. 

Ari, Death Captain, What do you mean ? 

difcover 

Us before a ftranger. 


Liza Thisis contrary to our Covenant 
Signed at qur laft Court-du-Guard, 
Ari. So Captain ! lengthen your difcourfe, 
D’ye not 
See him hearken ? 
Pira. Be as private as you pleafe, but my 
want ; 
Decrees it, I muft vificmy Exchequer. 
Ari. \cis Lizaro’s turn now, 1 disburfed 
Laft time. 
Lixa. 1 could confent to reafon: This is 
Tyranny 
To demand it before a ftranger. 
~s Pira. 1 fhall bore you, if you 
Endanger my Impofthume. _Lizaro pre/ents. 
So I'll be modeft, thefe four Duckets fhall 
Suffice me at prefent. AZernole bring 
Thy perfon near us. 
Mer. 1 like thefe morning Exchequers 
rarely. 
Pira, 1 relign Ariotto to thy ufe : 
He is thy Tribute. 
43. Captain, you miftake us, we have 
not more 
Patience then belong to Mortals. 
Liza, By this hand, plain tyranny ! 
Mer, Subje&, I come to levy my laft Tax ; 
Nay no Rebellion, you fee my Iron 
Scepter, 
Ari, By this Light, Ancient ! This is a 
meer jett, 
A deviceof mirth, ufual ’tween Piracco 
Andus: Captain, what do you mean, will 
you 
Betray our Purfes, and our fames? A meer 
Jeft faith Ancient ! 
Mer. Good wits! Break thefe jefts as of- 
ten as 
You pleafe, I'll take °emin earneft, J. 
Nay, nay quick, permit my eafie fearch, 
Unlefs you have anappetite to tafte my fteel. 
Ari. Well! The fturdy Oak muft bend, 
when the Devil 
Rides by ina Whirl-wind, we'll write an In- 
denture, 
Which when you have fign’d, my Purfe-ftrings 
are untied, 
Mer. An Indenture ! 
Pira. 1,1! Jtonely concludes thy promife, 
Never to reveal thy felf their Penfioner, 
Nor them cowards. 
Mer. This I confent to gratis. 
Ari. Well, when you have fign’d —— 
Mer. How, it fhallbe fign’d after Dinner, 
You muft disburfe the tribute now. 
Liza. Bythis Day, he fhould not have the 
ninth pare 
O’ch’ three and thirtieth corner of a Doit, 
Ere he had fign’d. 
Mer. No Signior, you'll make a Novice 
o’me ! 
A City Heir! Imuft fign at alt hours 
When you pleafe, my Steel is ready. ve 
the 
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Ari. Nay, nay, good Ancient, here — ufe 
me kindly, 
The Sefs you take, the more remains for your 
Future fervice. 
Mer. \ will be temperate, the flave does 
keep 
His Purfe fo warm — one— two — whorfon 
Mungril, 
Three—four—five— Muft they enjoy this pre- 
tious Earth 
Whilft Men of merit fat, till their lean 
Bones 
Fret their skin out —fix—feven —eight — I, 
eight Duckets, 
There keep the reft till Icall for’. 
Ari, Death! yhave pillap’d me, the Purfe 
is empty | 
Mer, Which way can you fuffictently re- 
ward 
The merit of an old Soldier, Dog —— 
You Voluntiers are no more to us, then 
Bulruthes to Pikes, or Pikes to May-Poles, 
Ari, Hell {wallow me, if I could not find 
in my heare 
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Liza, OTyranny, Tyranny | - 
Pira. Hak thou not caufe to blefs me, be- 
fide this 
Daily tribute, I take my choice of both 
Their Wardrobes, when my own grows 
aged. 
Mer, Do'tt thou hear Subject >? provide 
me againtt 
To ea night feventeen: Let me fee, 
ral, 
alas Duckets more, Mark me Subje@, 
is 
I demand aslove moneys, I fhall have 
Speedy ufe of Tribute. So farewel 
Good loving fubjeds. 
Ari. We thall live worfe then Bores 
In Germany. Exit Ariotto, Lizaro. 
Mer. Piracco, Vil feat thy Corps at Bago 
las, 
She boils good Bull-Beef, and I long to ceafe 
The noife in my ftomack. 
Exeunt. 


ACT TT: 


SCENE LI. 


Enter Fofcary, Colonel, Bertolina, Ranola. 
Fofcary. L= ere this time we didex- | Thy lookdoth prophefie, but yet nota 


ett a Batter 
Ts {trange hey are fuch 
quiet Neighbors, 
Col. The Outworks are made perfect, and 
our River 
Guarded by a Sconce, no force of Cannon 
Nor Humene courage, can indanger us, 
Unlefs we betray our own firenzth, 
Fofe. Colonel, your reward will be immor- 
ral fame, 
You hayc obliged your Countrey to hold your 
Nime precious ; and *c15 my ill fate 
To wear a title thar grows too heavy 
For my ftrength, I {tagger beneath its weight. 
Col, Your own deferts, and popular love, 
made you 
The Governor of Pi/a. 


Fofc. How unfafe isit to keep that honor ; | 


This Siege informs you 

I’m made the mark, at which the Great 
Duke 

Doth aim hisfury; and howe’er *tis noble 

In a Soldier to prefume on deftiny, 

And his own courage; yet it is wifdom 

To fulpect danger ere ‘tis felt. See Bertolina 

Already like aCaptive, fhews fhe hath 

A melancholly look, fhe’s no more my daugh- 
ter, 

But the child of fortune: O my lov’d Girt ! 

The Sydils faces do refemble thine, 


“Kind fate. 
Bert. Sir, your Stars have a great predo- 
minance 
O’er my Nature, 
Fofc. There isa caufe that juftifies this grief, 
How would it haften thy eternal abfence 
From this World, co fee thy aged Father 
Fetter’d withChains, and thus | 
To be fent to Florence , thereto beget no- 
thing but 
Scorn and laughterin the Duke. 
Bert. O Sir, do not miftruft your power 
with 
Providence. When you {peak thus, 
I tremble like a tender Lamb, 
Ina cold Winter night. 
Fofc: "Las! Why fhould this beget thy 
fear? Though my 
Offences expofe me to this danger, 
Angels will fecure thee ; but what, 
My Bertolina, would{t thou fuffer to 
Prevent this forrow. 
Bert. The Rack, Famine, or Fire, 
Ox any torment Sir, to preferve you. 
Col. Had Portia ne'er been known inftory, 
thy 
Heroick vertue had wanted an example: 
Fofc. This joy on Earth, will tempt me to 
affect 
Mortality. Shall we yield my Girl this 
Proud 


i 
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Proud City to the Dukes difpofure, 
And fo procure thy fafety ? 


Bert. Never | Life affords no pleafure when — 


once 
We are cepriv'd of Liberty. Though Men 
O- low and huable Birth, account it no | 
Refiraint or bondage, urlefs their Limbs are | 
Fercer’d or circumferib’d with Walls ; yet fuch | 
Asboaftof bighdefcent, efteem thei honor 
Wounded, when they lofe buta little; which 
Courage or reliftance might have kept. This 
Is a glorious cule! Women may fight 
In this juft War, 
And not impeach their modefty. 


i 


Fofe. © fuch a child was Neffor’s fam’d 


receipt , 
With which he did reftore lis youth, I fhall 
Out-live my memory, until I have 
Forgot my name. 
Enter Soldser. | 
Sold. Noble Governor, the Senate arein 
Council, and wait your prefence. 
Fofc. Ycome: Colonel, yield not toa Par- 
ley, 
We wil endure this ftorm, and fave the City. 
Farewel my Bertoliza. 
Exennt Fofcart, Colonel, Soldier. 
Ran. Madam,mutt we then expecta Battery? 
Bert. \ Ranola. Willitnot make rare Mu- 
fick > 
Ran. Thefe Cannon Pellets will bruife me 
fhrewdly. 
Bert. They are curs’di’th? Womb, whom | 
the Cannon murders, 
Therefore for the credit of your Stars, do not 
Sufpect a death fo boilterous, 
Ran, When the Battery begins, I'll hide my 
felf 
V’ch’ Matted Cloffer, and fhut the Wainfcoat 


{ 


Ari, Signior Soranzo, fure Fortune has 
Received her eye-fight; is the fo kind 
To fend you hither. 
| Sor. Death! Mult I always meet with thefe 
Earwigs ; 
How they endanger my Brain. 

Bag. Here, devour a pace, | have no Vine- 

oar. 

Ari. Tha'feen thee wath thy Aprons inthis 

Bowl, 
Why doft thou bring our Meat in’. 

Bag. By Jove they were my Smocks! feed 
And be thankful,the Ram was fomewhat tough 
I kill’d co day, but you fhall have ir, 

Exit Bagola, 

Ari. You fhall fhare in our Mefs. 

Sor. I fhall be excufd Sir, and thank you. 

Liza, Ariotto,the Maiden-head of this fleth 


| Isthine ; this day thou didft deferve it by 


Feats of valor. 
site Had I not feen thee engag’d againit 
the 
Other five, Thad maintain’d the combat ftill 
With thofe Seven S\itzers, Pox o'their two 
handed 
Sithes, it were eafier for’em to cut down 
An Oak thenme, whilft I fiood at this guard, 
Liz. Right, but twas for the fafety of my 
fame 
To fee youskirmifh with twelve fuch, 
And not employ my fortitude to weaken 
Their affault. Can youaccufe my fury 2 
ForI befeech you, let as borrow your 
Moderation. 
Sor. In what Sir ? 
Ari, *Faith would a had feen thy magna- 
nimous | 
Feats, Lizaro, he would have gain’d employ- 
ment 
For his Pen; and thanks from all pofterity, 


Door clofe, then Lam fate 
Bert. Thou may’ft as well wrap thy felf 
up in Silk, 
And think it proof againft a Musket Bullet. 
Jlefc a Picture in your charge, prethee 
Bring it me down to the Gallery, 
Ran. \fhall Madam. Exennt omnes, 


| 


Eater Ariotto, Liziro, Bagola. 


Ari. Quick, good Bagola, our ftomachs 
are fo keen, 
We fhall need no Knives. 
Bag. | boyl no fleth, but what is wholfome, 
Ari. Good Camp Beef, ift be thy will. 
Liza, And that’s Horfe-flethin the City, 


Enter Sotanzo. 


Bag. O Signior Soranzo! \have referv’d 
A morfel for your Paunch, will make it heave, 
Sor. Prethee haften it hither, I chue my 
Cud already. 


Liz. Nay, nay, Troth thou dott abufe thy 
own merits. 
Nine o’the twenty, ow their lives to thy 
Mercy. 
Sor. This is new Court thrift ; they are not 
able 
To maintain flatterers, therefore belie 
Each other, with their own praifes. 


Enter Meruole, Bagola. 


Ari. *Slight! There’s Azeruole, hide the 
Meat. 
Mer, What Food Bagola ? 
Bag. V'tlcram thy Maw with Beef of Roar- 
ing Bull, 
Mer. With Horfes fleth, ftew’d ith’ Water 
of a Ditch, 
Bag. Ancient thoubelieft my hofpitality. 
Mer Prethee vanifh,& fetch a morfel hither. 
Bag. What doft thou grumble. 
Mer.X fxy,a haunch of thee is more in feafon 
Inthe Camp, then Venifon inthe Court. 
Bag. 
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Bago: Your morcel fhall be vifible freight. 
Exit. 
Mer. There’s my fubjet, I fmell an 
Odoriferous fteam. 
Ari. He has got the fcent,we mutt fpeak to 
him, 


Ancient, how does thy Lungs, thy Mid’rife, 


and 
Thy Bladder, ha? 
Mer. Room for my eye-fight, nay, I mult 
fee it. 
Ari, Before a ftranger, Ancient remember 
Our Covenants. 
Mer. Sligh youare, Cannibals do lay 
Meat there to affront my nofe ; -but I can fmell 
you. 
Ari, Vf you refolv’d to forfeit your Bond, 
et 
Let’s feed together. 
Mer. Notfo much as will choak a Wren. 
Liza. Part of it belongs to my disburfmenr, 
And I’m Piracco’s fubject. 
Mer. Viiborrow of Piracco for this time, 
Liza. Tyranny, Tyranny ! 
Ari. Death! Benotfoloud; fince we mutt 
fuffer, 
Let’s difguife ic from Soranzo. Welcome 
faith Ancient, imploy thy Teeth until 
Thy Gums are fore, it was provided for 
Thy dirty Maw ; thou fhale not leave the 
weight 
Of an atome behind thee, devour it all. 
Mer. Devouritall! Subje& are ye turn’d 
Traytor 
Have you a plot to kill me with ¢furfeic. 
Ari. Nay, good Ancient,before a ftranger |! 
Liza. "Twas onely {poke to difguife our 
frailty. 
Mer. That breath cools my fpleen, 
Sor. Thisis a rare Tyrant. 
Ari. Death, he obferves us, give us leave 
to talk 
For prefervation of ourhonors, Eat 
Good Aaxcient, ’tis a ufual complement 
With us, we'll expect the Relicks. 
Liza. If yrare deftitute of a Knife, here is 
A young Bilbo, tis neer a kin to old 
Bilbo my Sword, 
Mer, \ fhall eat; bringfome Wine hither. 


Enter Bagola with Wine, Bread, 
and Mutton, Oc. 


Bago, Here’s your morc¢el Sir, it may be 


iven 
A Chee in Childbed,what are you furnifl’d ? 
Ari. Meruole is our gueft, give him fome 
Wine. 
Mer. Here Bagola ! Here’s t’ch’ profperity 
Of thy ravenous {tomach ! 
Bago, Thanks Man of War, I am call’d 
within: Tam 
Roalting of an old Cat. Exit. 


i are feed on, we mult retire, Mar- 
a 
Affairs deprive us of thy fmooth looks: would 
Cerberus were feeding on thy heart. 
Liza. We mutt grow valiant, this tyranny 
is 
Above humane fuffrance: 
Ari. Signior Soranzo, wewith you well. 
A way, our cowardice is yet conceal’d. 
Exeunt Ariotto and Lizaro, 
Mer. Whorefon Monkeys, fhall they fur- 
feit here, feed at 
Ners’s rate, whilft Menof merit dine with 
The Camelion, I have 
A politick nofe—, ’twill wind outa fteam 
From the Afogol’s Kitchin,to the Turks Parlor. 
A health to you Sir. 

Sor. Sit, | receive it asan honor. 

Mer. By this Light, you eat nimbly. 

as I hope Sir, youdo not number my 

its. 

Mer, No Sir ; but if you continue at this 

rate, you 
Are arare Trencher-man. 
A ha! This will comfort the Kidneys, 
I would know your Countrey Sir, 

Sor. I'ma Florentine, Sir. 

Mer. Your name fhall be moft welcome to 

my ears, 

Sor. Sir, we lofetimein pratle, this hour 
Belongs to the ftomach, not to the tongue. 

Mer. S’death he out eats me—— Anocher 

health 
Unto your perfor. They both drink, 

Sor. 1'll give you fatisfaCion Sir, 

Mer. Vil engage, if thou haft fo good 
A ftomach to the Wars, asto thy Meat, 

We fhall need no Weapons but thy ceeth- 
thou wilt : 
Eat up all our enemies, Bath rife. 
Sor. Sir, 1 fhall do my poor endeavor, be- 
In 
Speier by your example. 
Mer. He’sa Voluntier, if I could make him 
pay me 
Tribute, ’twere a good addition 
To mycevenue. 1’mmuchtaken 
With thy perfon. 
Sor. I have caufeto cherifbit, fince you 
find it 
So deferving. 
Mer. Thou dort fo charm my eyes, I am 
not able 
To refit my purpofe. Imuft, fpight of 
My teeth, do theea kindnefs. 
Sor, Pray Sir, believe it then, 
You fhall find me grateful. 

Mer, have drunk fillers, he tempts me by 
Conjuration, ’tis grown inevitable, 
Imuftdoit, go, go, be confident. 

Sor. Sir, 1 would gladly know your cur= 

tefie 
Ere I receive it, 
Mer. 
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Aver. Lend me thy ear-—— 
Vl fight with thee. 
Sor. You merit my eternal fervice, 
Shall {be bold, to think I may enjoy 
This honor, 
Mer. Heart do! I confume my breath, 
Did not I fay be confident. 
Sor. 1, butthe kindnefs is fo eminent, 
Ifear a rival; fome other man abler 
In defert then], may ftrive to gain ic, 
Ager. Here is my gage to aflure my pro- 
mife. ’ Tis not 
My caftome to oblige every ftranger 
W ith fuch indeerments, 
Sor. Nay Sir, I have certain Himns to fing 
ere night, 
Unto my Stars in thanks of it, 
Aer. Doft hear, when I have flefht thee 
with chis Mertal 
Of Toledo, thou maift jufile the General, 
And fpicin tliy Colonels face, yet remain 
As fate as in a Tower of Brafs, 
Sor. Troth ‘twill be a rare priviledge. 
Mer. Am notl AMeruole ? Who dares be- 
itow 
His wrathon him, whom I accept in Duel ? 
Sor. Well Ancient, 1 fhall prefume. 
Mer. Go, go!* Be proud, [ll do’r, I like 
chy perton. 
Sor, Beaven preferve ye Sir, I have juft 
caufe 
Tinfert youin my prayers. 
Mer, \fhalbtry his Mettal, if he be 
Fitto be wrought on, Vl! nor ftand idle, 
He may make a fub ject too. Bagola, 


Exit, 


Enter Bagola, 


Bag. What fay’ thou Demogorgon ? 

Mer. How dorit thou call this voluntier ? 

Bag. Soranxo, the Imp is liberal, 

He pits this Silver for his food. 

Mer Hemuft pay me tribute too, Iam 
His Soveraign, at our next meeting he takes 
The Oath of Allegiance. Here give this t’_4- 

riolto, 
Tell him my Relicks fhould be facred to 
A Coward, ’Twere not fuperftitious 
To eat’em kneeling. 
Bag. But when fhall I number my feven 
Duckets. 
Mer. Death! I muft pawn him here : 
When he returns, fay *tis 
My pleafure he remain thy prifoner 
Till he have paidac. 

Bag. He pay your debts ! 

Mer. I, do this, or increafe your tally fill , 
Score up, and pay your felf with your own 
Chalk, Exeunt. 


Enter Cattracagnio, Florello, Piracco, 


Caft. He numbers in this Letter three hyn- 
dred ~ 
Waggons of Corn. 
Filo, Sir, the whole Convoy is cut off, and 
with {mall lofs 
Of our own Troops. 
Caff. Here’s new intelligence much perti- 
nent, 
He gives us notice they expect relief 
From Adaatua. We command the River. 

Flo, And{o guarded, *cwill prove of fmalf 
Advantage to their hopes, 

Caff. Then Floredlo, 1 fill fhall magmifie 
Thy temperate foul, thou haft preferv’d 

Pifa 
From falling into Afhes, each ftru€ture 
There ftands asa Piramid, to eternize 
Thy noble merey. 
Flo. Sir, 1 am ecclips’d by the glory of 
your 
Merits. Virgins fhall fing your praife, andthe 
Matrons of the City, cominend your kindnefs 
In their prayers to Heaven, they will now 
tel 
Rather then fuffer famine. 
Pir. So whilft they learn to faft, we learn 
to fleep. 
This Difcipline is new in War, Pox on’t, ‘twill 
be 
A long Siege, 1 fhall grow mangy. 

Caft. Piraccoisa great enemy to his 
Impoithumes, he would expofe it to all 
Unneceffary danger. 

Filo, It is his policy to ufe itil ; 

For fo he gives it no encouragement 
To ftay by him. 
Pir. When you have ufe of aSurgeon, you 
will grow 
Lefs witty. 
Enter Soranzo, 


Flo. Your attendance ferves aptly now for 
our 
Affiir. My Lord, this isthe Gentleman 
I did commend unto your knowledge. 
Caf. You haye made him a Captain io 
your own 
Regiment, Sir, ask for your Commiflion 
From my Secretary, itis alre:dy 
Sign’d ; and expect all other favor I 
Can fhew you. 
Sor. Your Excellence hath oblig’d my love 
more 
Then my duty, 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Caft.Ronaldo fo foon return’d from Florence. 
Gent. The Great Duke falutes you kindly 

7us his 
Pleafure 
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Pleafure you perufe thefe Letters, 
Caff, This direéts ic felf to you. Follow 


me 
And fhare ith’ knowledge of what mine im- 
ports, Gives it Florello, 
Exit. 
Pir. Imuft go feek my Subje@. 
This War affords no other pillage, but 


His fubftance. Exit. 


Florello reads tne Letter. 


Flo. Hah! You cannot feem cruel to this 
Faction, 
*Tis our will you haften your Battery 
Againft Pifz, The Duke deprives me of 
Immortal fame, I cannot now be merciful, 
Pifa is profcrib’d for ruine. 
Sor. My noble Lord, would Icould fhare 
in this 
Your fuffrance, though’t be unmannerly 
To enquire your grief. 

Flo. O Soranxo, haft not perceiv’d of late 
My eyes ecclips’d, Methinks my grief doth fo 
Exadly counterfeit decrepit age, 

The Fates fhould think me old, and make this 
night 
My laft. O ’cwere a kind miftake. 

Sor. Sir,however you difguife your forrow 
With infore’d mirth, from publick notice ; 
Yet friendfhip hath a fubtler perfpe@ive, 

Iam more curious in difcovery of 
Your health, and find your thoughts perplex’d 
and featter’d ; 
If the caufe could finda remedy from_ 
My affiftance, I would beg ro know’t, 
Flo. ’Twere guiltinthee to know’c, thou 
art pure : 
As Chrystal, I fhall {tain thee with my breath, 
Soranzo, 1 muft hide my felf. 

Sor. Mynoble Lord. 

Flo. My abfence may beget a wonder, 
Until the canfe cf it is known; but then 
My name will infe& our Language, blifter 
The tongue that fpeaks it, O! I fall be loft 
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To every good mans memory ; this night I 
do begin 

My Pilgrimage, I enter in a Path 

Like that which leads to the habitation 

Of che dead, from whence I never fhall re- 
turn. 

Sor. How, my Lord? You have left me 

guilty of 
An ignorance that may indanger me for ever, 
Where will you hide your felf? 
Flo, Infhades of night and darknefs. 
Sor. You cannot hide your felf from me, 
for as 
The Diamond youare light unto your felf. 
This darknefs makes you feem more bright 
to me. 

Flo. Your inquifition is too ftrid;leave me 
To wander with the wind, if inmy abfence 
My honor is accus’d, referve thy charity 
Fora nobler ufe, then to defend what 
Is fo tainted, 

Sor. How can your honor (the pattern 

which I 
Imitate, and thinkth’ambition lawful) 
Deferve an accufation? 
Flo. Soraszo, thou art young, but newly 
known 
To war, and glory; the way thatleads to 
Honor is intricate. O! I muft 
Commita fin that will indanger all 
Thofe wreaths my Brow hath merited. So- 
7anZ0, 
*Tis thy fate to undo me with thy friendthip, 
For thy helpmuft haften my perdition, 

Sor. My help! Difmifs me ftraic, 
Forget youever faw me, ratber then 
Referve my friendfhip for a ufe fo horrid ! 

Flo. No more: Thou haft betray’d me 

with thy skill, 
Obfcurely crept into my Breft, and feen 
My black thoughts, Be fure that you 
Reveal it not to the Air, 
What thou haft tempted from me, I impart 
Not to thy ear or tongue, but rothy heart. 
Exeunt. 


SCENE L 


Enter a Sergeant, and Town Perdue. 


on Thorns, 
Then near the enemies Perdues, 
Serg. Follow ftill ! 
Perd. S’death, whether wilt thou lead me ? 
fhall we creep 
Into their Cannons; we are already under 
Their Trenches. 
Serg. Here good Monfieur Perdue , 
down and dig 


Perd. Sik Sergeant, we’d better walk | Ahole for your Chin. 


Perd. Whize, hey. Thefe Bullets keep a 
noife, 
T thal! not fleep for ’em. 
Serg. Lie clofe, within two hours you are 
relieved. 
Perd, Dolthere Sergeant ? Fetch a Notary 
from 


ly | The Town, and {ll make my Will, 


Ibequeath thee my Knap-fack , there’s ane 
Li 


qr 


In the North fide oft, fow itup twill prevent 
An invation of Mice. 
Serg. Yate toloudinyour mirth, J feea 
Gun fire 
From the Redoubts. 
Perd. Whizet Sergeant— 
Serg. S’death | Speak low. 
Perd. Vth corner a my Ammunition 
Cheefe, 
Dwellsa huge overgrown Maggor, I bequeath 
that 
To my Comrade. 
Serg..There'sanother givesfire. Exit. 
Perd. White! Farewel good Sergeant,he’s 
an old Soldier, 
He knows the enemies fhoot no Sugir Plums. 


Enter Florello, Soranz0, 4 Camp 
Sergeant, 


Flo. Imay be confident, Tam difguifed 
From your Sergeants knowledge. 


Sor. Youmay : The power is great y’have | 


o’er my love 
And duty, or I ne’er could be feduced 
To do you this fervice. Sir y’are not kind 
Tome, you ftill conceal the caufe that doth 
Engage you in this new {trange adventure. 
Flo. Watte not my laft Sute, that thou 
wouldit leave me 
To the protection of my Stars. Prethee 
Pe not guilty of too muchlove, thy care 
Is to inquilitive, 
Sor. This entergrife is dangerous to your 
fame 
And perfon. 
Flo, Scranzo, mind thy own affairs ; 
Tcannot die ith’ dark, 
prethee Jeave me. Lies down. 
Serg. We walk in danger Sir, they made 
This night three fallies from that part. 


Exeunt. 
Flo. 1 cannot lie far diftant from the ene- 
mies 
Perduc, I muft betray my felf with noife. 
Coughs. 


Perd. Pox! Can’t you catch a cold, but 
mutt you boaft 
Of italoud. I fee him move. Bath rife. 
. Flo. Danger makes the conqueft noble— 
Have at the 
Perd. S’death Sir ! This is but a rough com- 
plement, 
Y’embrace me to bard --—— 
Flo, You are to loud, if thou give thea- 
larum 
To the Town thou dy ft, yield up thy weapon, 
Perd. As 1 hope for mercy, Sir, *tis not 
worth 
Your acceptation, dull Ammunition 
Blade, as1’m a Soldier. 
Flo. Howe’er, refignit for your own fafety. 
Perd, WellSir,1 cannot deny you fo {mall 
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A kindnefs, but cis not worth your wearing, 
You'll give me good quarter. 
Flo. ‘Towhat part of /taly doft thou ow 
thy Birch, 
Perg. Not far of, I was born 
In Pifa. 
Flo. How! the name of Pi/a doth oblige 


m 
Kindnels, lead me thither; here’s thy Wea- 
pon 

V'll become thy prifoner 
Perd. Sir, are youinearne‘t, Now I have 


my 
Sword again, I fhall grow very angry 
If ye mock me. 
Flo, My requett is ferious. 
Perd. Be your favor Sir, I have caufe to be 
Merry, we'll tofs the Cannakins, when we 
Have entred the Ports, Exceunt 


Enter Meruole, Ariotto, Lizaro. 


Mer. Ho! Den Corn-cutter, dof thou 
ufurp ? 
Am not I thy Soveraign 2 
Ari Good Ancient, be pleafed but to con- 
fider, I 
Have not the Judies , nor the Philofophers 
Stone 
To affift my disburfments. 
Mer. \know my own Prerogatives: Thou 
art 
My Subject; my neceflities increafe in time 
Of War, and I mult levy Sublidies. 
Lizaro, youllbafien your accounts to 
Number me out jut Thirteen 
Liz. Vllbe a loyal tubject. Piraceo 
Is my Soveraign : Pay tribute toa Foreign 


Prince, 
Mer. Well Gentlemen, ye fhill eat my 
Sword up, 
Ye have Oftridge ftomachs, I know ye can 
Digeft Steel. 


Ari. Well, how much mult we disburfe 2 
Mer. Vl have all chat remains in your pof- 
feflion, 
Ye fhall not keep a crofs to {wear by. 
Ari, Pox upon you ! The Tyrant of Sira- 
cufa 
Was not fo envious to Men, 
Mer. D’ye {narl ye foyfting Mungrels. 
Ari, *Sdeath, you can but have your tris 
bute brought home 
Toye: There’tis— Lie fure, we mutt obey. 
Liz. 1 ampleafed. This tyranny will foon 
o’ercome 
MyNature, my gentlenefs is not long liv’d. 
Mer. \\ove mettle of thiscompledtion : 
Are your Duckets full weight? I’m decreed, 
If ye cheat me with light Gold, to leave your 
Souls 
Naked without a skin this frofty weather, 
D’ye obferve my precious Mowaukies 2 
Ars. 


eee 
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Ari, Tis a great vertue to be patient. 
Mer. So,if Icanincreafe the number of 
My Subjects : Imay have hope 
To be a Captain, this age is grown 
Sinful, we can get no titles, but what 
We pay for. Soldiers were never happy, 
Since the fiege of Trey. Good Agamemnon, 
Vil trail a Pikeunder thy Ghoft, if it 
Would walk, and bear arms. The Courtin- 
fects 
The Camp, we mult be gaudy now ; triumph 
In Scarlet, and high Plumes This Hat 
looks like 
An old Morrion ’t has been my Pillow bove 
Eighteen years. Jult of Azethu{alem’s Block— 
Ha! 
Let me fee 
danger 
My thrift. to change, onely thou wouldft 
think’c 
Too great an honor 
Triumph ! 
Ari. “Slight! the AZogol’s Revenue is not 
able 
To maintain my cowardife. 
Mer. \’m known, a Midwifes Ruff is juft 
like mine. 
Lizaro, letme feeyours: Hah! I,I, 
Twill ferve the turn, unty- If thou doft 


Troth ’twould not much in- 


Ha! Go, go, 


rin 
Vil ee thee from the Scalp, unto the Twift— 
Change Ruffs. 
Liz. Arictto lve often given you my 
Advice, we mut be valiant. 
Ari, We muit declare ovr Anger, with 
Pride and Courage. 
Ancient we intend to te valiant. 
Mer. How! Speak but that word again, 
and ye both haften 
To your Graves: Let me but fee ye fo 
Confpire againft damnation, as to 
Be valiant. I’ll not permit in both 
Your hearts fo much noble fire, as fhall 
Tacourage you to skirmifh a Field Moufe. 
Do, do! Be valianrif you dare. 
Ari, Sir, we fcorn the humor, we-— 
Mer. The Cannon catch me, if Inot make 
ye 
Runaway froma Hare; ye thall 
Be proud to pawn your fifters 
To feed my riot. 


Enter Piracco. 


Pir, Subject, I come to vifit 
My Exchequer. Feels in’s Pocket. 
Liza, Sir, I grieve you mutt lofe your in- 
duftry, 
I pray perufe the other on my left Thigh. 
Pira, How Caitiff? Doft thou fo much 
neglect life, 
To walk without avrum potabile, 
Without Tribute, to appeafe my wrath, 


$e, 
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Liza. Sir, I know you can fpeak thunder, 
tis in 
Your power to kill me with your voice, but 
yet 
Take leifure to confider. I pray 
Queftion ALeruole, your Colleague i’ch’ Em- 
pire. 
Ari, A Man Captain (if it be lawful to 
whifper) 
More barbarous thena Goth; the Vandals 
Were not fo ravinous when they fack’d Rome, 
As he in pillaging of us. 
Pira. Preferve our ftations, leaft when} 
grow 
Angry, Ihurt ye with my breath. Axcient 
You are not temperate. 
Mer. How Captain? 
Pira, You infult upon my kindneffes, and 
"cis 
Difficult to grant your pardon. 
Mer. By this fair Lighc! If you 
Incenfe me, I fhall trouble ye worfe then 
Your Impotthume : Can you not gull the State 
Finely mutter up Ammunition ; Caffocks ftuffd 
with ftraw ; 
Number a hundred forty nine dead pays, 
And thank Heaven for your Arithmetick? 
Cannot you cloath your ragged Infantry 
With Cabbage Leaves? Devour the reckon- 


ings, 
And grow fati’ch’ Ribs, but you muft hinder 
Poor Ancients from eating warm Beef : 
Hence forth 
Expect no Contribution from thefe Bores. 
Pira, S’death! Will you not permit me to 
enjoy one ? 
Mer. 1 will have both. 
Pira. That’s to be decided with our wea- 


pons —-~- They araw. 
Ari. Pray Lizaro, if they both die, our 
Bonds 


Are void, and weare free. 
Mer. D’yecurvet! Were there 
A Scrivener here, 1 would be bold to make 
you 
Entail my Penfion on the Heirs of my 
Body illegitemate, fo leave ye 
In bondage to pofterity : Come Sir, 
I thall anger your Impofthume—— Again. 
Ari. Nowlam victorious— Piracco down. 
Lizaro, your Champion’s foil’d, 
Mer. Captain, thou’ft {till been held a bold 
Soldier, 
I'll not infule o’er thy unkind deftiny, 
Live ftill, but by myStars, you muft either 
Give me your Sword, or difclaim all intereft 
In thefe two, they are my Subjects now. 
Piva. Yield up my Sword, no! Take ‘em, 
cherifh the Babes ; 
Keep ‘em warm, they are very chilly. 
Mer, Quick! Do me homage, bow lower? 
Ari, This is but humility. 
Liza. We are exceeding vertuous, 
Mer, 
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Mer. Piraceo, give me thy fift——— We'll 
have a truces 
Pira. Pox upon you, y’ave ftill the better 
ont 
In thefe sk'rmifhes. 
Mer. How now 2? No more a Cripple, 
thou walkeft as 
Stifly as a ltock. 
Virqa. Hah! Idonot limp! By this Light, 
thou hift launched 
My Impoithume ! 
Mer. Hey } I near thought I had skill in 
Surgery 
Till now ; march on quick tomy Colonels 
Kitchin Tent, 1’ll prefent thee asa miracle ; 
A litcle of the Cooks 4 alfamum 
Will finifa che cure— By this hand he walks 
upright | 
Subjects both attend, 
4ri, Every man gains by quarrelling, but 
we Exeunt omnes. 


Exter Bertolina, Ranola, with Flore.lo’s 
Piéture. 


Ran, Madam, fhall I place it here ? 

Bert. Gently Ranola, had it fence, it could 
Not more provoke my cére, 3 fear 1 fhall 
Commit Idolatry? Hail great Soldier ! 

Thou that art 

The pride of Jra/y, and fo exa@ 

A wonder inthis age; our Chronicles 

Will fear to Regifter thy Deeds, lett they 

Endanger quite the Readers faith to all 

They write, Why art thou abfent now > 

Thou art imploy’d in atchieving new 
Wreaths, 

Ere the old are 

Wither’d, fuch f2cred Garlands the Olympick 

Wreftlers won. 

Still he creads the Path of Honor 

And loud Glory : He never thinks on me 

I fhall grow wild wich grief. 


Enter Fofcari, Florello, Colonel. 
Enter Fofcari, Florello, 


Fofc. Weembrace the greateft Soldier 
The Worldcontains , fo far you have obliged 
Our Gratitude, we fear we fhall difcredic 
Nature ; for Man was ne’er predeftinate 
To fo much power, as can requite your’ 
Noble Charity 

Col. Ye fhall find us always prompt to 


Fofc. Sir, Twill leave you to exprefs your 
thoughts 
Unto my Daughter. Exit Fofcari. 
Bert. Secure us Heaven ! 
Ranola quick, convey the Picture hence, 
My contemplations fure were finful , {till 
He remains to accufe my Idolatry. 


ferve ye, ef 
And faithful, as becomes our Births and Call- | Ravola, ist not a Spirit? 
in Ran. Madam, Ican’cthink he isa fpirit, 


A Maid may feel him without any 
Bodily danger. Exit: 

Flor. She is more timerous in her wonder 
ThenI am. 

My Bertolina {peak— 
I haften to be abfenr, 

Bert. Oh my Lord, if Pif/a 
Be not vanquifh', how come [ tenjoy you 

here ? 

Flor. Our true loves began by often 
Enterview, when this proud City ftood loyal 
Tomy Dukes prerogative, hath betray’d 
My foulto infamy and danger ; yet 
IT repent not my atchievement, I’ve gain’d 
More then will requite my loffes, andI would 
Hazard all that’s mortal, ever thus co 
Fetter thee with my embraces. 

Bert. Yet inmy joy, Iam molt pafiionate, 
The Marigold fo opens to the Suns 
Bright Eye, as Bertolina to your wifh’d 
Prefence ; and had I longer been depriv'd 
Of your arrival, I had wither’d to my Grave, 
You fhould have found me fleeping in my 


Flor. 1 have chofen to perform this ftrange 
duty, when ume 
Mikes me moft ufeful, you are fhortly to 
Expect a Battery. 

Foc. We are enabled to refift the ftorm ; 
Heaven hath provided us fome friends amor gift 
Our greateft Enemies : However, we are 
Begirc with Intrenchments, 

We can receive from Florence fafe intelli- 
gence, 

And foeedy. The news of this your Battery, 

Inforced with the Dukes {tern rage, came to 
our 

Knowledge, before your relation. 

Flor, Vhen Spirits are your Meffengers ? 
Buc I confume thefe hafty 
Minutes: Is’t your pleafure to dire& me 
Tothe Chember, where I may finifh 
That employment which feduced me hither. 

Fofc. Sir, 1am proffering my attendance: 
Colonel give the Perdue a fair reward for this 
Greatfortune, and conceal Florello’s {trange 


arrival, 
Col. Igo, we have now gage Tomb, 
To affure our fafety. Exeunt omnes. | Coldas the Marble is, 
Flor. This I fear'd! Prophetick fury brought 
me 
Hither. I left my Coumtreys Caufes, a jut 
War A 


My 
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My title inthe Camp, and the Soldiers loves, 
To fight for thee. 
Bert. How Florello, Lhope ido miftake 
your language. 
Flor. My General fecurely fleeps, and 
dreams not 
Of my abfence. 
Bert. Then you are now revolted from your 
Prince ? 
Flor, could not enough indanger my fame 
Or life for thy fafety. 
Bert, Oh thouart loft! Loft to eternity ! 
Flor, How! My Bertolina! 
Bert. Mourn all that love the Wars, your 
Enfigns make 
OF Cyprefs now. Florello’s dead to honor. 
Flor. Stay, or I fhall grow wild, I would 
not have 
My foul entic’d through my fond ears. 
Repeat your former words, 
If Ihave given you caufe of rage, fpeak it 
Inrougher accents, yet {till wearin your 
Memory the caufe of my revolt: Tis for 
Your fake | fuffer. 
Bert. For my fake ! The caufe of your re- 
volt is 
The fad reafon that mult enforce me to 
Difclaim your heart. 
Flor. Stay, you are too hafty in your fen- 
tence, 
Colle& your thoughts, and do not thus requite 
My bold obfequious love. 
Bert. Thou ftumbleft like the blind; thou 
canft not fee 
Thy fall: Heretofore we lov’d with honor 
Andambition ; refolv’d to make our iflue 
Glorious , but now thou haft deftroy’d that 
hope. 
Why fhould we ftrive to increafe pofterity, 
Since ont Off-{pring muft needs be disfigur’d 
With thy ftain. 
Flor. Tis inthy mercy to abfolve my fin, 
My honor I'll redeem with noble Fortitude. 
Bert. Never | The bold Warrier that hath 
deferv’d 
Fame, whofe Deeds engros’d 
All publick noife once feel’d, his vi@ories 
Are quiteforgot, andhe degradedfrom 
The rites of honor. My heart fhall fhare in 
this 
Thy fufferance, I’ll weep 
Till Lam blind : Th’are now the ruines of 
A man, though heretofore, the nobleft Sol- 


dier 
In the World, Exit. 
Flor, Hah! Never more redeem my loft 
honor ! 


Can the vertuousfin with lefs prefumption 
Then the impious ? Are all my Trophies 
Forfeited for one rafh error, 

And tbat provok’d by love? Know cruel Vir- 


gin. 
Hah, is fhe gone? She has left me mad, as 


The Northern wind in Wiriter forms 

Bu 
Purfue her, and enforce herto ey 
Relent. Oharfh, harfh deftiny ! Exit. 
Enter Caftracagnio, Meruole, Lizaro, 
Ariotto, 


Caffr. Not inhis Tent ? 
Mer. No Sir, Nor inour Trenches, nor in 
our Horfe 
Sie We have fought him with Spe@a- 
cles 
And a dark Lanthorn, yet cannot find him. 
Caffr. Thy mirth is troublefome, I'll not 
{mile to day, 
Florello, where art thouhid? How ill it does 
become 
Thy title to affect corners, 
Unlefs by a flrange ambush captivate, 
Or flain by fome dire inftrument of War. 
I cannot guefsa caufe t’excufe thy abfence, 
I muft delay the Battery, cillI 
Do hear of thyreturn, or death. The love 
Tow thy merit, makes me fufpect with fear. 
Exite 
Mer. Florellois the favorite o’ th’ Camp, 
He will be mift with much forrow. Subjects, 
Are the Articles written, Ill fubfcribe 
To nothing that may infringe my Prerogative 
Royal. 
4ri, We Onely want your Marfhal fit to 
Sign it, and fome lawful witneffes 
To confirm the Deed. 
Mer. Piracco thall fubfcribe asa witnels, 
Liza. Y’ave lanch’d his Impofthume to 
good purpofe, 
He walks upright now. 


Enter Soranzo. 


Bat 2 ye hear Subject, I would not be 
sul’ 
Like a young Heir, I muft read my Indenture 
ere | fign. 
Ari. There Sir, ’tis a kind of Hierogli- 
phick. 
Sor. My heart begins to tire. Six I’m bold 
To intreat a kindnefs from you. 
Mer. Hah! He does not look like one 
would borrow Money. 
Sor. I have fome encouragement to hope 
well from your own promife. 
Mer. 1 \end no Money but upon Mort 
gage, I— 
Sor. You miftake my errand. 
Mer. Vm glad of it, Sir, You look likea 
Voluntier ; there’s a couple of your own 
tribe, 
Deprive me of fleep, I cannot fteel a wink 
Inforty hours for ’em, they dwell like thunder 
Inmy ears. Proclaim their neceflities 
Louder then Cripples in the High-ways, and 
I’m tender hearted, I cannot deny ’em alms. 
Ark, 
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Ari. Ancient, we are thy Soveraign Peers, | 


and thou 
Our Subject now. 
Mer. Hark Sir I mult obey. 
Ser, My demand requires not fo much Ty- 
ranny, 
I onely beg you would be pleas’d exchange 
A Thrutt or two inearnelt, whilft you Sir 
Remember the Glove, I remember your pro- 
mife. 
Mr. A new Subje&, Heaven help me 
from 
The Gout, I begin to grow wealthy ! 
Sor. So Sir, your anfwer fhould be noble. 
Mer, Tam thinking what part of thy Body 
to 
Murther firft. 
Sor. Ye exceed in Curtefie, but no doubt 
Heaven will teach me to be thankful. 
Mer. twillnot burt thee when I prick thy 
heart. 
Sor. Olry’are too kind, 


a Od REM 


Mer. To make out fport lawful, Arictro 
Shall o’erfee our motion, I chufe him 
My fecond. 
Ari, "Death Ancient, our new Articles ex- 
empt 
Me from all Duels. 
Mer. The Articles are not yet fign'd, 
Sore This Gentleman fays he’s defcended 
From Amadis de Gaule ; cannot with 
To chufe a man more noble for my fecond, 
Liza. We fhall ne’er be quiet, till Marfhal 
Law 
Admit Suits in Actions of Battery. 
Ari, Fret thy Gums in private, we muft 
hatte, 
Sor, Nay, I befeech youSir, it is my pride 
To be your follower. 
Mer, 1 donot love to wafte my time, 
Sor. Sir Ifhould difgrace my breeding, 
Pray march, I’m your humble Servant. 
Mer. If I prove victorious, I fhall return 
Your complement true. Execunt. 


SCENE IL 


Enter Bertolina, Florello. She gives him a.Ring, 


Bert. “Visa great one 
Vib’ ftate youare in, fo quitthe 
Town 
Without more hazard : Youow me much, 
That I have ftuddied your departure, which 
Toa perfon of your quality, were 
Notto he expected. 
Flor. Ym rewarded. 
Bert. Youmay live Flerello 
To purge the fin of your revolt, and be 
Set glorious in opinion, who are now 
Left ina dull Eclipfe, I would not have 
Our Chronicle, remember Bertolina 
Acceffiry tothe death of yourfair name, 
When the amazed Reader will in pity. 
A Tree fo full of Bloffoms wither | 
You are here out of the Suns true warmth, 
Return and profper. 
Flor. Cruel Bertolina ! 
1 fee thou art a Rock to 
Wrack th’unskilful Marriner upon, haft thou 
difclos’d thy 
Stony nature, when firft my unhappy eyes 
Admir’dthee, Ihad fteer’d another way, 
Or got fome other Star to failby. But 
Condemn me ftill, Vl call home my own 
thoughts 
That tiraggle from my reafon, to joyn with 
Your accufation. Tconfefs rm faln 
Into a depth, hath fwallowed up my honor ; 
And that which makes my fuffering infinite, 
The love of a frail woman led me to my ruine, 
Farewel. 


Flhoretlo, | this all the Favor 2 


Bert. Deliver that to the Colonel, 
Flor. Yf thou be conftant to thy temper, 
get 
Betimes upon fome Battlement, and 
See me made a Sacrifice, and too late check 
Thy pride, when my tat breath thal! {corn 
Thy name, but expire in prophefying thy un- 
kind fate. Exit. 
Bert, Ihave been too paflionate, 
And thoughtlefs of a common danger, I begin 
to find it. 


Enter Governor. 


Gover. Bertolina, where’s 
Florello ? 1 was told you were in conference ; 
I hope your wifdom will dire& you to 
Cherith his defign, befide his noble 
Thoughts to you; for this great a@, he’s one 
Pifais much engag’d to. 

Bert. | forefee a {torm. 

Gover. Florence hath treafured up 
Great hope in him, and Caftracagnia 
The General, with fefs hazard might have 
Parted with half his Army. I counfel Bertodina, 
That as you had power to draw him to our 

fide, 

So manage him, he may be encouraged 
T’employ his love to Pi/a. 

Bert. Sir, from you 
Ilearn’dto admire goodnefs, that 
Gives the diftin@ionto Men; without, 


This, I behold’em but as Pi@ures, which 
Are 
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Col. My Lord. 
Gover, Be glad your error hath fo gooda 
Plea, 
You had been loft elfe. Tell me Colonel, 
Doft not expect Fiorello willreturh 


Are flourifh’d with a Pentil, to fupply 
The abfence of inward worth, their titles 
Like Landskip gracing them onely afar off. 
Gover. Thou haft my genius to inftruct | 
thee ; 


All thy thoughts are noble. 


Enter Colonel, Ranola, 


Bert. The Colonel. 
Col. *Tis done Sir. 
Gover. What? 
Col. Ficrello. 
Gover. What of him ? 
Col. Is d:fcharged. 
Gover, Ha! 
Col. By your command, he is difmifs’d the 
Town. 
Gover By mine! 
Col, This is my warrant. 
Bert. Ranola th’aft undone me, didft not 
cell him 
{ had fomething to impart. 
Col. I did Madam, buryou fee the unhappi- 
nefs. 
Gover. Bertolina ! 
Bert. Sir, yout pardon, *tis I muft own 
the fa&, yet hear me. 
Gover. Artthou turn’d confpirator 2 
Bert. But late youthought me worth your 
praife, for 
Honoring vertue, which we cannot truly, 
Butwe mufthate the contrary, Florello 
Was fick,my Lord, and my fending him hence, 
Wasto procure bis health. 
Gover. Aftonifhment! ° 
Is the morn elder by anhour fince’ 
He convers’d with me, [ difcover’d no ficknefs 
in him! 
Bert. Tome it did, I fawhim 
Laboring with a difeafe,did fright my very foul, 
Gover, Give ita name. 
Bert. An Hofpital has none 
So full of horror, he has an Ulcer growing 
Upon his fame, made him appear full of 
Deformity : Shall Fofeari’s Daughter 
Cherifha man thar comes to court her love, 
Spoil'd of his honor? When he has wafhed, 
the ftain 
Contracted by revolting hither, I'll 
Look on him with glad eyes, and call bim Jover 
Tillthen, J fhut him from my thoughts. 
Gover. As I 
Will Bertolina, from ray fight, I could 
Devorce thee from my Blood, and difclaim all 
That pleads for nature inme: Take hera way, 
Confine her ere fhe fpeak again, and tempt 
me 
To forget my felf. Hath your nicety 
Betray’d foricha hope as Pifa had 
In afew minutes? Hence, or J fhall make 
Death the punifhment of your ftay. ; 
Carry in Bertolina. 


Circled ina flame, melting our Walls for 
This affront done by a giddy Woman? 

Col. We may joyn fire to his, but Sir, your 

noble 

Daughter, 

Gover, Do not beget fufpition, 
Thou haft pra@is’d Treafon with her, the is 
Too near me, we all fuffer ; and in this 
Pifa fhall fee my Juftice. Exeunt, 


Enter Meruole, Soranzo, Lizaro, 
Ariotto, in the Field. 


Mer, Hang Phyfick, that prefcribes the 
Spring and Fall, 
For opening of a Vein for the health of Ho- 
nor. 
Ith’ Dog-days we may bleed, ‘or i’ch’ depth 
Of Winter. Here’s an exc’lent place. 
How many ounces wilt thou {pare Soranzo ? 
Thou fhale bleed phyfically. 
Sor. 1 thank you Sir, you area noble Sur- 
geon, 
T'll not limit you art, 1’ve your promife, 
To employ it to my honor. 
Mer. We'll fight the French way, fhall’s> 
Liza. The French. 
Ari, (never try’d that Duel. 
Sor. We mutt abide it, 
Mer, Let’s to’t Pelmel then. 
Liza. Poxa this Pelmel, 
I {was inhope they would have kil’d one 
Another opportunely, and given us 
Leafure to think on't, I haveic, 1’ll let fall my 
Sword, 
Ari, Remember then. 
Mer. Soranzo, tell me where I fhall hit 
thee now. 
Sor. Let your skill direct you. 
Liza. Now I forget thee Ariotto. 
Ari. But howfoever remember to fet fall 
your weapon, 
I am now thy enemy; guard thy heart, re- 
member 
The reverfe. 
Mer, Pox a thee; how doft thou fight , 
here, canft not 
Hit me here? Make a Punto. 
Sor. Youmutt have patience. 
Mer. *Death, what a child th’art, do 
encounter 
With a Pigmey, put home thy Bulrufh, ll 
Cleave thy Teeth Button, prethee fight. 
Pox a thee, how thou lieft? 
Ari. Heart, your Rapier juftled my Ribs, 
let fall; 
D’ye long to fee Crimfon ? 
Liza. 
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Liza. “Tis againft my will, as lama Chri- | Gentlemen, you fee there’s fomething to be 


{tian, 
I cannot let fall yet with honor, 
Ari. \bleed ! 
Liza. Are you in earnett ? 
Mer. How now? 
Sor. Does your armake? Or have youthe 
cramp 
In your fingers > 
Mer, \ cannot govern my weapon, thou 
haft 
Prick’d my wrift, where learn’d you 
This Surgery ? Pox upon thefe Rapier-Bod- 
kins, 
I cannot fight. 
Sor. 1 may take myleave then, Adorrow 
Arcient, 
You have oblig’d me, in 
Time I may become a Duellift, I fhall 
Cherifh your inftru@ions 
Mer, Vengeance 
"Death, multl 
Fi. fh you all, till 1am made a Taylers 
Botrom, tobe ftuck thus with your Needles. 
Ha! By this oilet-hole, they fight too, are 
valiant ! 
Hold! Our quarrel’s ended, y’are both well. 
Liza. Well! Yes, [amnotfick, there’s no 
pain 
In fighting. 
Mer, Let me kifs you Rogues. 
Ariot, What Rafcals were we to be Co- 
wards, I 
Do feel my felf valiant now. Is all 
Agreed ; where’s your enemy ? 
After. Oh! we parted friends, and he has 
left 
Mearemembrance about my wrift to 
Wear for’s fake, he has ftab’d a finew. 
D’ye not fee me left-handed, I have 
Made you both Soldiers, teach your hams 
Humility, and thank me fort. 
Ari, Now I think on’t Axcient, you wear 
A Felt of mine, *tistoo confpicuous, 
it coft me coynin Florence, Moneys too 
Molt be reftor’d. 
Mer. How? 
Ari. I do not know whether my valor be 
Quotidian, the ficis now upon me, 
Liza. Do Ariotto, itis well thought on, 
Some trifles too of mine; Aferuole, y’are 
In my debtfor, But put’em in thy Schedule, 
I have accounts with another Gentleman, 
Ill prefently fearch for him. Exit. 
Mer. Why thou Dogbolt, fhall I recant 
and fwear 
My opinionback again. Doft not fee 
My right hand ufelefs. 
Ari, Would ’twere otherwife, 
I thirft £0 exercife my new valor 
Upon fome body. 
Mer. W’you fhall have my place of fleth- 
ing 


Ee ecabs 
a your gratitude ! | 


Got by’t. Excunt. 
Enter Caftracagnio, Florello, Piracco, 
Soldiers. 


Cafr. Thou haft been cruel to thy feif F4- 
rello, thy revolt 
Hath cancel’d all, hadft thou piled up defere 
To Heaven, this crime o’erthrows it, 
Flor, Seem notto make jt 
Your forrow, noble General, that f 
Am come todie ; I have committed 
Sinto the earth Itread, whofe du won'd 
Confpire and hang upon my guilty foot 
‘Loapprehend me; my own colours biufh 
Ihave forfaken them: And where before 
Idrew my courage from that red, whofe fight 
Paid back my lofs of Blood, and through my 
eyes 
Supplied my veins, they now wave death and 
palenefs 
To welcome my return, 
Cajtr. Why didft not wander 
Inany part of the wild Earth, no ground 
But this, would have difturbed thee. 
Flor. And to this, 
Which [ve offended, I’m come to make 
My juftification, and to ware thofe titles 
Pve allthis while ufurped. Opinion 
Hath been too partial in my undertakings 
And betray’d honors to me ; can youthink 
My actions were directed but by 
Chance, or that fuccefs did more then mock 
ou 
To fteal belief that I was valiant, 
Take back your thoughts, 
Pira. Was ever Faith fo cozen’d, 
I held hima brave fellow. 
Flor. How Piracco , 
You held hima brave fellow! Am] grown 
So cheap in my humility, you fhould dare 
To cenfure me? Hath two orthree attempts, 
(Children of Madnefs rather, and Difpair, 
Then difcreet Valor, and bold Manhood ) 
raifd you 
To fuch an impudence, you dare conclude 
Me, or my worth, that thou were worthy to 
Grapple for Fame, upon a whirlwind with me, 
Shouldft fee—— But I am faln below my felf 
To talk to fucha Land-Rat. 
Caftr. Piracco you forget your felf; re- 
fume your temper. 
Pira, (took him at his word. 
Flor, 1 am cold again, your pardons Sir, 
and Heavens, 
Tt does not become a dying manto boaft 
His Fame ; Piracco, I torgivethee, had 
Ilook’d upon my prefent guilt, though 
Iam my own accufer, I had fuffered 
Thy affront with fmoothnefs, J am no more 
the man] was. 
I was a Soldigr, but the Nock of fhame 
And 


And calumny ; traytor to honor, and 
My Countrey ; deny me now not that juftice 
You give to every poor and bafe offender. 
Templore death, andinthe fight ot Pi/a, 
To whom, in friendfhip, I appeared hateful, 
Divorce my Rebel-Soul, leaft my own hands 
Grow mutinous, and take your juftice from 
you. 
Caftr. What Motive was fo ftrong to ravifh 
you 
From us to Pifa. 

Flor. Youare come to that 
Will convert your wonder, and me 
To palenefs, when I name the canfe of my 
Revolt. 

Pira. Yever thought fo. 

Flor. You thought, bold interrupter, 
Paffion abufes me, take that which in 
Delivery muft wound me, Love was the 
Witch that drew me from my arms, 

Castr. Love! What Creature ? 

Fh. Vilrell you that, fo you'll command 

the Soldiers 
To be in readinefs to kill me. 
Caftr. On. 
Flor. Her Hairs were Cupids Nets, a Fore- 
head like 
The faireft Front of Heaven, without a Cloud ; 
Her Eye-browe was Loves Bow, while either 
Eye 

Were oe drawn to wound; her Tongue 
was 

Loves Lightning, Neck the Milky-path or 

_ Throne 
Where fat the Graces. 

Caftr. You detcribe her well. 

Fhr. Yetallthis beauty 
Hang on her but like Pendants ona Grave, 
To make the Monument glorious , for her 

Heart 
Was cold and buried in her, fhe was dead 
To Gratitude, fo far from rewarding 
My boldenterprifc, fhe punifh’d it 
With fcorn; andasI bad beena perfon 
Carried infection, fhe mademe be 
Excluded and fent back to bear the ftain 
Of my difhonor home, to awake your 
Severity for my rath {in of loving 
Woman, unworthy Woman ! 
Caftr. Do ye love her flill. 
Flor, 1 feel that fame quenching every 
minute, 
I can die without defiring life to 
Enjoy that Marble piece , Tamas weary 
Of her, as of myfelf, having undone 
My fame, paftallexample; and the ftrength 
Of your Commiffion gives me glad affurance 
Tam fhort lived. 

Castr. O noble Florello! 

I could weep for thee, were it manly ; how 
Strangely love invades without diftinction 

Of equality, Thus the bold Grecian 

Atthe Siege of Troy, grew weary of his Arms 
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For fair Brifes: Thus Cleopatra 
Did captivate the great Roman Soul, till 
Too much of her memory made him fofe 
Hisown, Butrife Floredo from thy dull | 
Sleep, be dilinchanted, and refume thy 
Valors flame ; I’m proud thy frte mide the 
offend, . 
ThYart pardoned, exercife thy free 
As Honor fhould dire@. 
Flr. Oh youare 
Injult, and do commit offence in mercy 
As great as my revolc,’ by all our Laws —— 
By that fervice in the Grifons War. when 
Providence directed me to come to 
Your refcue,; when your Valor had 
Engaged you upon multitudes. Let me 
Beg, not co out-live this infamy, 
CaStr. This Plea fzems ~ 
Moft unnatural, defitt, let me 
Expect to ‘ee you inmy Tent. 
flor. Not die? Piracco fhall 1 be fo 
rable 
Tolive ; have youno Friendship to intrear 
Pira. \did urge him privately while 
You were difcourfing, but he would not grant 
It. 
Flor, Trefolye not to 
Be neglected fo ; if he deny 
Me one, there is a thoufznd waysto die 
Exit, 
Pira. 1, dofo. Why now I’m of another 
humor, 
I never found my felf more apt to cherith 
Life: Hang this noile of immortality, 
I ha’noc the fame Appetite I had 
To trade with danger, my Confcience would 
Need difpenfation to take 
My leave of Gun-powder, and Pelmel, hum ! 
I cannot conjure up this Devil Valor, 
That us’d to roar fo in me, 


command, 


Exit. 
mile- 


Ezxter Meruole, Ariotto. 


Ari. Nay nay, faith Ancient. 
Mer, Nota skirt | 
Ari. Some refitution were fair— 
Mer. No, notthe Wing of a Coffack. 
Pira, ’Vismy Surgeon A¢eruole, Hum— 
Ari, Return my Duckets then. 
Mer. Notaclipt Doit, good temptation 
leave, 
And *twere the Dukes treafure, *tis alldamn’d : 
Talk of reftoringina Camp, O Herefie! 
Ari. Howe 
Mer. Yes, andcondemn’d by a Council of 
War. They 
Have Cannons, you believe are dangerous 
To thofe that break ’em. 
Pira. What if I mix with’em, and maintain 
The opinion they hold of me. 
Ari. Mutt Lofe all ? 
Mer. No, you fhall lofe nothing but the 
Principal, 
Vi 
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1’! give you honeft Ufe. 

Ari. What’s that ? 

Mer. Why? forinftance, this Dutch Felt 

was yours, 

Vil ufe it for you gratss , for your Duckets, 
They are ufed fo much already, they are quite 
Worn out. 

Pira. 1m refolved. 

Mer. Why, you Malt-worm, fhall I ha’no- 


thing for 

Flefhing of you: Who, the Pox, made you 
fight ! ’ 

And had known it, you fhould ha’ ftill con- 
tinued 


My dear Revenue, and been Coward till 
Y’ad {tunk us from the Trenches. 
Ari, *Tis trath, 
Mer. Bring Law terms into the Camp, 
And talk of honefty and reftitution, 
Vl firft be ftifled in my Colours. 
Ari, Well,th’art noble, I give thee 
A general releafe. 
Pira, Ancient, how ist? 1 thank thy Sur- 
gery, Tam 
No Cripplenow, <Ariotto ; 
When didft fee my Subject. 


Enter Lizaro. 


Liza. Oh! Have I found you. 
Pira. How now Weezel, whether art thou 
creeping ? 
Here’s no Hens Neft, , 

Liza. (have anote for you Captain. 

Pira. *Death, a Challenge ? 

Liza. A {mall note for you, I expe@ an 

anfwer ; 
Ancient, you thall be witnefs. 

Mer, Who figns, is’t a Bond ? We'll fhare 

then. 

Ari, What didft deliver to Piracco ? 

Pira. Imprimis, A Beaver, ha! Item, Two 
Laced Ruffs, a Pair of Boots, the Inventory 
of the thingsI took from him: A Belc, one 
Holland Shirt plain, another with Seaming- 
Lace —— What’s this ? 

Liza..Commodities that were lent you; 

you fhail 
Find ready money at the ballance of the 
Bill; Captain, thefe odd reckonings 
Between you and I, muft be cleared. 
Mer. Obferve’em. 
Pira. Put in that Hat and Feather, and 
fum’t up, 
Vl difcharge all together. 
Liza. So you'll put me in other fecurity. 
Pira. Ha! Willhe fight? Come I was not 
ferious, 
Take your Bonnet and be covered. 

Mer. How now Gentleman, what’s the 

difference ? 

Pira. He brings his Bill, and requires back 

his Loan 
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And Sublidies for Beating. Shall I mince-thee 
With thy own Sword ; 
And like an Anthropomphagus devout thee, 
Thou Rabbet Sucker. 
Mer. 1; do Piracco, {courge him 
As Boys do Tops ,; or make him dance 
The Jrifo Hey, over a Field of Thiftles 
Naked. Why doft not draw ? 
Pira. Meruole, dott not know me? Shall tf 
deftroy 
The wild thing ? Prethee make him fenfible 
What’tis to enrage me. 
Mer. That I will, 
Ari. Faith, reftore Captain. 
Mer, Do you mean to beballaded when 
you come 
To Florence. Why d’ye extend your arm forth 
Like a Fencers fign? Fight or expect no 
Weapon hereafter, but a Dog-whipto 
Be advanced againtt you. 
Liza. Will not your 
Captainthip fhew your Steel, becaufe you 
once 
Did make a noife, and brave it? Do not 
Cempt 
My patience, give me back my Moneys, 
And put me in good Sureties for my Wat- 
drobe, 
Or by this Fleth Vil pink you. 
ae He is converted; why doft here Squi- 
rel, 
What Compofition. 
Ari, Mer. Compound! 
Piva, *Faith Ancient , I ha’ done him 
wrong, and 
Becaufe I fee he’s noble, I'll return 
Some of the trifles. 
Liza, Obferve me, I will haveall,and more 
Then alt; I will not now be fatisfed, 
Unlefs you fight. 
Pira. Why then, be acceffary to thy death, 
Mer. So, fo, too’t Builies. 
Pira, Ifcorn to fight with fuch a Coward. 
Liza. Coward! Thou lieft. Come back, 
you fhall not part fo. 
Pira. That wont provoke me, 
Mer. Canthere be greater provocation 
In Nature? He’s poffeit with a tame Devil. 
Pira. Hold, I cannot fight. 
Liza, Very thar. 
Pira. There’s my Sword, { am difarmed. 
Both. Ha! Give up’s Weapon! 
Liza, This is fomewhat. 
Mer. Captain Cow! Let’s carry him to 
Bagola, 
And ha’ ate dreft againft Dinner, 
Ari. This isa miracle ! 
Mer. Are you the Doughty Captain that 
did talk 
Nothing but Batteries, Famine, Death, 
And all the fad Remonftrances of War? 
Let us fearch him, and his Soul be not crept 
Tnto one of’s Pockets. 
Liza. 
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Liza. Lamnot fatishi’d, 
Since thou wou'd noc fight, I'll know the 
~ caufe 
Makes thee degenerate. Nimbly deliver-— 
Pira. Gentlemen, (for it cannot be con- 
ceal’d ) 
Meruole made me a Coward. 
Mer. 1! Thou fought’it with me. 
Pira, The Impofthume which your Sword 
hapned to launch, 
Let out my valor ; truth is, the pain of that 
made 
Medefperate, not valiant. Since 
I feel my felf to have a found Body, 
I am loth to endanger it, 
Mer. Did this advance you from a Cor- 
poral, 
To bea Captain? I perceive forme men 
Thrive by Difeafes, then befides Phyfitians, 
Was I the Surgeonto do this feat too ? 
Pira. 1befeech you Gentlemen. 
Ari. 1 hav’t! You fhall now be my Sub- 
ject. 
Liza. Yours! That were precious ! No, 
hands off, he’s mine 
Far my difcovery. 
Mer. Releafe your titles Gentlemen, 
My Surgery isunpaid for, give him gently 
To my poffeffion, or try the agility 
Of yourleftarms: ’Tis not for your honors 
To deal upon unequal terms, and my 
Right hand is ufele fs now. 
Ari, Fight with left hands. 
Mer Or he that hath Arithmetick enough, 
Divide him into three equal portions. 
Pira. Lam content, 
Kind Gentlemen. 
Liza. Oh thou Mungrel ! 
Ari. Vhave a way to reconcile all ; lets 
Draw Lots whofe Subje@ he fhall be. 
Mer. A match, andlet him make’em, fo 
he may 
Preferve his feth nimbly then. 
Liza, Well thought on. 
Mer, Is there no motion in you. 
Pira. Yes— Ancient, \wifhI may fall to 
Your power, you'll ufe me nobly. 
Ari, When? 
Pira. 1am preparing, here Gentlemen! 
Mer, Thelongeft cut enjoy him. 
Pira. Who muft be my Soveraign 2 
Ari. He’s Merucles. 
Mer. You yield he’s mine. 
Liza. °Yis your fate Sir. 
Mer. Firft let me fee, 
Gentlemen, I muft requeft your abfence 
For a few minutes ; J havea ftratagem 
Would havea little privacy, or I fhall 
Defire to fee you at my Hur, nay, I 
Befeech you Gentlemen. 
Both. Farewel then, 
We'll expect you. 
Ari. Farewel. 
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Mer. There isa ceremony tobe ufd Cap. 
tain, 
You mutt give me formal poffeffion 
By delivery of your clean Shirt: Dye 
Obferve me, mine is fomewhar fou! quickly, 
Pira. Oh noble Axcieat, Ab, : 
Mer. Makea fhift, come. 
Pira. by this light Ancient, | fee company, 
Leave me not naked to the wor'd, ; 
Mer. Retire then behind the next Tree, 
under 
Pretence to eafe Nature, you may dof it. 
Mend your pace Tortoife. 
Pira, Oh Tyranny! 


Exeunt. 


Exter Florello his Sword drawn, 


Flor. To live is but to walk to death, why 
then 

Should we not take the neareft way, fince chat 
We make the period of our Pilgrimage ? 
But we are wanton, and aff: che path 
That keeps us circles in mortalicy 
When the leaft declination, would teach us 
To die, and know, our errors. 


Enter Soranzo. 


Sor. My noble Lord. 

Flor’ Welcome Soranzo, there is pitty now 
In Heaven, I give my felf up hopelefs 
To havea friend in my neceilities, 

Todo me the kind office. I'ma prifoner. 

Sor. A priforer! 

Flr. A prifoner tothe World, and thou 

fhale fet me free, 

Sor. Youare full of myfery, J underltand 

you not. 

Flor. This willinftra& thee, aim it at my 

bofom, 
And I will praife thee, when I’in dead, 

Sor. D’ye court me 
To be amurtherer. How Jong has life 
Been fucha burden to you. 

Flr. Wotthou not, 

Cure my wound then. 

Sor. You would have me mike one, 

Flor. There iselfe no pbylick for me, 
Prethee be charitable and do’t Soranzo ; 

’ Tis but extending of thy arm, and touch me. 
And J fhall drop down like an Aucemn leaf, 
Without a murmur. 

Sor. Why are you fo cruel, namea caufe 
That can require me to commit fo great 
Injultice 

Flor. Twilltell thee, if*t be poflible, 

I may believe thy ignorance. Ob Soranzo ! 

Thar action which thy friendfhip made thee 
yield to 

Murder’d my fame. Now itis no fecrec 

To tell chee, Love, like a wild P.flion 

Tran(ported me to 71/4, 

Sor, Ha, love to Pifa ! 

Flo, 
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Flor. Why doft ftart, I know I am thy 
wonder. 
Here I was but a walking fhadow, for 
My heart was lock’d up there with Bertolina, 
Fofcari’s Daughter. 
Sor. Bertolina ! 
Flor, Thou haft a troubled countenance ; 
has that name 
Power to recal thy blood, doft know her ? 
Ati YEE: 
Flor. How old is thy acquaintance, or 
whit caufe 
Brought thee unto the knowledge—— Thou 
doft not 
Love ber. 
Sor, Ine’er was guilty of a fin to hate 
So fair a Lady. 
Flor. There’s danger in thy words, ’cwill 
not be fife 
To converfe further with me, yet I’ll tell thee, 
Had the great Duke of T a/canny receiv’d 
Encouragement to love her, and had made 
His crown and wealth the fubtle Orators 
To plead for him , the venture that I made 
Would buy ber from hisarms, and force ber 
through 
The wealth and treafures,like neglected things 
Behind her noble thoughts ;_ his name not de- 
ferving 
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fo be remembred that day that Florello’s 
Was in her memory, had herheart in Dower 
The Univerfal Graces of her fex, 
Ages to co ne would call my act too great. 
A price for’t, and the purchafe dearly bought: 
Yet fhe refus’d. 
Sor. Her heart, my Lord, may be, 
Was not her own to ive. 
Fhr. What doft thou fay Soranzo ? 
Sor, Pardon, my Lord, 
The freedom of my language, or but hear it, 
Though you grow furious, and deftroy me af- 
ter. 
’Tis my unbappinefs to affect that Lady 
The trouble of whofe fate, invited me 
To mingle with your Troups, when Pi/ held 
Friendthip with Florexce, 
Flr. No more, Ihave a rival then! How 
dare 
Thy fortune be fo faucy, get thee from 
My fight, a minute will endanger thee, 
My aftliGions come tumbling like waves 
Upon me, there’s another loft, my friend ; 
Yer ftill Ilive, and mutt, unlefsI teach 
My hand to murder. Ha! bleffed remem- 
brance | 
The Battery, ’tis not inthe power of death 
To avoid me, ’twill be fome revenge to die 
The example of a Ladies cruelty.  Exeuat. 


ABCHLANY, 


Exter Piracco, Ariotto, Lizari, 


Ap iotto. Ow does the Ancient ? 
H Pira. My Tyrant is in 
health Sir. 
Liza. What, you have 
exchanged Wardrobes already. 
Pira. Wehave bothone Tailor, 
And Landrefs, § thank him he puts forth my 
Linnen for me; but for fhame I could 
Shew you the nakedtruth , was ever Captain 
fo prey’d upon. 
Ari. Captain, Ha’ not the Rats gnawn off 
thac citle yet. 
Pira. The Ancient does purpofe to devour 
me firft, 
And then he’ll leave that for the Vermine. 
Liza, Thiart juftly punifhed for thy tyran- 
nifing o'er us. 
Ay}. This ’cis to be a coward. 
Pira, Alafs,’tis none of my faule, 
Liza. How! Nor thy faule. 
Ari, Whofe then ? 
Pira. ’Tis anerror in nature,I cannot 
Help it, I could with ic otherwife ; 
J have difputed with my heart about ir, 
But have no fatisfa@ion, I’ve endeavored 


Always, that menpreicribe to make it valiant. 


I ha’ been drunk three times, a purpofe, fince 
My laft kick, wherein J have attempted 
To make a noife, and roar, but hardly can 
Conjure up my fpirit, able to put 
A Moufe into afear, that nibbles 
A’th Knapfack for the Cheefe in’t, or a 
Weezel 
That lies Perdue for a Hens Neft. I ha’ noe 
So much Blood left in me to blufh, 
Ari, It feems fo Lizaro, fuch things were 
we once, 
Pira. Pray Gentlemen {peak to the 4z- 
cient 
To ufe me with more gentlenefs, and I had 
been 
So happy to ha’ been a Subje& 
Toeither of you, my life would not have 
Been fo burthenfome. 
Ari. And thou beeft weary of thy life, 
why do you not 
Turn defperate as before, and fight ? 
Liza. H’asno Impofthume now, 
Ari, Let him feed on Polecats, 
And getone, there be things that die in 
Ditches, 
And other nafly food to breed difeafes, 


OF eS 
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I fee the generation of his valor 
Matt rife out of corruption. 
Liza. Does ke ufe you then with fuch fe- 
verity, no mitigation! 
Pira. 1 havea priviledge, 
He’s here Gentlemen. 


Enter Meruole drinking Tobacco, 
Bagola. 


Bag. Here they are: Ha’! Piracco by his 
Phyfnomy, 
But ancient AMeruole by the garb. 
I obferv’d not this before ; what, difpuifed 
Captain ? 
Liza, What health Aferuole ? 
Pira, Bagola we are all one, 
Do they not fit, we change liabits often. 
But that he has 
The greater bufh hangs at his Tavern face, 
We might eafily be miltaken, 
Thou Lady o’th’ Lake: A Pox a whifpering. 
Meruole, Thal! play the Farrier, and Drench 
you for the fullens. 

Liza. Thisis pretty. 

Mer. I do allow bim this, or rather he 
Allows himfelf ; for be pays for’theartily, 
That’s his comfort. 

Pira. Go bring a Barrel hither ; why > 

when you Scolopendra 
Gentlemen now plead for me, I befeech you 
noble Exit Bagola: 
Ancient, you fee how ready 1am to 
Obferve you, you might be pleafed to take 
Compatlionon my Fortune. J confefs 
Tha’ deferved infamy, but my Stars 
Are to be accufed as weil as I. 
Mer. Does he not fpeak like one that’s 
taking leave 
Atop o’ch’ Ladder, and bequeathing precepts 
Tothe young fry, that come to fee him fwing. 
To avoid pilfering, and playing at Dice 
With Coftermongers for Oranges, 
And fuchlike ungracious counfel. 

Avi. Ancient, do him fome favot for our | 

fakes. See how he looks. 

Mer. \ ba feen a Dog 
Look like him that has drawn a Wicker Bottle 
Ratling about theftreet, and lee: ing 
On both Jides, where to get a corner, 

To bite his cail off. 


Enter Bagola. 


Bag. Captain here, 

Pira. Art thou come Proferpine, here my 

Bullies, 

A health to .4¢amemnon. 

Liza. The Captain’s {prightly,and talks big 

ain, 
Pira. ’Death, I'll not fparg you Ancient, | 
| 


what a Flincher, 


—_ 
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Quaff it off ALulciber, or Vil forceit down 
Your Channel, how now | Thou King of Spare 
rows, 
But wet your Billfo; what _4r sotto, 
In contemplation, hegin, begin 
V'll pledgethee Mufhron! —’ 
Ari. Thave not fign’d you any fach Com- 
miflion. 
Pira. Th’art a Trojan, I hig thee Lizaro 
drink. 
Liza, Letit go round. Exit Bagola. 
Pira. Courteous Ancient releafe me, name 
My ranfome, deliver me from thefe Agucs: 
Thefe violent fits, whichlamforcedto 
For honors fake, may much endanger me. 
Mer. Why have you not a noble priviledge 
To bark thus to my face, the great Turk with 
Allhis Zanifaries would not be 
Permitted to make this noife; befides, you 
know 
Ihave but half your pay yet, that’s a bufinefs 
To be conlid’red on for I do find, 


I cannot without lofs afford you fo 


Much impudence for the price , therefore ob- 
ferve me. 
There before thefe Gentlemen depute, 
And fully authorife youto receive for me, 
Your entire pay, with all and fingular, 
The emoluments that fhall «ccrew unto 
The Captainfhip, and to oblige your truth 
And honefty in Accounts, during pleafure, 
You;fhall receive the juft tithe of your pention, 
Together with acquittance —— 
Pira. How fhall I live ? 
Mer. On Sallades Catter-pillers, and whol- 
fome Roots, 
To fuffice nature ; quench your thirft with 
Pippins 
Inftead of mighty Wine, furfeit with Cloves 
Of Garlick, or eat Horf-bread, and fo grow 
hearty. 
Pira. \s this all? 
Mer, Tis more thenI'll beat the charge 
of to, 
Now Ithinkon’t, you fhall cafhier your com- 
pany. 
Pira, How? 
Mer, Pretend thou haft a Father lies a dy- 


? 


ing, 
Worth thoufands, though he ferved a Pren- 
tifhip 


| ToaBotcher, and with brokenends of Fel- 


lony, 
Never could patch up Ten pounds together. 
I'll procure thy freedom, th’aft a tunable voice 
To beg, and tell Camp lies in, 


| *Tmay raife youtoa fortune; or if you carry 


Home the full number of your Limbs,you may 
Creep into fome Kitchin fervice, and in time 


_ Be Dog controuler. 


Within. Arm,arm! 
>Death, the words given, heigh a Battery ! 
Arie Liza, A Battery! Exeunt. 
Enter 
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Enter Governor, Colonel, Soldiers. 


Col. They have already difmounted our 
Cannon. 
Gover. Make another Sally. 
Col. They rght like Men were greedy of 
deflruction, 
They weary our Artillery, 


Enter Soldier, 


Sold. The Out-works are all fpoil’d, the 
Sconce taken, 

And they come on like Furies. 

Gover. Have youcare to prevent the danger 
Of the Petards, the Devil is notable 
To refit thofe Engines, if they once faften 
Upon the Gates; courage, to the Walls, and 
Die with honor. Exeunt. 


Enter Caftracagnio, Ariotto, Lizaro, Gc. 


Caftr. Florello hath done wonders, if he 
firvive the danger of 

The bresch. <n Gentlemen 

Purfue your victory. Exeunt. 


Exter Soranzo. 


Sor. Pifais bleeding ! 
Florello has done thirigs above a Man, 
He flies about like fame, and confames all 
His anger meets wich ; nor is Bertolina 
Safe now. Angels guard her from his fury, 
Ilangutfh till I fee her, Exit. 


Enter Meruole beating Piracco, Colours. 


Mer. Mirch on, you Bear-whelp. 

Pira. Good Ancient, is not the Town 
taken already. 

Mer. Vll ha’ thee cram’d into a Cannon, 
and 

Shot back agcin to Florence. 

Pira, Vf Vbe flain, you'll lofe a Subje& of 
me. 

Mer. You thall ftand by, and catch the 
Builets then: On, on, Exeunt. 


Enter Bertolina, Ranola: 


Ran, O Madam, if I be kill’d with one of 
The Pellets, I’lltake my death on’t, “tis your 
Fault, and you hed staid Fiorello, you had 
Been fecure trom Guns, 

Bert. Lamunhappy, 

And onely fir for death, Heaven protect 
My Father, though his anger punifhed me 
Wich rettraine, Pil pray for him. Flore/ o, 
Bring home thy juitice to my heart, and fave 
The innocent. 
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—— 


Enter Soranzo, and Keeper. 


Sor. Not admitted, there’s reward 
For your officioufnefs. 
Raa. He has knock’d down our Keeper, 
Bert. Soranxo ! ; 
Sor. Tknow not Madam, with what words 
co call 
Your fearsup, nor to give expreflion , 
To my fad embaffie ; you may tell your felf 
If you but read my countenance, wherein 
Is chara@ter'd aforrow for your fate, 
Flore!lo hath taken Pifa, 
Bert. Proceed. 
Sor. The duty that I ow to your command, 
Imboldens grief, and gives alacrity, 
Even to horror, I amcome Lady, 
A fad Harbinger to take a Lodging up 
For Death, that now is borrowing Wings of 
Time 
To haften hither Flore/lo, you have 
Made coo late your cruel enemy, who 
If ever fear did prophefie, is yet 
Burin the way to his revenge. He led 
Up forces to this Battery. 
Bert, Prayomit 
Circumftance, be particular with what 
Tam to expect. 
Sor. °is concludéd in a fyllable, Death. 
Bert. And fo is Life. 
You might have been lefs tedious Soranzo, I 
Never held my felf immortal. 
Sor, When 
Doyou grow pale, and curfe the Meflenger 
That frighted you; 
Bert. Heavenavert fo great 
Impiety ! This Relation doth 
Not deferve fuch ingratitude. 
Sor. That vertue fhould like the Phenix, 
Kindle fires wich her own Wings, 
And fan her afhesto a fecond life ; 
But when thy breath, fweeter then Spices 
That wait on the others Funeral, fhallretern 
To Heaven,the World muft be an eternal lofer. 
O Bertolina, donot account me 
So unhappy, thatI came onely to 
Prepare chy Obfequies, my ambition 
Is not to outlive that fatal minute. 
I have no other ufe of life, and you 
Cannot deny him Grace in Death, whom you 
have 
Coldly honored for his living fervice , 
And if my love may hope fer fo much glory, 
That you will but name Soranzo, withone 
Kind accent at your death. We are interrupt- 


a 


Enter Fiorello, with a Cafe of Pistols. 


Flor, The zeal I had to be a Sacrifice, 
Hath been the lofs of Pifa, and { walk 


As | were proof againft all the Engines : 
oO 
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Of War and Death, Hah! Into what place of 
Horror, hath my wildnefs brought me? Art 
Not thou Scranzo? That Bertolina ? 

Bert, We are. 

Flor. To what affliction will face referve me 
Next? Did Death diftruft his power to kill, 
And left me for chis object ? More prodigious 
Thea the tam’d Gorgon. 
Here be the Addersthat convert to Marble, 
The inconliderate gazer, 

Bert. Floreilo ! 

Flor. And had Soranzota’en poffeffion 
Of her Soul! Excluded all my merit? 

Thou haft deceived him, Bertolina is 
Now Lord of both your deftinies, pray quickly, 
I muft difpatch a pair of Meffengers 
To inform your hearts that I’m injured, 
And you fhall both die. 
Bert ’Tis not to live I beg, I’m not cove- 
cous of breath, 
When Flerells thinks the air too 
Greata beneht for Bertolina. 
Tksowthere will be time, when Nature will 
Be fick and die, and all that we affed, 
Mutt be reiigned, forgotten when the duft 
Carcies co figure of our pride. J am 
Detirous now to meet your wrath, and mix 
With Pifa’s friends. 1 would not furvive them 
To have anew folemnity, and mourn 
My Virgin-Widowhood ; but as you would 
Leave your fame precious to potterity, 
Let not your tury be unjuft, but fave 
‘This young man. 
Sor, Why are you cruel to imploy your 
breach 
To make me wretched by your white Soul, 
Then which the World knows no pyrer Altar 2 
Life fhill not binder me tke Triumph to 
Waiton you Floello fhall not {trike 
More d:ringly, thea [ cza meet his Thunder. 
Yet it he be not loft to Piety, 
He'll {pare this Temple ;_ which to violate, 
Were not to leavea tin hereafter to 
Be call’da Sacriledge. 
Flor. Their Souls are knit, what will be- 
come of me. 
Now to divorce them, were rude impiety. 
Here take you that, affuce your 
Gives them Piftols. 
Safety, and deflroy me firft, for I find 
I fhall have no mercy on you, Faint 
Nort, leatt I refume my Vengeance, and 
Seal your eternal abfence Wi'l you not 
Remove my 4wwelling, and fecure your loves. 
Be wife and active, 
Do you held Death t00 great a favor ? 
Vil live then till } can find outa punifhment 
Above life ; aad to encreafe my affliction, 
Gives her to Soranzo. 
Live, and be snothers, J refign all my 
Claim, cake her, thou hait poffelt her heart 
Before me, Igive thee bur her hand. 
Live, and each day renew the marriage 
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Of achatt Love, time Soranzo which 
Shall onely ferve to wither me, make thee 
Happy in her. I forgive you! and 
Bow to my own fate, it hath o’ercome me ; 
But do not make a mockery of my tamenefs, 
Sor, Onoblenefs , which can never be ad- 
mir’d 
Enough in our dull age! Pofterity 
Shall call this act their wonder ! O Lady, 
We enter now upon our lives, Iam 
Nothing but joy, my Bertolina ! 
Flor, SoV'llnow go feek out fome forfaken 
Larth, 
And there grow old in Prayers, that Imay 
Forget you both, and my own name. Farewel. 

Bert, Carry not, Sir, the burthen of: a fin 
Beyond that you fuppofé we have committed, 
‘fo aff & you in your folitude, y’are guilty 
Of a robbery, ere you part 
Make noble reftitution, 

Flo. Towhom, Ha! 

Lert. Itisinjuftice to difpofe of wealth 
That ochershavearightto, buc without 
The owners confent, is tyranny. You haye 

made 
Gift of my heart to Soranz0, whom 
Thoxgh Lhonor, yet I hive not plac’d 
So near it, tharitfhou'd incoy porate 
Wwth his: Andis not this a theft upon 
My liberty. 

Sor. How’s this ? 

Flr. Hah! 

Bert. And yet not mine,pardon me Fiorello, 
Thave it bucintruit, nor have ye power, 
Werel dying, to bequeath it asa 
Legacy toany, would youtake 
The trouble which you iate pretended to 
Search, I believe you’ld find writtenthere 
The name that owed it. 

Flor. Why d’ye perplex me? 

Bert. Ye are incredulous. By all the lives of 
Virgins that have left their Memories, 
Religious for their Chaftiry, The Needle 
Isnot more coniiant to the North, then my 
Heart full of obedience unto you; 

Nor can it know a change, 
It having defpaired long fince, ever to find 
One like Florello to cher:fhrit. 

Sor. My happinefs hac beena dream, 

Flor. Play no: the Syren, 

Bert. Fear urgeth no confe“ion, could I be 
Other, you have dif-eng: ged ny vows. 
You were not charitable, ro con{true 
My defires to preferve yonr fame unftained 
(Which made you firlt precious to me) a 
Revolt in my affection ; *cwasa jealoufie 
Icould not mifs, and love you. 

Flr, AmI notturn’d to a Statue? 

Bert. Soranzo, as thart a Gentleman, | 

challenge thee 
To accufe me, if in thy encouragement 
To love, Ihave infringed my vows to him, 
Wasever a faint fyllable let fall . 
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To make you hope for it. 
Sor. 1 have made too greedy application, 
And fiad my error, 
Flo. By degrees Vil come 
To the behef on’t; let me touch thy hand, 
Itismy own again, this kifs 1 feal’d 
At parting, fhe has preferv’d the impreflion 
For me. 1 do feel the very breath 
} lencit,return back, asif the fufpeded 
I fliould mifcarryinthe War, and keptit 
Warm, to doa miracle 
Upon me, and renew life. Shall I call thee 
My Bertolina ¢ 
Bert. Wot to be yours, now 
You have recovered fame were to be loft 
For ever, be you fo juft, to 
Acknowledge me; or it your defpife 
Flor. Not for the wealth of Florence, were 
icmade 
The Worlds Exchequer, Divine Harmony 
Dwells on thy words. 1am now created. 
Soranzo, why doft look upon my blifs 
With fuch a melancholly brow 2 Thou haft 
Loft nothing ; if thouenvieltme, letus, 
Diffed each other inftantly, that fhe 
May fee whole beart doth bett deferve her. 
Bert. Goounefs forbid! 
Sor. J am o’ercome with both your Noble- 
nefs, 
And I fhould make my memory fcorned, to 
With misfortune to your loves, You have 
Power o’er ny life, as her vertues have o’er 
My paflion, Witha free-foul I wifh 
All joy crown your Union, Iam content 
To wear the Willow now. 


Enter Caftracagnio, Governor, Meruole, 
Ariotto, Lizara, Piracco, 


Caftr. The remnant of the common fadi- 
on 
We have power to banifh, be’c proclaim’d, 
that 
The Town mut now admit our Garifons, 
You, my Lord, muft to Florence, 
Gover Ufe your power, 
Caftr. You fhall find it honorable, 
Bert. My Father ! 
Caftr. Florello, to thy valor our triumph is 
indebted. 


The Siege. 


Gover. The City mourns, thy folly hath 
defaced 
Her goodly Structures, andturn’d her Monu- 
ments 
Into arude pile. We are allloft! 
Flor. Youhave found a fon, though notto 
recompence 
The publick forrow, yetto make it feem 
Lefs or more fufferable, we are your children, 
Gover. Ha! 
Caftr. My Lord, a happy Omento clofe up 
Our Wars! 
Willa Sun-fhine take away the florm. 
Flor, It doch a little alter the complexion, 
And makes it appear {miling. 
Gover. Rife and be happier then}. Ah Girl, 
This fhould have been done earlier. 
Caffr. 1 do congratulate you both, and 
With plenty of joys dwell on you, 
Mer. Pleafe your excellence 
Flor, Youcare too filent Sir,and apprehend 
To deeply what has patt, look on the prefent 
State of things, and then you fhall have caufe 
to 
Conform to the Dukes will. 
Gover. You fhall o’ercome. 
Caftr. 1s°t pofible ? 
Mer. Thele Gentlemen, who to their ho- 
nor be’t mentioned, 
Were his cowards, and paid him tribute, till 
they found 
The commodity of fighting for their liberties 
Shall witnefs bis apoftacy, if he dare bur 
Spitin defiance of this truth, 
Pira. ’Tis a miferable crutch, but I am 
punifhed for’t already. 
Caftr. Asthe opivion of his courage 
Prefer’d him from a Corporal, his known 
cowardife 
Degrades him from all offices in War. 
Take thou his Company. 
Pira. \ befeech 
Caffr. Come, noble Pair, your marriage 
Shall be prefently folemnized, Fofcari 
Affure your felf, Vil labor to procure 
Your pardon of the mighty Duke of Florence. 
Now P3/a put off thy mourning, 
And gather up thy drops of Blood again, 
That all may dance co th’ Mulick of this Peace, 
Let Bridal tunes found high, now the Drums 
ceafe. Exeunt omnes 
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The Fair Favorite. 


The Perfons of the Play. 


King 
Philemo 
Radegond —— 
Oramont 
Amadore —— 
Thorello 
Saladine _—. 
Aleran —— 

Soldiers ——— 
Old Courtiers - 
Boy 


Queen 


btwo Statefinen, 


Brother to Eumena. 
His Friend. 
A Travell’d Gentleman. 


3 Courtiers, 


Eumena ——— ‘The Fair Favorite. 
Gartha ——- Enmena’s Waiting Woman. 


3 Court Ladies- 


AGA I. 


SCENE i 


Enter Saladine, Aleran, Thorello. 


Alcran, Roth thou art now a pretty 
toy of ftate, 
Art grown as Grave, and haft 


as great a fhire 
Of bufinefs inthy looks, as anold Legate 
Sent to a Land of Hereticks ; Ambaffadors 
Of Spain compar’d tothee, aremeer French 
polts, 
Difpatch’d with love Letters from th’army to 
The Court. O, the excellency of travel ! 
Salad. Right, Aleran ! Mark, but how 
much it perfecteth 
Your very Ape 
Ere he hath travel’d, alafs ! What ishe, 
Rude and unqualif'd? but having once 
Seen Countreys, gone from Town to Town, 
he trait 
Accepts your Pippin, 
Kifling his Hairy hand, moft Monfieur like. 
Aler, Good Faith, and that is very much | 
Salad Nay more! He rides 
And manages your Englith Maftiff (Sir) 


As he had Jain in Penfion for’t at Paris. 
Thor. Signiors! You have very paflible 
wits 
O’th’ Queens fide here ? Sure they are em- 
ploy’d too, 
When part’clar pleafures have call’d afide 
The nobler fpirits, and left youneceffary 
Tothe Ladies, What! youread Alciods Em- 
blems 
To’em, and the Fables of e£/«p in 
Your elegant Mother tongue. 
Sal. O, ever Sir, uponlong Winter nights, 
Thor. And on my Confcience they believe 
thofe Tales 
For true, whillt you put off the old Morals, 
As fine new obfervations of your own. 
Sal. *Faich likeenough. 
We have the pretti’{t things in Petty-coats. 
Sirrah ! They’ll admirethee, 
And twill be held a fov’raign fign of luck, 
That thou and the King arrive here together 
Inone day; thou from thy travels, he 
1e 
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The Wars, and the treafure of thy Court col- 
lections 

In France, will be no lefs valu’d then his 

Victories on the Coatt of Sicily. 

Thor. Youth, and fuccefs in your Amours 

hath made 

You as wanton, as Maids at midnight with 
their Lovers are. Flourifh. 

——Hark | The King, 

Remove, and borrow gravity a while. 


Enter Phylenio, King, Radegond, 
Soldiers of his Train, 


Phyle. Y’arrive fo early Sir, that you will 
find 
The Queena fleep? If fhe can ever reft, 
Whofe careful fears, both for your fafety and 
Return, have leffen’d much her health. 
Radeg. And this is worthy of your pity 
Sir, 
To find a Lady of her youth, 
So earneft to deftroy her beauty 
In feeking to deferve your love, 
King. Advifeher Radegond to love mele(s. 
Radeg. Love you lefs! That were to kill 
ber, Sir. 
King. Would thou couldit help me to an- 
other he:rt? 
Nature, allows but one, though toa King. 
And ic were crueity. not kindnefs ro 
Exa& more love tromthac, then it can give. 


Enter Queen, andtwo Ladies, 


Phyle. See where fhe comes! Already the 
hath learn’d 
You are arriv’d, the {pies of Love are {wift 
And univerfal, as the Beams of Light. Look 
on 
Her Sir, with gracious eyes 
Queen, My joys are more then! can hide | 
For I 
Have liv’d to fee my vows grow profperous. 
How fhall we welcome you enough with praife, 
Since you have broughc home peace, and fame, 
Left de sth 
And black difhonor with your enemies. 
King. Madam, ithank you as Lought! 
How blefs’d 
Wad we been, if he that made fuch hafte to 


oyn 
Our ade had ftaid till he had got the skill 
To joyn our hearts ? But he was more a 
Scatefman then 
A Pricit, and mar:ied Provinces, not us- 
Queen, Alafs! Thisisa lite fudden Sir ! 
>Tis like a Morn o’erca{t with Clouds, ere Men 
May fay the day doth break, no fooner can 
] boait my joys of feeing you, but] mutt 
Become your forrow, and 
My pun fhment. How vainly do I with, 
That like your better Angel, I could wait 


About you fill, and be invifible to you 
That I might ever ferve you Sir, 
And never be difcern’d. 
King. Would you had all your wifhes 
(Madam) and [ 
(If it were fit to ask’d of Heaven) had mine. 
But fince we are fo cruelly proferib’d, 
Let’s ftrive to mitigate our fufferings, 
By making ftill our vilits few, and fhorr ; 
For we can never meet, but we muft mourn, 
And you are wife ,to know our forrows ill 
Become the triumphs of this diy, 
Quecn. Youare too quickly weary of our 
griefs, 
T could endure ’em longer Sir, fol 
Might tarry here : But ’tis as hard for me 
To difobey your will, as hinder fate, 
King Bekind then to your felf; you may 
poffefs 
That happinefsalone, which we 
Together never canenjoy 
Queen, The Peace, which by your valor you 
have brought 
Your people home, increafe within your 
Brett, 
And (as in War) fo may you prove victorious 
(Though at my charge) in all the love you 
make, He leads her tothe door. 
Thor. Look Saladine! The King may well 
be held 
The cheif of his Profeflion (a grand Courtier) 
For I ne’er faw fo much Ceremony 
With fo little love. 
Salad. \tis your new 
Court-Juftice now ? They ever pay the want 
Of theiraffecion to their Wives, with over- 
much 
Civility, but ’cis in publick Sir, athome 
They think it too much pains. 
King. Unarm me Radegond. 
And now, i would thou couldft un-King me 
C00? 
Radeg. How Sir? 
King. Pbhylenio, am fure, 
Thou doft not love the King, had I 
No ticle left, I fhould have friends. Why muft 
I ftruggle then beneath this load. 
Phyle. This melancholly Sir, is treafon 
*saintt 


| Your felf; and fuch, as if we durft, we would 


Rebuke. 
King. Of whaca falfe, 
And confuming compotitionam I made, 
Refolv'd by ali moft abfolute , vet not 
So free, as he, that daily fights for food. 
Youare happy, for you are fubje@ts ftill. 
Radeg. Your fubjects Sir, and chat we 
jultly may 
Efteen our happinefs, 
King. O, youere wife, 
And conft nt to your felves; had you but any 
fhare 
f love forme, you would un-King me ftrair, 
And 
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And then teach me a fudden way to be no 
Montter, 
Phyle. A Monfter Sir! We underftand you 
not. 
King. What am elfe, that ftill beneath 
Two Bodies groan; the Natural and the Poli- 
tick? 
By force compounded of moft diffrent things, 
How wearifom, and how unlucky is 
The effence of a King, gentle , yet by 
Conftraint fevere ; jaftin our Nature, yet 
We mut diffemble ; our very Vertues are 
Taken from us, onely t’augment our fivay ? 
ee Your judgment is too cruel of your 
elf. 
King, In what’s our pitty, or our kindnefs 
more 
Esprefs’d,then when we father other’s crimes. 
Asif it were a great Prerogative 
Tomake the guilty fafe. Our wealth ferves but 
To keep Mens hopesinpay ; onely happy 
When we can ;urchafe friends, becaule they 
fhare 
And eafe the glorious torment of our power. 


Enter Eumena and Gartha, 


Phyle, The burden of your thoughts will 
now grow light, 
Behold che fair Evmena, Sir. 
King. Hail vertuous Maid! Why my Ea- 
mena, aid 
Iftrive for Vidtories abroad, when all 
My Conquefts there, could never recompence 
My abfencefrom that beauty which I left 
At home, °Tis true, that 1 have done fuch 
deeds, 
As Fame her felf fhall chufe, even for the laft 
Great ftory that mutt fillher Book, 1he aged 
And the young 
Have had fufficient cavfe to curfe thy coldnels 
In love ; for hadft thou kept me here, they 
ftill 
Had been alive. 
Enme. Could my obedience pay 
The debt we ow your valor (Sir) thus I 
Would kneel, till I grew old, fo long 
You fhould not know me whenI rife. 
He takes her up. 
King. Eumena, this becomes thee not ; for 
love 
Hath made us equal, and how poor a thing 
Is Majefty, compar’d to mighty love 2 
Enme, Thechanges of my fortune, Sir, 
Have made me now fo wife, I dare not truft 
Too much to happinefs, whofe danger comes 
From its excefs, che joys you bring are fo 
Extream, they needs muft fuffer an allay. 
Already I have found it too , for as 
I haftned hither to behold the true 
Succefs of all my Horifons (your tafety and 
Return) I met beneath the Cypre/s fhade 
That borders near the Garden Rivolet. 


Your ae Queen, but fad, and mourning 
ike 

A Virgin at her lovers Tomb; evenfhe 

(That is fo fair and good) I faw 

Thus newly ruin’d by your frowns, 

King. The poor Hermit that nightly is 

affur’d 

By vifions in his fleep, falting all day 

With zealous hope of nourifhment from Hea- 
ven. 

The young unpractis’d child, that hath not yet 

Out grown his native Innocence, hath skill 

To fhape difguifes for his thoughts, as much 

Asi, Icannot hide the anger of 

My grief, and all th’obferving world, 

Can witnefs itis jut, though ‘tis as fad 

A truth, that the is guiltlefs of the caufe. 

Lume. You make a brave confeflion Sir, 

Yet where 

There is no guile, your leaft unkindnefs feems 

Too great a punifhment, 

King. But [have heard, during my fore d 
Unwilling abfence from thee, in this laft 
Sicilian Wer, the us‘dthy cendernefs , 

Asif her jealoulie had pradtis’d a 
Revenge in Envy of my nable Luve. 

Eume. Yorgive my ang.r Sir, 

They are us falfe, as Men that cheaply fwear 

For hire ; who thas have wrong'd your royal 
Ear 

With forged whifpers ; indull hope to win 

My favor by officious wicked courtefie. 

King. Thowart fo full of truth Imutt 
Believe thee *giinft chy fel Go Radegond 
And let the Queen know Iam penitent ; 

Fall at her feet, and tigh in my behalf, 
Until thou findft my pardon in her eyes. 
Exeunt King, Eumena, 
Radegond, Pl.yleno. 
Thor, Gentlemen, may aman without fut 
pition 
Of treafon, thinka little odly of the King, 
Having a vertuous Lady to his wife, 
Mutt he needs get a Miltrefs ? But you'll fay 
This Miftrefs is furpafling vertuous too. 
Let that be granted ,; yet--—— 
Salad, Difclofe your meaning Sir? 
Thor, Faith Saladine, 1 meantoask, Why 
he 
Allows his wife the leffer fhare of’s heart, 
Or rather none at all. ’Tis fucha royal 
Ridle ? Well, the Devil is in’t, andI 
Suppofe at leaft ten Devils more ; for lefs 
(Sigaiors) cannot fuffice this Court. 

Salad. Thore'lo, thouart« right traveller, 
Anold acquaintance in every Town 
Abroad, and anew ftranger {tillat home. 

Aler. Intrud him, *tis araw youth, but 

he will learn, 

Salad, Long ere our King was marry’d , 

know he was 
Moft fervently inlove with fair Evmena, 


And yet our Polititians to joyn Otrantoto e 
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His Crown (which Neighb’ring 
the Dower 
Of our fad Queen) did force him to this 
Match. 
Thor. Could he be wrought to wed a Prin- 
cefs for 
Dull humaine ends, when’s love was formerly 
Engag'd. Where are the old Arcadian lovers? 
Aler, Why? {ntheir Graves, where they | 
fleep quietly. 
Thor. Had I but onee made love, though 
toa poor 
Inheritrix of thirteen Piltolets a year, 
The Queen Dowager of China fhould nor 
Remove my fute, Signior, I pray proceed, 
Sa'ad. { foon fhall vindicate the King, for 
(Sir) 
Thefe fubtle managers of his affairs, before 
They treated with him tor the Queen, fur- 
pris‘d 
Eumena from his fight ; proclaim’d her dead, 
And more to cozen his belief, did celebrate 
Her Funerals with much fo'emnity 
Through Naples here. Evmena all thistime 
Clofely immur'd, fome two years after they 
Did work his forrows to give way unto 
Neceflities of ftate, fo perfected 
This marriage wich the Queen. 
Thor. And during this Eamena ne’er was 
heard of, 
Salad. She was moft carefully conceald, 
and at 
The Nuptial Feaft prefented to his fight. 
Thor. So faddenly retriev’d ! 
Salad, Your Polititians 
Have ever more a taint of vanicy, 
As hafty ftill to fhow, and boatta Plor, 
As they are greedy to contriv’t, but he 
Requites the falfhood of their care wich banith- 
ment. 
Though marry'd, yet refus’d to Bed the 
Queen, 
And to Eumena firait renews his love, 
Thor. You have uncied the knor, 
Salad. ’Vis a full Court, 
Let’s haften to the Privy Gallery, 
And whifper there awhile; for {fo 
‘We may be ta’en for Cabinet Statefmen, 
And at leaft be held fecrer, if not wife. 
Exeunt, 


Province was ° 


Enter Oramont and Gartha. 


ee My fute will meet much danger inde- . 
a tS 
I gave Lady this (Sir) in her ear, 
But fhe reply’d, I’m bufie with the King.’ 
Ora. Hah! Bufie with the King, that founds 
not well! 
Go back ! Say my affair concerns her life. 
Gar. Iwillattempt cotellher fo. Exit. 
Ora. She is become the peoples fecret fcorn, 
Yet from the earheft dawning of her eyes, 
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From the firft budding of her beauty fhe 

Was bred , withal thofe befhful fears chat 
guard 

A Virgins innocence; but who canbe 

SectireinCourr, where every tempter 

| Looks fo full of power, 

| Asif he could forgive more crimes 

Then’s leifure fuffers him to a@, and not 

To yield to Kings defires (although unjuft) 

Is difobedience here, not vertue {til’d. 

His meflage makes me wonder, yerif 

There were no other c2ufe of fear, but guilr, 

I fhould enough of couruge find, to dare 

Alldarger, but what comes from Heaven, 


Enter Eumena, 


Ora, Can you find nothing (Lady) 
In this face, that may direct 
You to remember it. 

Eume. My Brother Oramont ! That youare 

he appears too unprepar’d 
A truth, tobe fo fuddenly believ’d. 
He feeps a little back. 

Do not diftruft my joys, becaufe they come 
In tears thus through mine eyes, from whence 

our griefs 
Spring forth. My heart, were not the gates 

too narrow, 

culd fally out the felffame way to meet 

Ou. 
Ora, Hath fhe a {tock of tears for joys, ard 
fuch 
A debt of them to pay unto her fins, 
* were ealier co believe her innocent. 
Eume, Why Seema you foreferv’d? Why 
will you wear 
A gravity, thaccoth as ill become 
This meeting as your years ¢ 

Ora. Jama prifoner, 

Though for a little fpace my bonds are off. 

Exme, How Oramont ! 

Ora. The King bath brought 
Home victory from the Siciliaa War. 

But our attempe upon the Tu/can Camp, 
Was bloodily repuls’d. 
Eume. This be bath heard, 
Yet’tis a lofs be mentions with negle@t ; 
For hisintclligence believ’d you fafe, 
And marching bither with’s remaining 
Troops. 

Ora. Fame like a cunning Faulcon falfifies 
Her flight. Know by the treafon of cur Scouts 
I was furpris’d, weakned with many wounds 
Thofe pitious Heaven, hath favor’d with a 

happy cure, 
But th’avaricious enemy impos’d 
Upon my liberty, the ranfom of 
Two hundred thoufand Crowns ; the value 
was 
No lefs, they {aid upon my gen’rous faith, 
Since they have trufted meto vilit thus 


My native foil, and ta’enmy word 
For 
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For my return, witbin the circuit of 
One Moon, or elfe co pry that mighty fum. 
Eume. Icis a mighty fum indeed ! 
Ora. Such (filter) as our Anceftors ne’er 
knew 
But by report ; nor can think they would 
Have laid fo vafte a rate, on worthlefs me; 
Had they not heard your greatnefs here in 
Court. 
Exme. Can fucha trivial grief-as this, con- 
tract 
Thofe wrincles on your brow, and make you 
old 
Fre one hath perfected your youth; would 
they 
Had doubled what they have impos’d, that I 
Might yield a worthier tryal of my love. 
ae Eumena, do youknow what you de- 
ire ——- 
Eume. Here Sir, take this. It doth con- 
tainin Jewels, 
She reaches a Cabinet, 
Enough to ranfome you as of't, as Fortune can 
Betray you tothe Fo: Take it, and pay 
Thofe Fools of Tx/cany, that had not skill 
To lay a greater price On Oramont. 
You are my Brother Sir, a title which 
Includes all that my judging love calls wealth. 
Ora. Are you fo rich! Esmenxa you have 
found He takes the Cabinet, 
A bounteous Mafter of the King, I dare 
Not call him yet your lover, that would 
_ wound 
My ear as much as yours, although I know 
A Maidens tendernefs is {truck, even with 
The niceft injury of words. 
Eume But were the King alover (Sir) I can 
Not think that word would injure me. 
Ora. Are you fo well 
Refolv’d? Take heed frail Maid. And Hea- 
ven! Take heed 
Of me. If ever yet her Blood hath been 
Defil’d, make choice of one that isno kin 


Unto the purer pirt of ic, to ler 
Out the impure, I woul { not punith her, 
Exum, What mean you Oramont ? How 
were I ble(s’d, 
Could I no more refent thofe crue! words 
Then Heaven, to whom you utter them in 
vain, 
Ora. Take back your precious trifles, and 
repent 
Your treafure is fo ftrangely got; that ’tis not 
ht 
For noble minds to ufe it, though they want, 
Evme. Strike me with tiupid dulnefs you 
kind powers, 
That in exceffive wonder J may fail 
Tounderftand the meaning of his fpeech, 
Ora. Away: O flie! Fly from the Court, 
thou young 
And filly Sophitter in Arts of St:te, 
The Favorites of Kings are chofen but 
Toown, and wear tHeir Mafters worfer fins; 
And whaza load thou wit be caught to bear, 
When his (opprefling thee) mult needs be laid 
Uponas great a burden of thine own, 

Eume. Thou cruel, and fufpitious Orament, 
Whither isall thy vertue gone? Ine’er 
Believ'd, I could be angry until now, 

My heart rebels within my Breft, and chides 
me 

For every tear I fhed, as if on thee 

My pitty were mifpent ,; yet *caufe chou wert 

My Brother once, I would not have it {aid 

I left thee in captivity, Procure 

Thy freedom with this wealth— For mifery 

Doth feidom mend, but makes the wicked 
worfe. . ; 

Ora. rather will return, my bonds 
Still wear, as gaudy Bracelets on my Writts ; 
Ina dark Dungeon fit, there mourn thy lofs, 
And curfe that treacherous fate, which firft 

did bring. 
Thy lucklefs Beauty to the tempting King, 
Exeant. 
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Enter Oramont, Thorello, Saladine, and Aleran. 


Ou can inftru& me Sir, I 
have a fuit 

Unto the King, and would 
attend where I 

May ftand within the level of his eye. 

Take’s he this way,in’s paflage from the Park ? 
Thor. *Tis not in’s pow’r t’avoid you Sir, 

if you 
Stay here, but in our judgments, that have 
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The bold ambition to be ftil’d your friends , 
’Twere fitter (noble Orament) men of 


Your early vertue, and {till growing worth, 
Should have the fortune rather to command, 
Then wait among the common croud. 

Ora. You grace me with your kind opinion 

Sir 3 
But we muft reft contented with our Stars. 
Could we attain the pow’r to pick and chufe 
1°ch’ Firmament , he that created them 
Andus, wouldlofe his eminence on Earth, 
For we fhould make a God of ey’ry poor A- 
ftronomer. fe 
d. ’Tis Piety to wi 
Sala Piety een 


92 
You'ld throw your cloudy forrowsoff, and 
not : 
Affect to wear your vertuesinthe dark, 
Aly, My Lord,we need you here in Court, 
and are 
Not ignorant, that you may make what choice 
You pleafe in your detires. 
Ora. Alas, want : 
The skill how co gréw great, the patience Co 
Permit thofe wrongs, which they that rile 
Maft net alone endure, but praife. 
T horells, you have travel’d long, dye find 
No change i’th’ Coure, fince your return ? 
Thor. Faith S:r, notmuch, now, as before, 
the fteps 
To high command (like fuch as up to Steeyles 
reich j 
Are worna little withthe nuni’rous tred 
OF fools, thac climb to gaze upon the top. 
Theretore, tis harder co afcend, then it 
The number of thofe men that prefs to rife 
Were few, but’tus the fame way fill, though 
(As I faid) the fteps mutt be uneafie, caufe 
‘I l’are overworn. 
Ora. 1 want good parts, my head’s to 
light rafcend, 
Salad. Otake’t on my experience Sir, you 
fhould 
Notload your fhoulders with a weighty head- 
piece, when 
You mean to mount, the greateft will be 
thobght 
The wifett (till; Therefore they feldom lend 
A hand, to lift a wifer then themfelves. 
Belides a liccle head may weigh enough, 
When cozening Fortune holds the Scale , 
which fhe 
Harh ever done in Court. 
Thor. Little intelligences of little things, 
Wil terve for univerfal knowledge here ; 
Ir whifper’d otcen wich a travel 'd face, 
Aler, And then, an inward fafe content 
we all 
Injoy, Jince every one believes he hath 
Enough to be above others, *caufe he hath 
learn’d 
How co concemn’em. 
Thor. Nor is 
There danger Sir, in enemies , for though 
Each Tablefeeds a fev ral faction here, 
Where they defpife the abfent {till as heartily, 
Asthey doeat; yet in the Prefence-Chamber 
The Oppolices can fmile, laugh, and embrace 
Like Neighbors, that were newly met 
Upona toreign Coatt. 
Ora. Your obferyations much encourage 
me. 
The King ! I pray remove a while. 


The Hair Favorite. 


Enter King, Phylenio, aad Radegond, 


King. Isthat young Oramcar / 
Radeg. Itis: And | believe he means t’ad- 
drefs 
Himfeli to your compafiton Sir. 
Phyle, He wears his troubles handfomely. 
King. Leayeus, and bidchereft avoidtre 
place, Exenir. 
Manent King, Oramont, 
Come hither Oramont, you carry in 
Your looksa difcontent, which thews not grief 
Alone, but angertoo. I fhalladmire 
Your courage, if if points at me. 
Ora. Far be it from that humble low degree 
Inwhich my duty ranks me with 
My King, that i fhould cherith grief tillic 
Grow up to anger Sir; fol might turn 
The vertue of that forrow into in, 
King. Young Soldier, you are ftrangely 
wife, and have 
Already gotthe providence, not to 
Permit your tongue betray your thoughts, 
bur I 
Am pleas'‘d when you are fafe, if your 
Attendance here imply a fuit, give it a name, 
Ora. ’Tiscall’d my Ranfom, Sir; a debe 
Which Fortune, not my Frror, throws on 
you. 
I loft my precious Liberty on an 
Unlucky day, when J was adtive in 
Your fervice, and ’tis juft you now redeem’:. 
King. Be taught the arcof thriving inthe 
| Court ; 
j Referve my favor fora higher ufe, although 
| This tax upon your Liberty be large, 
My bounty may exceed it far; which I] would 
keep 
To make you wealthy, not your enemies. 
Ora. { value freedom Sir, above all wealth, 
King. Do fo: But let your fifter purchafe 
it, 
Such kindnefs to a Brother, may advance 
Her nature much to popular efteem; 
Which If endeavor, for I love her well. 

Ora. > Twere better fhe had lov'd her feif. 

King, Hah! Give me your meaning ! 

Ora. It isnot worth your taking , 

think 
My lifters treafure of lefs value then 
My thoughts. Lafs | How fhould fhe get 
riches, Sir? 

King Dott doubt Lam not lib’ral where I 

love? 

Ora. \t were alafting happinefs for her, 
If my fufpitions did no more concern 
Your love, then liberality. 

King. Away thou jealous fool. 

Ora. My Honor is engag’d for payment of 
Two hundred thoufand Crowns, or to refiga 
My felf, co everlatting bonds. Shall! I 
Return ? 


a Aa —- er 


and [ 


King. 


The Fair Favorite. 


King. Yay honor Oramont is forteited 
Already in thy jealoufie. If thou 
Hatt any valor left, return and die. Exit. 
Ora What firange divinity is that, which 
guards 
Thefe Kings (the lawful terrors of mankind) 
Keeps them as fafe from punifhment, when 
they 
Oporefs the tame and good, asit fecures © 
Them from the treachery of the fierce, and 
bad. 
Be fafe then (cruel Monarch) fince flill hid 
Wichin thy dark prerogative, which is 
Divine indeed: For cis moit fear’d, becaufe 
It leaft is underftood, I wiil fubmit 
Unto my bonds, and keep my honor free. 


Enter Amadore difeuisd, With a 
Warrant [eal d. 


Amad. Health and renown to Oramont ! 
Ora. You greet me with a lib’ral with , 
your hafte 
Would be conlider’d too, next to your love. 
Amad. Yathy purfuit I have been {wift 
As falling Torrents, or th’ Arabian from 
A Battel loft, the Tucan» Gerrrals fon 


(Young Amadore) falutes thee from his heart ; 


And thus prefents thy freedom Qga’d 


Gives a Paper Seal’d. 


By’s Fathers hand ; thy Ranfom is forgiven. 
Ora. Vhough Amadore benoble, and be- 
ftow’d 
His courteous vifits on me, when my wounds 
Were large, and I was hopelefs of their cure ; 
Yer this is fuch a wondrous bounty, as 
Requires as much of faith to make it be 
Believ’d, as gratitude to fee it paid. 
Amad. Take thy affurance, and thy friend 
together. Pulls off his aifguife, 


and embraces him. 


Ora. The Roman race of Men, fure isnot | 


et 
Extind in Jraly, I hold within 
Mine arms, the Heir, and never fading Branch 
©’th’ nobleft ftock. Make me as worthy 
(Heaven) 
As Lam glad for what I have receiv’d. 
Amad. Couldft thou believe 1 would per- 
mic foft fleep 
To hover o’er my Fathers eyes, till he 
Had feal’d thy Liberty. Alafs! Why fhould 
The valiant, to the valiant, be unkind, 
Purfuing anger more then cruel Beatts : 
For in their hungry quarrels they inflict 
No bondage, where th’are weary to devour. 
Ora. | have more happinefs, then I can 
well 
Contain, unlefs I wafte it in a boatt ; 
For now | fhall not need to be oblig’d 
Unto my Sifter, or the King. 
Amad. \n mighty minds, the pleafure’s 
more fublime 
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| ‘10 give, then co poflefs, freely like Clouds 


That uninvited {till cheirctreafure fhed 
In plenteous fhowers. 
Oramont draws his Sword. 
Ora. Joynnow thy noble hand 
To mine, and let us vow a friendthip here, 
More lafting then our felves ; for chat may 
live 
With our immortal parts. Danger henceforth 
Be icin vertuous giory, or in juft 
Revenge, we equally will fhare. 
Amad. Xt isconfrm’d. 
They kifs the Hilts, 
I fhall not need to ferve you in difguife , 
For this Commilfiion will authorife me 
Here to relide in Treaty from 
The Army, and the Tucan State, 
Ora. Twas luckily contriv’d, 
Fair Favorite ; my Sifter in thy name, 
Not blood, take heed, alchough 


' Intrench’d i’ch’ arms of che lafcivious King, 


The windy tempeft doth begin to fwell, 

The Taper of thy life, now I have joyr’d 

The fury of anothers breath to mine, 

Mutt be blown out, unlefs ic clearer‘fhine. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Queen, Thorel!o, Saladine, 


Queen. Saw you the King fo harth to Ora 
mont. 
Thor. If *twere no error in my loyalry 
To cenfure him, I fhould profefs he was 
More rigid, then became his nature in 
The firft encounter of a fervant, fo 
Approv’d by general confent. 
Lueen. Indeed, though’s laft fuccefs i’th’ 
T ufcan War 
Shews him unfortunate, yet he hath gain’d 


| Fame from his enemies, and hath more fame 


Then ufually belongs unto his years. 
Salad. Moft certain, Madam, ’tis an envy'd 
truch 
That’s Fame wears many Wings upon her feet, 
For fhe hath much out-gone his time. 
Queen. Did he refufe to Ranfom him, as if 
He grounded his denial on the laft 


| Defeat? 


Thor. We {tood not inthe reach of their 
Difcourfe, but that it was deny'd, we both 
Are wellaffur’d, and have fome caufe to fear, 
That Oramont \ooks.on his Sifter with 
Sufpitious eyes, 

Queen. Such doubts are dangerous ; 


| Try if you fingly can get him hither, 


I gladly would confer with him alone. 
Thor. Lets haftento the Tarras walk, 
Excant Y horello, Saladine. 
Queex. How greedily at Court, knowledge 
doth ftill 


- On others fecrets feed, though ’tis too falfe, 
Too nice anourifhmenr, and fhews her appe- 


tite f 
Not 


arene 


Not found, for fhe is weary ftraic of what 
She hattily devourd. Alafs! What need 
My knowledge tafte anothers private grief, 
When fecret forrow is her daily food ? 

But here each min his forward duty pays 

In neeclefs whifpers to his Prince, and thinks 
He 1 erits by revealing what he fhould 
Conceal —, 


Entir Oramont. 


Ora. © cruel King ! How couldft thou | 
| As I would covet for my felf. 


wrong p 
Such vertue, and fuch beauty too? Were tt 
My crime, Angels, and Men might laugh, 
when they 


cand 
For want of fit compaflion— 


Queen, He brings hisfifters eyes! Their | 


inflaence 
(1 hope) will not fo fatal prove to me. 
Ora. \ am commanded to attend your 
Grace. 
Queen. Sir, though mine own calamities 
ttand in 
Continual ufe of pity and redrefs, 
Yet i negle@ them now ro comfort you. 

Ora, Madam, fuch holy kindnefs can but 

add 
To my undoing ; for you then will lay 
Too great a debt upon the confcieace of 
The poor. 

Queen, The King (fad Ovamont) is much 
Toblame, butwe lke good Phyfitians mutt 
Forbear to make our Medicines violent, 

And not apply them, whilit his Feaver holds 
The raging fic. 

Ora, Youwifely may fufpect 

My patience, but fhall ne’er have caufe to 
doubt. 
My loyalty. 
Bucen. You mult take care of both; 
And that you may perceive how gladly I 
Would have you profperous, I will difpatch 
Ur(elli ftrait to Venice, and difcharge 
Your Ranfom,, from that Bank my Father 
left, 
Protected by the Senate for my ufe. 
Ora. Can theré be ftill fach goodnefs in 
the Sex, 
And yet Exmena falfe, “Thus on my knee 
I pay my wonder and my gratitude, 
’Tis for a bounty that can ne’er be equal’d, till 
Your felf fhall find another in diftre(s, 
Queen. Rife Sir, and fetch Urfelli hither. 
Ora. No Beauteous Excellence, this yet 
re{tores 
Me to fome kind vpinion of my Stars, 
I fal! not need to ufe your Princely gift, 
Till I grow worthier to receiv’c: This day 
My Ranfom was releas’d, and {ent me from 
The Tu/can General, 


The Far Favorite. 


Queen. Thy joysare newly budding, Ora- 
mort, 

But time will quickly make them ripe, tell me, 

(And by thy love to truth) canft thou receive 

Such bleflings froma cruel encmy, 

And to thy filter be unkind, 

Ora. Madam, it feems you know too much 

it would more help : 

The quiec of your fleeps, if you difmife’d 

Your thoughts, and could be ignorane 

In others ills, as Heaven is of your own, 

*Tis fuch a wih, (if not too vainly made) 


Lueen, The King, and then your Sifter, 0- 
ramont ; 


_ Two bonds upon your duty, and your love, 
Should hear my groans in Hell; yet notbe 


Which you mult never forfeit Sir; nor can 
They e’er be cancel’d, but by nature, when 
you die. 
Ora. Good night unto your Grace, may it 
be long 


Ere th’Angels call you hence; were fuch a 


great 
Example of fair virtue gone, what would 
Become of your remaining Sex ? 
Queen. *Lafs! I perceive no words, al- 
though contriv’d 
Tn charms, can foonallay the mutiny 
Of thoughts: I'll ceafe to trouble you in vain, 
Yet be affur’d, that] believe thofe doubts. 
(Upon your Sifterurg’d) as much 
Injurious unto her, as they will prove 
Unfafeto you, good night unhappy Oramont. 
Exit 
Ora. How have they fool’d this righteous 
Lady to 
A fimple, felf-abufing Faith | That fhe 
Forgives with credulous confent, the arts 
And falfhood of her Rivalsilove, no lefs 
Infpires my rage, thendoth her beauty or 
Her bounteous heart; though my revenge 
were dull, 
And fuch as noble Juftice could not move, 
’ Twould now take fiery motion from my love. 
Exit. 


Enter Eumena, under a Canopy. Boy 
that fings: A Taper and Book, 
Cabinet, Cufhionct. 


Eume. Sing me that‘air Renaldo fent to 
Grittiline, 
It isa Songof Jealoufie. 
The Song, which ended. 


Enter Gartha with a Letter. 


Gartha, in Errands you are ever flow ! 
Were but your feet as nimble as your tongue, 
My bufinefs would have quick difpatch, 

Gar. Madam, we have heen laughing and 

fhreeking 

In the Lobby. 

Eume. Sbrecking! At what ? 

Gar. 


Gar, At Cavaliers 
That ftartc upon us inthe dark, like Tumblers 
in 
A Warren at their Game, your Ladifhip 
Will fpoil your felf with melancholly Songs 
And Books ; you'll grow as grave as anold 
Abbefs? 
Eume. Yate very pleafant, What Letter’s 
that ? 
Gar. The Queen hath fent it to your Ladi- 
fhip. 
ae A Letter fromthe Queen! It fs her 
Character ! 
Reads. Your Brother Oramont is free, his 
enemies 
Releis’d him ; if then 
His foes find him fo worthy of 
Their care, why fhould you want the pow’r to 
raife him 
With the King? He hatha great 
And daring heart, I with ( Exmena) 
It were as little vex’d, and troubled at 
Your loves, as mine hath been— Go gentle 
youth. Exit Boy. 
Gar. Why, Madam, do you weep? 
Lume. 1 prethee Gartha leaveme too, 1 
fhall 
Have company enough, thoughleft but with 
my thoughts. Exit Gartha, 
In all thofe Tragick Tales (of which, Loves 
Hiftory 
Is full) no Virgin can be found, whofe fate 
May equalmine; [ am belov’d, where I 
Nor dare colove, and yet not dare to hate, 
Fore’d todo wrong, yet I not guilty of 
The doing of ic, and’gainft a Queen, é 
Whofe goodnefs works in fuch extreams, as It 
Betrays her own felicity, thacit 
May add a fafe continuance to mine. 


Enter King. 


King. Light of my Soul, my Hearts re- 
fined part, 
Of which, my better thoughts are form’d ! 
Why dott 
Thou weep? why like Dittilling Rofes wate, 
Diffolving thus thy fweetnefsto a Dew ? 
Eumena, Speak | 
Exume. Give me your leave 
To be offended Sir. Can you that caufe 
My forrows, wonder at my tears? Why will 
You force your vilits on mein the nights 
Sufpitious hours ? making your Kingly pow t 
Shew tyrannous, where you would feem mott 
kind, 
D fcolouring rhe beauty of my Fame, 
Till the turn black, and all the ftrictly chafte, 
Gaze on lier now with pity, and wich fear? 
Kiag. Who is’t hath frighted thus thy In- 
nocence ? 
akes thee entertain my vertuous love 
And . m’roufly ? 
‘Tas ¢; 


The Fair Favorite. 


en 
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Emue. *Tis equal fure 
Tobave no Honor, and to have the World 
Believe that it is loft. Honor’s a rich, 
A gloriousupper Veftment, which we wear 
To pleafe the lookecs on, as well as to 
Delight our felves, 
King. Honor’sa word, the iffue of the 
voice, 
Eume. The voice, Sir, was ordain’d to {a- 
usfie 
And fill che ears of otkers,not our own. 
King. Where isthe courage of thy vertue 
fled ? 
When valiant with thine own integrity, 
Thou didft refolve to flight opinion, as 
The vulgar doom. Oft haft thou faid, Honor 
Doth dwell wichin, and cannot live abroad. 
For like extra@ed fpirits, in 
A Viol fhut, it keeps its vigor whil’ft 
Tis clofe retain’d ; but when difpers’d and 
mix’d 
With open air,the vertue fo evaporates, : 
That all its value is for ever loft. 
Eume. O that the World cou’d be in- 
ftructed thus ! 
But the fevere miftake on Womens honors, 
Mult laft like other herefies, andbe 
Too {trong for Truth, or Reafons force, bes 
caufe 
’Tis popular and old. 
King. Weall delight 
in fair well-looking Fame, but fhould we drefs 
Her face in every various Glafs, which fond 
Opinion makes ; the World would quarrel 
{traic, 
For fev’ral judgments of her fhape, and fhe 
As {eldom gain the publick vote, as ours. 
Eume. | feel a mutiny within my Brett, 
But why fhould others thoughts diforder mine? 
King. Neglect thofe cruel men that in- 
jure thee 
With doubts, and takea pitious care of me. 
Suftain thatlove, whofe diet is thy looks, 
If banifh’d from thy fight, ‘twould ftarve for 
Want of nourifhment, Love is a mighty Prince, 
And keeps his Revels, when the Sunis hid. 
Shouldft thou in fullen fear of jealous fools, 
Forbid great Love thefe vifits in the night, 
It might be faid, Thou but penuriovfly 
Doit feed that Monarch, whom thou ought’ft 
to fealt. 
Eume. No more: I will refign my forrow 
Sir 
To ae fe are poffelt, with guilt enough 
Stillto maintain, and make ic lait : 
And were ic not an injury to her, 
That claims by facred Rites, a title to 
Your heart, [could not eafily refrain 
From wifhing I might, meet yourlove with 
equal flame. 
King. Letme forget Iam confin’d, at leaft, 
Not hear it from thy tongue , “twere crue! 


when 
Thon 
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Thou feeft a captive in his fleep, to flake 

His Chains ; be would be more tormented 
with 

That noife, chenwiththeir weight, Odo not 
fay 

Thou ae not love I rather will beguile 

My hopes, fondly believing what 1 dare 

Not doubr. 

Eume. \fhall forget the rigorof my fate, 
Remembring yours , and fend my pity forth 
To call thofe forrows back, which I too haftily 
Difmifs’d. 

King, so thou wilt kill, whom thou doft 

firive 

Tocure , to Bed my beauteous Favorite, 

And when thou wak’ft the watchful morn 
(caughe by 

The luftre of thine eyes) willlearn firft to 

Begin, then perfect day ; fhe through the 
nights 

Dark clouds muft break, thouthrough the 
mils of Sucor’s breath, 

Who wait in throngs, upon thy Regal pow’r, 

For their redrefs, 


AEC ARTE El 


The Fair Favorite. 


Eume. Let me refign your favor, Sir, 
Though to be Mighty, isa juft defire in all 
That covet to do good , yet you may place 
That painful office, on thofe chat can 
Wich fafer eyes out-look the ftaring World. 

King. Enmena no: Could every one that 

carelefs fits 
On his high Throne, depute his pow’r 
Where it might mingle with fuch innocence, 
Monarchal {way would be belov’d: For ’tis 
Our worft miftake, to think the Artsof Go- 
vernment 
So hard ; fince a perfection in the skill 
Torule,is lefs requir’d then perfe@ will. 
Exume. The envious waite the night, ob- 
ferving us, 
Let usdepart, though onely to become 
So good, as not to hinder (Sir) 
Our very enemies from reft. 

King. To Bed, to Bed! 

And whil’it in gentle dreams (the fweets of 
fleep ) 

Thy hearc doth revel, mine, the watch thall 
keep, Exeunt. 


SCENE I. 


Enter Oramont, Amadore. 


Amadore. Ithout the ufe of my 
Commiflion, Sir, 
The courteous Radegond 


procur’d me from 
The King, a Licence for my ftay, 
Which | believe may laft, as long as you 
Shall think my fervice fit for your command, 
Ora. \nthis difeafe of grief,that poyfons all 
My blood, and ftrives to taint my heart, no 
hel 
From near could keep me living Amadore, 
But the moft precious cordial of thy love. 
Ama, \ with (Sir) you would {top the cur- 
rent of 
Your doubts, unlefs you were provok’d by 
More receiv’d authority, then Mens reports : 
Two of the leffer whifperers, that rule 
Butat a diftance ’bout the King, 
To make a friendfhip with you, have this 
morn 
Reveal’d all others fecrets to you, and their 
own. 
Ora. They've overcharg’d mine ear; were 
T to meet 
Them now, I would be deaf. 
Ama. Could they difcover ought that will 
dete@ 
Your fifter by fach reafons, as her friends 
Mutt needs allow, as well as enemies. 
Ora. Laft night the Kingi’th’ dark, and un- 
attended too, 


Stolero her Chamber, where ke ftaid until 
The morn did feem moft bafhfully to bluth 
In’s face, but then recurn’d to his own Bed, 
As fecretly, and fingle as before. 
Ama. Unlefs your judgment be fevere and 
nice, 
What can it urge from this ? 
Ora. Enough to caufe thee hate her too, 
when thou 
Shalt read thofe Coments which obfervers 
make, 
Hisfecret vifits, and his favorsto her 
Have perfected fo much the fuffrings of 
The Queen, as now, that Patience, which 
Before was but neceffitoufiy kind, is grown 
Mott willingly devout, 
Ama. *V1s range to me t 
Ora, Sir, though affli@ionat the firft, doth 
vex 
Moft vertuous natures, from the fence, that “tis 
Unjutftly laid, yet when th’amazement which 
That new pain brings, is wornaway, they then 
Embrace opprefiion ftrait, with fuch 
Obedient chearfulnefs, as if it came 
From Heaven, not Men. 
Ama. The Queen is then refolv'd ? 
Ora. Mott firi@ly Sir; juft now fhe did 
implore 
My aid to that effec, 
A fhont within. 
Ama, What noife is that? 
Ora: 


SIGS SS ear arc 


The Fair Favorite. 


Ora. My glorious Sifter comes abroad to day 
Vly freth and early breathing of the morn, 
She airs her finful beauty in thefe walks. 

It feems a croud of Slaves, whom in her pride 

And bounteous oltentation, fheredeem’d 

From Tzrkifs chains, falute her in 

Her paffage hither, let’s hatten from her fight. 
Exeunt, 


Enter Eumena, Gartha, Ladies, Phylenio, 
Radegond, Saladine, Thorello, Aleran, 
Old Courtiers, Captain, and Suitors with 
Petitions. 


Eume. Yond’ Slaves, are they of Corfica, 
or thofe 
Of Maltha, which] bought from the Gallies 
of _Argiers? 
Radeg. Of Afaltha (Madam) whom you 
laft redeem’d. 
Eume. Go back, and let the Provoft know, 
they mutt 
Be cloath’d, and bid my Auditor give 
Them a thoufand Crowns, but pray 
Prevent their loud return of thanks, 
Exit an old Courtier. 
Radeg. Madam, | beg your goodnefs would 
procure 
The Genoueffe emay be difmifs’d without 
A Taxupon bis Goods; you will oblige 
A noble family. 
Eume. It fhall be done. 
Phyle. The Treafurer o’th’ Cuftoms doth 
prefent 
His humble fuit unto your gracious care, and 
hopes 
The Pattent for the place, may be renew’d. 
Enme. My Lord, he hath too haltily enlarg’d 
His Lands : He toils, and reckons for the King, 
But gathers for himfelf. 1 dare not mov’t. 
Sal. The Abbot of Cajeta (Madam) fends 
His Brother here, to be protected by 
Your favor, in his firft requelt. 
He prefents a Suitor to her. 
Eume, \know your bufinefs, Sir, 
The Chancellor of Cuma’sdead ; and for 
Regard unto your Brothers Piety, 
I'll ftrive you may fucceed in that command. 
Other Suitors prefent Petitions, 
You Sit, have got the common hope to help 
An evil caufe with importunity : 
Pray trouble me no more. : 
Thor. This (Madam) is a Captain of Pa- 
tevli, 
A modeft and a valiant Man ; he fues 
For his arrears fince the laft War. 
Eume, \ thal} deferve his truft, and fee it 
paid. Exeunt all but Saladine, 
Thorello, Aleran. 
Thor. Here Gallants, you muft make a 
ftop , for ftill 
The Privy Lodging doors are fhur, to wit, 
Greatnefs doth love’t, at diftance, but not neer, 


Tis held too tharp a fpie. 
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Sal. How lovingly 
Yon Brace of Lords, hug, and confent before 
The publick Face,as they were Twins, and now 
(Grown old) would both purfue but equa! 

hopes ; 
Yet th’are of diffrent Factions, Akran, 

Thor. Right Sir, and hate each other with 
As true devout a heart, as over-zealous fools 
That differ in their Faiths. 

Aler, "Twere good the King would re- 

concile 
Thefe civil factions in his Court. 
Sal. You mutt excufe him (Sir) the King’s 
too wife, 
He’d fo deprive his ears of thofe complaints 
Which utter’d fev’rally in dull revenge 
Furnith his knowledge with their fecret faults. 
Ther. How Aleras! Talk of atoning 
factions here. 
I tell thee, “tis not profitable for 
The King, that they fhould reconcile them- 
felves; 
For in good troth, they feldom do’t but at 
His charge,fince they begin that friendthip ftill 
With mutual courtefics of begging Suits, 
One for the other, till both fides grow rich 
Intheir new truce, by kindly cozening him. 


Enter Old Courtiers. 


Sal. Look there! the rev’rend waiters are 
return’d ; 
The living Furniture o’th’ Court, though fpent 
with age , 
Yet fuch his Highr efs Grandfire never bought, 
But they paid deerly for their places Sir, 
And fo bought him. 
T hor. Good faithful Squires ! 
Their everlafting bufinefsis, flowly 
To move behind, when the King walks, and 
When he dines, to ftandin a felected croud, as 
They would ftare him out of count’nance. 
Sal. Andyec they take it ill, they are not 
rich. 
Thor. With reafon Sir ; for they have 
waited hard, 
That is, worn out his Graces Hangings with 
Their backs, and with theirfeet, his Mats. I 
would 
Have Men of Brain and Courage, fill a Court. 
Aler. Come, let’s in now, and hear them 
railat us. Excunt, 


Enter Eumena and Gartha, 


Eume. Who is’t that’s fo importunate ? 
Gar. Your Brother (Madam) and he brings 
A Lady with him, vetted like a Nun. ; 
Eume. Givethemadmittance, and retire a 
while. Exit Gartha. 
The choice he makes of his Society, 


Is very fad and ftrange. The Queen difguis’d. 
Ener 
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Exter Oramont and Queen, in a 
Nuss habit. 


Ora The Bleflings of the day (great 
Sifter) are 
So much at your command, *twere idle cere- 
mony 
To faluce you with a courtly with. 
Exume. Brother, you look upon my fortunes 
witha fcornful and 
A troubled eye, but from your foft temper 
(Mott illuftrious Madam) I expe 
Much more then Ideferve, a courteous joy 
For all [dire poffefs, fince what I am 
Your pitience onely can allow, and what 
J have! proltrate at your feet. Kneels. 
Queen. Eumena, youdeje& your felf too 
much, itis my turn 
To kneel, that am a fuitor to you. 
She lifts her up. 
Exme. Forbid (juft Heaven) fuch misbe- 
coming fights, 
And give me your forgivenefs tao, if I 
Demind the caufe of this attire, that hides 
More finctity within, chen it prefents with- 
out. 
Lucca, J dare not truft my griefs to my 
Own tongue ; 
For fo, my patience would be injurd much, 
By narrowly expreiiing what I bear ; 
Your noble Brother, juttly may affame 
My office of complaint, fince he hath ta’en 
Mott charitable piins in my redrefs. 
Ora. Eumena, happy wert thou. in thy ig. 
norance, 
Could nor thy guile foon prompt thee howto 
know 
Whit I am weary to exprefs: The mott re- 
now d 
Of all her fex, ftands here divided from 
Her r. yal Lord, that facred knot.untied, 
By which the righteous have been taught to 
‘Think fhe grew unto his heart, another fad 
Example that might match the fate of this, 
Would damn the World, for we fhould wil- 
licgly 
Believe Religion were no more then form. 
Eume. You powers that are fo loth to be 
difcern’d 
Appear awhile to fence, and let them know 
If it be jult, that 1 fhould be accus’d 
For what your felves ordain. 

Ora Live ttill triumphantin the Court, 
Flatter thy beauty with prefuming hope, 
Tene’er fhall fade; chink nature onely weak 
(And fubje@ to decay) in Trees, and Flowers ; 
Asif thy Spring could laft without her help, 
Whil’ft this great Type of vertuous Love, 
(That vainly is, what others ne’er canimitate) 
Retires into a fhade, cloilter’d i’rh? dark 
With holy Nuns, hiding her eyes from all 


The Fair Favorite. 


Thofe thining glories, which th’ambitious feek 
Till they are blind. - in ee 
Eume. O let me wearthat folemn Weed, 
And (Madam) ftay you here to mend what is 
Amifs, Why fhould you live in a Monaftick 
Cell ? 
The vertuous need no pattern, fince they are 
Already whatthe chief fhould be, let me 
Make trial of tbat drefs. 
Ora. Woald you inveft your felf, i’th’ or- 
naments 
Of pious Maids. *Lafs! Vain Sifter,that were 
To cozen Heaven, as you have cozen’d her, 
Eume. Madam, Vllturn me from that cruel 
Man, 
And figh away my Soul, if what he fays, 
Hath any leave from your conient, 
Queen. Your love to me is fo injurious 
(01 amont ) 
I dare not trutt it, cill you know 
The error of your thoughts;, forgive him (fair 
Exumena) and fo often too, as you 
At laft may purchafe Heaven by pard’ning 
him. 
Ora. What: Angel but her felf, could ever 
Have fuch mercy, and fuch wrongs at once. 
Queen. Reftfure, this folitary fhape is not 
In envious anger worn, becaufe 
The King continues conftant to your love, 
Your meritorious Beauty had the fate 
To be his firft kind choice ; he does you right, 
And me no injury, to iet that love 
Continue growing where it firft took root. 
Yet! could wifhI ne’er had feen his face, 
Or my affection could purfue it lefs, 
Since both my paflion, and the obje@ were 
Ordain’dto meet too late. 
Eume. Let mereclaim your purpofe with 
my tears, 
Leave not the Court: What refolution can 
The King affume, but fuch a flrength of vertue 
May in time fubdue? 
Queen. \twere unlawful hope, fince then 
He needs mutt heap difcourtefies on you, 
Ora. Wonder of Women ! and my Souls 
delight ! 
Lucen. Enjoy (Eumena) what thov dot 
poffefs, 
The King! theKing! A bleifing fo Supream, 
That I have oft rebuk’d th’ambition of 
Defire, when I did dream, that he was mine. 
Eume. O mifery of Sence | we are inforc'd 
tohear 
And feel, without the licence of our Will. 
Queen. This I requeft, when happier hours 
fhall give 
Your Beauty, more efpecial Grace, you would 
Entreat him, I may keep my ho'y Calling ftill, 
And from my Dowre he would allow 
So much of’s ufelefs treafure, as may build 
A little Covent, where the Virgin Sifterhood, 
AndI, may with our Prayers expiate 
The fin againft our marriage vow, which he 
Un- 
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Unwillingly comits. 
Oramont rakes Eumena afide. 
Ora. \f thofe be penetential tears, weep on. | 
Thou fhalt behold poor Oramont no more; 
For our ae Mothers fake, that prais’d thee 
wit 
Her dying tongue, and blefs’dus with her laft 
Cold breath, I will not do thee fo much wrong 
To with thefe forrows fhort, or thy life long 
Exeunt Oramo.t and Queen. 
Eume. Mut my intire,and lafting innocence 
Be ftill rewarded witha curfe, and from 
A noble Brother too, whofe jealoutie 
Canne’er be curd, butby my vow’d 
Perpetual abfence from the Court, whichis 
A remedy that wili deflroy the King. 


Enter Amadore. 


Amada. Thisis her Chamber fure ! 
I watch’d with heed, if 
The Queen and Oramont in their return 
Took not their ftraight immediate way from 
Hence ; I'll make the door fecure: 
To hinder all accefs —-— 

Eume. What are youSir, that rudely prefs 

co fo referv'd a place, 

Ama, With wife intent did Oramont detain 
Me ftillfrom feeing her. She looks as fhe 
Were made to conquer or betray 

Eume. Why do you gaze with fuch amaze- 

ment Sir? 
Come you t’admire ? 
Or fcornfully to kill what you behold ? 

Amad. T? infrué you who Iam, 

Know Jam proud to 
Call my felf the friend to Oramont. 

Eume. Was’che that fent you hither ? 

Amad. No Lady (by my own contrivance) 
I come refolv'd, through all the dangers death 
Can minifter, co find you here ; frieadfhip 


Hath given my Refolurion ftrength to meet 

Even that, which overcame the valiant King, 

Your Beauties force. 
Eume. Difcover quickly your intents, 

Ere fear diftra@s my underftanding fo, 

That | fhail fuffer, and not know the caufe, 
Amada. Your Brother thinks your youth 

defil’d, which breeds 

Such a diftemper in his Brett, that now 

His ftronger Sences yield to ev’ry doubt. 

This melancholly ficknefs I would cure, 

And can invent no mears, fo fully fraught 

With hove, asto convey you fromthe Court 

In chis difguife 
Eume. Stay. Whither would you lead me 

Sic ? I dare 

Nor troft my felf to furious men: 

To me you are a ftranger, and may feign 

The ftory of that caufe which tempts you fo 

Uncivilly co gain my Brothers love, take heed ! 

If - ou abufe the Royal Priviledge 

Thac guards this plice, an army call’d 


To your defence, cannot fecure your life. 

ee Danger’s a vain, unbody’d blat. 
et it ; 

Prevail witb Infants often frighted in 

Their fleep ; with Judges grown effeminate 

In their warm Furrs , who think moft fearful] 

Of death, becaufe ’tis terrible to thofe : 

Whom they condemn ; with Priefts. who at 

Their frequent vilits, find the (ickly in 

Defpair, that hourly fee the guilty die 

And by uncertain faith, derive ac lat” 

Their fears unto themfelves. To fuch 

As thefe preach danger, butto me it is 

The mufick of the Drum, ordain’d to fright 


" Cowards, but gives the valiant appeiice, 


Enme. \sthere no help, but what wich un- 
prepar'd 

Devotion, rudely! muft call from Heaven, 

Amad. Delay me not in hope of a furprife 
But {trait put on this borrow’d fhape, and then 
With filence follow me, or on chy heart 
My Sword fhall {poil the figure of the King. 

Draws his 

Eume.Did| believe, that dying is eter 
You would inforce, Ifhould invice it now. 
Kill her-— that is moft willingly prepar d. 

Amad, Have youthe vanity to be believ'd 
So innocent, as that you fear not death 

Eume. Sir, if you think { borrow vertue for 
A fafe difguife, here ] prefent my Brett. 

Amad, Aflemble all your thoughts toge- 

ther, and 

Confult within, are there no terrorsnear 
The Grave? No anzry Spirits, whofe 
Imployment is to hurry, and tranfmit the Soul 
From flame to fame,from wind co wind (Poor 
Vex’d and weary ftranger?) cillgroaning 
With the burden of itslong remembred fins 
Shall with that its tao foon forfaken fleth ‘ 
Were on again. 

Enme.\ cannot think of any willing crime, 


Teer committed, that may make me fear 
J fhall be troubled after death. 


Amada, Yetttudy more ; perhaps I have 
Defac’d your memory, with the diforder that 
My chreats have made. 

Eume. Vis youare guilty Sir,and may fufped 
The confidence you brought, sot what you 
Findin me; befides my innocence, I have 
So many griefs, as may declare Iam 
Willing enough to die; begin that work, 
You thought you could fo quickly finifh with 

your fword, 

Amad. Thou but pretend{t this vertuous 

boldnefs to 
Beguile my wrath, receive the juftreward 
That fuch hypocrifie provokes. 
Eume. What interrupts you now, why are 
you flow 
To execute, what you did promife with fuch 
eager haite. 

Amad. Then the is clear, 

betray’d, 


and I am loft, 


And 
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And by the ealinefs of friendfhip wrought, 
Bafely co place fufpitions on a Saint, 
Upon my Knee, I beg, youby 
Your hafty pardon, would prevent that curfe, 
That black difhonor, which your Brothers 
Jealoufie might lay upon your fex. 
K hocking at the Door. 
Eume. Hide, hide your felf, if you defire to 
live, 

Perchance it is the King. 


Amada. He comes moft timely then; for | 


had I power, 
1 would command him here. 
If life will fatisfie th’arrears of guilt, 
Take it (who e’er thou art) for I will let 
Thee in? 


Enter King. 


King. This (Miftrefs) is a pretty needlefs 
fafety, 
D’you ood your door with Bolts ? Hah! 
Amadore ! 
That gave to Oramont his ranfome, with 
Such brave munificence. 
Eume. Was he the Author of my Brothers 
liberty, 
Then I fhall more lament his lofs. 
King. How Sir! Your Sword naked, as 
’twere drawn 
For violent defigns! If treacheroufly 
It aims at me, thou fhalt have caufe to praife 
My valor more, then thou doft fear the King. 
I will not cal! for help, but thus unarm’d 
I dare refift a Traytors force. 
Amada, Had J not wrong d that Lady, Sir, 
with moft 
Unworthy doubts, then (free from guilt) I 
Should have boldnefs to encounter all affaults, 
Though num’roufly addrefs'd ; but aslam 
Th’abufer of her fame, I weakly yield 
My weapon to your hand, revenge her caufe, 
Whom you fo nobly love. 
Kneels, and gives hss Sword. 
Enme. How ftrangely he becomes this 
penitence | 
O Sir, believe him not, diftra@ion makes 
Him owna'crime, which he did ne’er commit. 
King. Eumena, he is fafe; thou thouldft 
not think 
Vil vanquifh him 
That overcomes himfelf; yet it 
Is juft, I give him to the tryal of 
The Laws ; for ev’ry circumftance denotes 
There is fome great rafh injury, which fure 
Thy goodnefs labors to conceal. 
Amad. If your ftri& Laws could punifh me 
with death, 
For faucily infringing thus the Peace, 
And fecret quiet of your Ceurt, Ithen 


Opens the Door. | 
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Would chearfully commend the doori. 
Emue. Yor my fake pity (Sir) his madnefs 
*gainft 
Himfelf: Shall hethat made my Brother free, 
Be fetter’d and confin d in Bonds ? 
Amada. My vile fubje@ion grows more 
hideous to my fence. 
King takes Eumena afide 
King. Thofe little Forms that bring autho- 
rit 
Ressrdial aw, and keep it great, fhoufd {till 
Be fullen and fevere ; “tis not with Kings 
(Eumena ) as with leffer Men, that may 
Jn gentle courtefie forgive ; forif 
The Lord of Laws fhould complement 
OLS aly the Law it felf that makes him 
afe, 


| Would be but ceremony thought, and ger 


No more regard, then as ’tis eloquently writ 
Or {poke ; believ’t, ’cis fit he fuffer for 
Example onely, to deter the bad. 
Eume. Have you not faid, I ne’er fhould 
be deny’d ? 
King. Y’are wondrous fond of Men that 
do you wrong : 
Isthis deriv’d from pity, or from love ? 
Eume. Thereis no pity (Sir) if it be meant 
For benefit, and ufe, bur hath 
Some little rellith in’t of love: 
King. Thounevet wert too kind till now, 
There Sir, 
Take back your weapon and be gone, but no 
Returnof words, Referve your thanks, 
*Caufe it belongs to her; and you may guefs 
(Without offence) that Iam loth to heat 
She doth oblige another more then me. 
Amad. Vhis favor 1 would ne’er receive, 
Were not fecretly refolvd to merit it. 
Exit Amadore. 
King. Eumena, you are merciful to all 
Beneath your felf: OthatI were no King, 
If chy affection onely can difcend, 
Eume. Why fhould old weary Zime run on, 
and make 
The World continue that defetves to ceafe, 
Since ev’ry vertue now grows dangerous ;" 
Can you be jealous of my mercy, Sir? 
King. Farewel neglectful Maid ; how long 
have I 
Endur’d thofe narrow payments of thy love, 
For mine (beftow’d with fuch excefs) and in 
A dull furmife, thou couldft not love at all? 
But I (alafs) was ignorant of thee, 
As Men have ever been of things 
Moft excellent, making fuch judgment on 
Thy Beauty, as Aftronomers onStars ; 
Who , when their better ufe they could not 
know, 
Believ’d that they were onely made for fhow. 
Exennt feverally, 
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SCENE I. 


Enter Oramont, Amadore, feverally. 


Amadore. Mongft the numberlefs af. 
fairs of life, 
Not one can I remember 


that fo much 
Concerns my happinefs, as now to find 
Thee Oramont. 

Ora. \nfpit’d, thou doft foretel a joy 
Fromthe refentment of thy Soul: For fure 
Tam the firft can give it to thy fence. 

The Queen with foft appliances of love, 
Is fenttor by her Royal Lord. Men hope 
He will invite her co his Bed. 

Ama, Thisis a joyindeed! Thenoble are 
Inclin’d to gladnefs, when the vertuous tafte 
The juft reward ot cheir deferts. 

Ora. Methinks thou doft but temperately 
Receive, what thou fhouldit haftily devour, 
Know, by hiskind command, fh’ath laid afide 
The holy Robes; and now appears as fhe 
Already did poffefs, what onely expetation 
Yet can boaft to have. 

Amada. Thou haft declar’d enough to make 

me think 
The Deftinies have careful been of her, 
Though not of thee, unlucky friend : Thy 
jealoufies 
Betray’d me tofuch falfe ignoble doubts, 
As muft undo us both, for the abufe 
Of Ladies honors, never can be fatisfied 
With penitence, but Blood, 
Ora. What means my Friend ? 
Amad. To chaftife thee, for thofe un- 
manly, and 
Too curious fears, that fo have fulli’d the 
Mott fair complexion of thy Sifters fame. 

Ora. Thouhaft but nam’d her Amadore, 
And Lalready feel, a deadly weight upon 
My heart, not ’caufe I think my forward faith 
Hath wrong’d her vertue wich miftakes, but 
That I find, ic is with Reafons help, too well 
Affur’d of her defeats. 

Amad, Thy reafon is but circumftantial, 
Falfe as a cowards fear, which multiplies 
Each danger, that he would not meet until 
It grows into impoflibilities. Thy Sifter f 
Have feen, and know her to be pure, as firft 
Created|ight, new {preding Puds, and Flowers 
Ne’er handled in their growth, are not 
More innocently {weet : How fierce will then 
My anger prove, when ’tis not onely exercis’d 
Ina revenge for that foul herefie, 

With which thou didft infect my Soul, but 
*Caufe it took all quiet Peace from hers. 
Ora. With what Prophetick care, I fain 
would have 
Preferv’d thee from her eyes. Now thou halt 
Seen her, all the power of humane art cannot 


Redeem thee from her charms. She hath 
Bewitch’d thee to a doating love, and told thee 
were void of truth, as thofe which Syrens 
ing, 
When littning Seamen perifh in the Flood, 
For what they foolithly believ’d, 
Amad. Can thear this | 
Shall I maintain fond Patience at fuch great 
Expence of my vex’d fpirits, carelefly 
T’incourage other Men to flander her, 
Whofe pitty did redeem me from juft bonds : 
Advance thy Sword. ; Draws. 
Ora. Stay Amadore ; 1 knew noc that fhe 
Gave thee liberty, but that thou gaveft me 
Mine, my memory doth now confefs with fo 
Much gratitude, 1 cannot he provoked 
T>attempt thy life. 
Amad. Heavens! Why did you make me 
kind 2 
If todo good, draws on the confequence 
Of doing ill, becaufe I did procure 
Thy liberty, am I oblig’d to take 
A ceremonious gratitude for thy 
Offence ; forgiving all thy Sifters wrongs, 
And thofe low jeatoufies did force from me. 
Prepare 
Ora. The furious winds are not 
More fencelefs in a ftorm.What reputation will 
Thy anger have, when it proceeds without 
Difpute , not ftaying for the ufual credit of 
A caufe. I fhall believe th’aft none, unlefs 
Difcourfe, and Reafon give’t authority. 
Amad. Totellthee whatl faw, or what 
Eumena faid, were {trait to lofe the brave 
Juit caufe of my revenge , for then 
I know thou wouldft repent. 
Ora. Iwill not fight. 
Amad, © Fates! What poor unworthy 
enemies 
Do you provide tor me, Coward ? Thy former 
Sins fhall unregarded pafs, compar’d te this , 
For now thou wilt commic ftrange facriledge, 
Steal from ch’hearfe of thy great Anceftor: 
All his vi@orious wreaths, and blaft “em with 
The venome of aword, = Oramont draws. 
Ora. The Seals of Friendfhip are broken 
now-—Let’s not 
Deftroy our felves, like vain fantaftick fools, 
Thus in the publick view, but follow till I lead 


| Thee near a Grove ; and though too late,thou 


fhale 
Be taught, how foonthy angers flame will die, 


Fed by the falfe fire of Ewmenn’s eye. 
E xeuxt, 
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Enter Aleran, Saladine, Thorello. 


Aler. This is the Queens Privy Chamber 
fure ? 
I wonder ’tis fo empty, when fo great 
Difordersare at hand, each fa@ion met 
In feveral crouds. 
Thor. *Tisftrange ! As after ev’ry raging 
ftorm, 
Merchants and Mariners flock to th’ Exchange, 
To hear what mifchiefs done at’Sea; fonow 
(Methinks) the Politick, and thofe that would 
Be thought fuch; Men old in offices, andthofe 
Whofe Infant hopes are newly crying out, 
*Caufe their Reverlions have not pafs’d the 
Seals ; 
Nay, and lovers of either fex, fhouldall meet 
Here, to fcatter and to gather news—— 


Enter Old Courtiers, picking their Tecth, and 
Striking of Crams from their Skirts. 


Sal. Behold the Formal Axtiquaries ! 
Itfeemsthe Waiters Table’s firft broke loofe. 
Aler. Now are they talking of Religion. 
Sal. No, we fhould hear em then , becaufe, 
Men ata lofs are ever loud. 
Thor. Th’are talking of our fudden change 
i’ch’ Court, 
Which he in the dapple Grey-Beard obferves 
T’important ufe ; for Idare warrant ye, 
He {wears if this inverfion hold, he will 
Recover by th’afliftance of an old 
Record, at Seaft—— another Rabbit to 
Their fecond courfe. 
Sal. Pox, he can never do’t? 
That Record has been fufficiently ftudi’d. 
Aler. Y'are in the right! Befides by a 
Decree . 
Of the fame date, they have loft the dry’d 
Sweet- Meats 
Due from his Highnefs Table, and tis thought 
Can ne’er reprieve em by Law. 


Enter Gartha and one Lady, who curtfie to 
Thorello,very low ; then bow to the others, 
they to them. 


Thor. That’s Gartha, Eumena’s Woman , 
And that the Lady Olari ; *tisfuch a fhore 
Leg'd Hen,but her Chappeens (Sir) are fo tall, 
Thaccth’otherday , U/talfo playing with her, 
And thinking he had pinch’d her knee, 
Wonder’d at her patience; when all the while 
He held her by the Wood 

Aler, Sure th’others very old, 

Sal. Who ? Gartha! Sheisthe beft 4n- 

nalife 
Of all the Back-ftair, andthe Lobby ads, 
In good Queen 7oan’s days, that is now extant. 
Gar. Is not that Thorello, awit ? 
1 Lady. Yes, but he makes love, aslond, 


And tedioufly,as Lawyers put the Cafe. What 
Call you itthe Academick way , asif he 
Would difpute a wench out of her Maidenhead, 
. Gar. Thofe Cavaliers (his friends) are wits 
too. Lord ! 

How maidenly they fit before the great Le dies 
Whom they viGt, as if their filence did 
Imply, “twas Beauty {track ’em dumb, 


Enter Sccond Lady, Whocurtfies to all, but 
Saladine, they toher , then fhe fits ca the 
Rufhes, and takes out a Bock to read. 


Tor. How coldly you falute your Miftrefs 
Saladine, 
I know by that yow!l marry her; for ’tis 
Acertainfign, thofe who embrace abroad, 
Do ever keep a fober diftance here. 
Gar. *slight! How ftrangely fhe is drefs'd 
to day? 
1 Lady. She’s prouder then a Favorites 
Milirefs at 
A Mask: Laft night, Gartha, fhe'd needs 
compare 
Her Flanders Peaks to mine : What think?) 
thou ? 
Gar. Alafs poor foul; itis a little mad! 
1 Lady Let us fit byher, and tell her 
A fecret or two of ours, that we 
May hear all hers. 
Gar. No, fhe’ll read to us in that Book, 
Till we grow madder then her felf. 
1 Lady. It is fome Play. 
Gar. She’s excellent at driving perfect 
Chara@ters in Plays: The Poets bow 
To her, fhe is fo critical. 


Enter Third Lady in white. 


3 Lady. Signior Therello ! 

Thor Your Creature, fweet Madam— 

3 Lady, Sir, you perfume me with your 
Epethite, J fear you have not fent to A¢ilan 
Yec, for rh’ Carkanet of Pearl. 

Thor. Your Ladifhip will make me languifh 
Much by your diltruft, fice your commands 
My difpatches have been written twice. 

3 Lady, Yoblige me Sir. 

She goes to falute andralkwith Gartha, 

Thor. Sure fhe is fafting yet; her breath’s 
So ftrong, *twould overcome a Bearward. 

Sal. But thou baft writ for the Pearl? 

Thor. The Devill have. 

3 Lady. Signior, 1 here there are fair Ru- 

bies there, 

Thor. By my next Letter, Madam, l'ilrake , 
Care tacquaint you with their lize & value — 
T’were good fhe’d bait on Lemmon Peels, 

Or eat Paftillies, before fhe comies abroad, 
3 Lady. Gartha, thefe wavel’d wits are 
good for nothing, 
But to lie Liegers here for Ladies toys. 
Why doft not thou employ ’em. 
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Gar. For whac Madam? 

3 Lady. For Effences to Rome, Tweefesto 
Bruffels, and for Fans to Paris. Make the 
Poor Souls write, they’! coke it kindly, 

Gar. Troth, and I'l] put’em to’t; your 
Ladifhip mu% {tand my friend, and tell’em 
Thac ‘Il read their verfes to the Queen. 

3 Lady. Let me alone Wench: Is your 
Lady in the G Ilery? 

Gar. I wat here, in that opinion Madim. 

Exit third Lady. 
Thefe great Ladies when th’ave tafted 
Matrimony, grow fo hauglity , and think hey 
Can fool others, aseafily as their Husbands, 


Enter Radegond. 


Radez. Ladies and Gentlemen, avoid the 
Room. Exeunt all but Radegond. 


Enter King, 


King Have you by private order fo con- 
triv’d, 
That both in vifits, and her piffige threugh 
The Court, Ewmena may perceive fome general 
Neglect, as if my favor co her were declin’d. 

Radeg. 1 have been bulie (Sit) in your 

command. 

King. And are the throngs of Suitors too 

(chatat 
Her lodgings fti!l addrefs their hopes) forbid 
Attendance there, 

Radg. Allfecretly difmifsd. 

King. How does fhe take it Radegond ? 

Radeg. As one thit entertains the change, 
More with her wonder, then her grief. 

King, How vain is the revenge which 
Lovers ’giinft their Miftreffes invent? Since 
Scill themfelves more fuffer in’t, then thofe 
Whom they afflict. 


Enter Phylenio and Queen. 


Phy’e. Your Grace will much confirm your 
Happinefs, if you can meet his pr off2r’d 
Kindnefs with fuch looks, as may declare your 
Difcontents, are not fo lafting as your love. 

King, Why (Madam) did youcome atmy 

requett ? 
Or, why did I defire your prefence here ° 
| want the common vertue of the poor, 
Such a referv’dand fearful bafhfulnefs, 
As makes indebced men afham’d to fee 
J hofe that oblige them moft. 

Oueen. Arethefe the comforts that I fought 

~~ * * “ . 

With fuch believing hafte ?. Sir, ’tis not fafe 

To mock my milery, for fo your errors mult 

Derive themfelves , not from neceflity, 

Butfrom your will, and when your hate 

Prolongs its growth, until it ripen to a fcorn, 

Lam notecertainIfhall have che pow’r to par- 
dows it. 
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King. Alafs, miftake me not, 

Though I miftake my felf; for Tof late 

Have felt fuch {trange diforders in my heart, 

That I can hardly find chofe thoughs, which I 

Would utter firlt. ; 

Queen, *Cwasill that was fent for Sits 
Why did youcruelly command thatwe 
Should meet again; Iam the hurtful caufe 
Of that difeafe which governs in your mind .. 
And till che caufe be quite remov'd, there is” 
No hope of cure 

King. O ftay! thoudidh diveht 
Thee from thy holy Ornaments at my 
Requett, *twas kindly done; nor could [think 
It fit to bury fo much excellence 
In unfrequented fhades, {tay here, and love 

me {till, 

Leen. You make your ferious invitation 

vain, 

Where youare fure of fucha glad confent, 
King. But wilt thou give me leave to love? 
Lucen, Elfe Sit were unjult unto my fetf. 
King. Thy underftanding istoo flow, I 

Would have fuch a liberty as is not fic 

For me to ask, nor thee to grant. Seal me 

A licence for each choice mine eyes fhail maké, 
Queen. There is no harm in love; your 

nicety 

Hath wrong’d us both. Peculiar and diftine 

Affections, are but {mall derived parts 

Of what we call the univerfal love ; 

Anduniverfal love (undoubtedly) 

Mutt be the belt, fince ’tis afcrib’d to Heaven. 

Take Sir the freedom you defire. 

King. Shall I receive a bounty chat mult 
Needs unto the giver, and yetnothing add 
Unto the wealth of my content ; forlam fure 
That“ harcer never can ufurp upon 
Eumena’s heart,begone : Some curfe o’errules 
My nature, fhould{t thou ftay, 1 mu!! again 
Invite thee to be wrong’d — Attend the Queen 

Exeunt King one way, Phylenio, 
Radegond, Queer another. 


Enter Oramont, Eumena. 


Eume. Sir, whether would you go 
With a wild look? You thift from place to 
Place, and move (fo faft, as if your fteps 
Were haftned by your fears— 

Ora. I find ahappy emptinefs 
Inall your lodgings now: Whitis become 
Of that gay croud of Flatterers, who did 
Attend your greatnefs here ? Where be 
Your Suicorstoo ? Are all difpatch’d ? Y’have 
Beena courteous Favorite, and of your power, 

have made a noble ufe, 

Eume, Though youare come 
To fcorn this fudden change, 1 dare (without 
Much forrow) tell you Sir, the King hath eas'd 
Me of that weighty power, as fitter for 
His own judicious ftrength. And nowihis rich 


Divifion of his glorious Pallace looks, 
AS 


ad 
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As fad and vacantas the place where fome 
Great Prince’s Herfeis laid afide, until 
The Funeral day, there buta few kind fervants 
Watch in dutious Form, and weep for 
Their dead Lord. 

Ora. Alafs! What alteration’s here } Good 

Heaven ! 

How comes it faithful Lovers thus fall out ? 

Eume. Not for my own fake (Oramont) but 

yours, 
I pitty that decay of courtefie 
And foft compaffion which you ftill difcover. 

Ora. Why, you miftake me fure,I ama wife 
Prophetick Courtier, and fore faw your fall 
Ere I did practife my negle@ ? But yet 
I may a little differ now from all 
My fubtlefriends, bredupin Pallaces; 

For like a dull unskilful follower 
Of Kings, I fhall beftow a prefent on you, 
(A richone too) when all your power is gone, 
Draws out a [word bloody. 
Eume. A Sword, and newly ftain’d with 
Blood : 

Ora. That yout amazement may increafe, 
Enmena. You fhall know this prefent is 
A-Legacy fent from a lover at 
His lait expence of breath, and by my Soul 
He wasa valiant Lover, though his caufe 
Made him unfortunate. 

Exume. What hath your jealous fury done ? 

Ora. An a@ fcarce worthy of my Fame, 

I but difpatch’d a dying man: 

For thy bewitching beauty with ftrange charms 
Had coniquer’d, and deftroy’d him ere I came 
To make a tryal of his lrength , his name 
Was Amadore. 

Eume. My fears had in em too much caufe, 
Sure he was fluin in refcue of my honor. 

Ora. Youbelt can tell his undertaking that 
Provok’d him tot, and would you hear’t 

from me, 

Eume. O,\ have heard too much ! 

Thou bloody Harbenger of death whofe place 
And hafty bufinefs, is to take up Graves 
And Tombs, where thou doft courfly lodge 
Men more renown’d and valiant then thy felf. 
Weeps. 
Ora. Weep'ft thou for him 2 
Eume. Young Amadore vo all fucceeding 
times fhail live 
Eterniz’d by (ome Tragick Pen, whofe 
Gentle numbers fhal! melt the moft 
Obdurate men, whenthey fhall hear the 
Miferies of love, whil&thou (the horror of 
The fcene) fhalcne’er be mention’d, but to 
Change their pitty into rage. 

Ora. Oheart! I’ve ever ftrove 
To keep thee firm, loyal to vertue, and 
Impartial tothe World; yet now thou art 
Subdu’d with forrow that proceeds from fin. 
For I’m conftrain’d to grieve, when I behold 
Her mourn, although I know fhe lov’d him but 
Unlawfolly, whom fhe laments, elfe why 
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‘Did fhe employ his anger to revenge, 

My kind and careful jealoufie. 

Eume, Thou hatt proceeded to fuch dire 

extreams, 

That’tis too late to let thee know thy error , 
And’caufe thou art my Brother, Iam loth 
To hinder thee of that excufe, which ignorance 
May give, fince th’aft no other fhift to free 
Thee from eternal punifhment. 

Ora. Her falfhood fhews fo comely in 
Her forrows drefs , that if my judgment were 
Not ftrongly arm’d with Reafons force, I 
Should be fondly overcome, 


Enter Radegond, Phylenio, aed Guard. 


Raged, He was obferv’d to enterhere, 
Itis the Kings command, that you difarm, 
And {trait imprifon him rth’ Fort. 
The Guard {eize on him. 
Phyle. What fate hath govern’d youto day, 
My Lord? The people that beheld your fight 
With Amadore, have withtumultuous rage 
Purfu’d you to the Pallace-Gate, report 
Him kill'd ; his fervants and his friends affem- 
bled with 
The noife, demand {trict juftice of the King. 
Ora. Convey me ttrait to darknefs, or ta 
death’ 
What pleafure can I take i’ch’ ufe of fight, 
Since it no more can bring unto my view, 
My friend alive, or my fatr Sifter true ? 
Exeunt Phylenio, Oramont, and Guard. 
Evme. Let me intreat you Sir, to bring him 
Back, 1’ve much ro fay, that may perfwade him 
To a fitting penitence: Why are you deaf 
To my requeft? Or, how durlt you prefume 
‘infringe the Royal priviledge of Court, 
And force my Brother hence ? 
Raaeg. \’m forry (Madam) you will fhortly 
Find more alterationin the King, then yet 
You feem to know. What we have done,was in 
Obedience to his will. Levit: 
Eume, Then [ fhall feel too foon the fudden 
Want of power; for Ino more mutt {ee thee 
Oramont, 
A word fo fatal, and implies fuck fad 
Unlucky truth, thac I did fear to utter it. 
If now thy fpirit (noble Amadore) 
*Monglt thy immortal new acquaintance has 
The leafure to attend my plaints, forgive 
Thinjuftice my fond nature prompts me too, 
Since Imult needs bewaila Brothers lofs, 
Although that Brother was thy enemy. 


Enter King. 


King. Since Amadore is flain, though by the 
Rage of Oramont, which] lament fo muchy 
That fhould rememb1 ance entertain it long 
(Twould be myruinetoo,;) yet fuch 
A ftrange neceflity my Stars impofe 
Upon me now, that his lamented death 

Is 


a 
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Ts all I’ve left, to give fome means of life 
Unto my begger’d and half famith’d love , 
For if there be a room for love within 
Her Breft, he being gone, that did 
Inhabit there: Why fhould not! fucceed ? 

Eume. Are youhere Sir, does it become a 
King to look uponaffliction, and not {traic 
Redrefs’t?, The poor Phyfitian is fo nice 
V’ch’ honor of his fcience, that he ne’er 
Will vifit dying mett: Asif he were 
Atham’d to look upon thofe inward wounds 
He hath not skill to cure, 

King. Exmenay \ did think toufe a while 

a lovers art, 
Returning harth neglects for thine ; but finte 
Thy fortune doch affié thee more then I 
Could do, Icometo fhare, and leffen what 
Before I pra@is’d to augment. 

Ewme. fear you come too late ; butif 
Y’are ftill aKing, and ftill retain that lov’d 
Divinity to which the vertuous bow; fubdue 
The wicked ftraic, by fhewing now that power 
Which they fo fawcily fufpect , call back from 
His dark Grave, the valiant Amadore. 

King. You Angels take her fences to your 

care, 
*Lafs! Whata ftrange requeft was this? As 
Much difcourteous too, as’tis impoflible. 
She’ld have me fetch my rival from thunknown 
Far diftant fades, to take a new 
Poffeifion of thatlove, which onely by 
His abfence J can hope t’enjoy. 

Exume. If this exceed your high prerogative, 
I will defcend to what your mercy can 
Perform, redeem my Brother from hisbonds : 
For ina dearth of comforts, we are sey 
To becontented with the leatt. Mok y 
Severe command, did you re ee im here? 
And gave no priviledge unto that place 
Which you have often fanctif'd with vows. 

King. Here 1 furprife him | No ’twas the 
Joft Law; but who is he fo rafh, that can 
Defireto bea King? Since all he juftice chat 
We do, is father d onthe makers of 
Our Laws, and all their cruelty onus ,_ 

Make much you greedy Monarchs of that 
Dignity, which with fuch toil in War 
Youlabor to attain, I’m weary of't: 

For like the Caftle bearing Elephant, 

We groan beneath that load,which we fupport 
To guard and ftrengthen others,not our felves. 
And whata ufelefs glory “tis, to be the cheif 
Of Men, wanting the Clrarter to command 

A tender Ladies love. 

Enme. Strange remedies you bring unto 
The fick! You deafin thofe complaints you 
Came to hear, with louder of your own, 


Enter Queen, 
Queen. O mercy, mercy, Sir. Dare you de- 


rive 
Your attributes from Heaven,yet mercy want. 
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By which, the wifer chiefly are content 
You fhould affume th*immortal power ! 
King. Madam, methinks you fue t00 ear- 
neftly, 
Queen. Eumena, Npeakto him , for 
Oramont 1s now convey’d to fuffer death, juft 
Now, “tis the Letter of the riggid Law. He that 


-| In Duel doch furvive, mutt be deftroy’d, 


Ere th’other, whom he flew, can be interr’d— 

Enme. Alafs! what weak encouragement 
Have I to make requefts on earth, when by my 
Griefs of Jate, I’ve canfe to doubt my prayers 
Are not heard in Heaven, and ill it will become 
Me Sir (whilft I remember Amadore) 

To ask that mercy which (how ever) is moft 
Fit for you to grant. 

King. A fond onskilful bargain J thatl make 
If I exchange Juftice (the Jewel thar doth 
Moft adorn my crown) for her uncertain love 
Which fince fhe is fo loth to promite, how 
Unwilling the will be to pay. 

Queen. Why Sir are you fo Now, when 
Time and danger move fo faft ? 

King. The people (Madam) call for Juftice, 
They wifely lov‘c, that is, are well content — 
Whenit is us’d to punifh thofe above 
Them, not themfelves, rude and ill maaner’d 
Are they ro expect the valiant fhould be 
Sacrific'd not onely by tlie Fo abtoad, to keep 
Them fafe, but fuffer publick death at home, 
When they are pleas’d to fee a Tragick fhow, 
Yet fince fuch valor is profcribed by Law, 

He needs mutt die. 

Queen. Jf valor be 
Profcrib’d, how wretched thenwill Ladies be 
Since they can onely find the valiant truc. 

King. Madam, I confefs, that old Coward 
Law, looks too feverely on couragtous youth , 
And knowin regal skill 3 fhould connive 
Ac thofe diforders which the furious in 
Their growing fpirits oft commit ; for elfe 
The body of a ftate (effeminate 
With lafting peace) when a ftrange War fhalf 
Come, like Bodies natural (confirm’d by ftri@ 
And quiet temperance) will want the benefit 
Which the ufe of: finall diforders bring, that 
Make each violent difeafe lefs new, and dan- 

gerous. 

Queen, Sit there is hope, your reafon will 
Perfwade your mercy now. 

King, J, but the people underftand not this, 
For that dull croud (whom Kings through 

cutfed fate 
Mutt pleafe) will have all Laws obferv’d, and 
They muft {tand, not ’canfe th’are wife, but 
*Caufe th’are old. 


Enter Radegond. 


Radeg. The hour Sir is come, and Oramont 
Mutt fuffer death, unlefs you cancel ftraic 
The written doom. 
Enme. How fatal Oramont | 
Doth 
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Deion. , when joyn’d with thatfevere | Soif the mourns, tisnotthrough willing 


word death ? 
Be free and bounteoys of your pardon Sir; 
She kneels, 
For ’cis the laft requeft I ere fhall make. 

Kiag. Look on her Heaven ! Since you are 
Molif’d with fuch a pittious fight as this, I 
Hope my juftice now would not be ftil’d 
Divine, but rather humane tyranny. This Ring 
Unto the Provoft bear, it fhall fuffice 
To make him know Exmena gives his prifoner 

life. Exit Radegond, 

Eume. May all the hours you have be- 

ftow’d on him, 
Be added unto that accompt which deftiny 
Hath numbred for your royal Self, 

Queen And may they prove fo happy too, 
That you fhall wifh forimmorcality, 
More for a change of being, then a hope 
To better what y’enjoy on earth, 

King. Eumena, bold poor begging Prietts, 
Affume the power to blefs, and with devout 
Withes, imaginary payment make 
Of what they really recety’d; but I 
Will lay a nobler value on your gratitude, 

And look you fhould return (not for your 
Brothers life) but for my fervent paftions that 
So Jong have courted your flow love, 

Eume. Yamundone! 

For I have rais’d your expectation to 
Demands, that I can never fatisfie ; 

Sir, could my memory tranfgrefs fo foon 

To lofe the thoughtof Amadore , yetmy 
Devoted heart fo much adores 

The vertues of your Queen, that I fall ne’er 
By the temptations of your Crown, ufurp 
That love, whichis fo jultly due to her. 

King, Be careful of my inward peace, and 
Call thofe refolutions back, or elfe deny 
Them for a little fpace. 

Exme. My fou's unalter’d truth, 

Confirms what I have faid : But truft me you 

May cake this comfort Sir, I'll not be more 

Unkind unto your matchlefs heart then to 

Mine own, Exit. 
King, So dying men receive vain com- 

forts 

From thofe vificants they love, when they 

Perfwade them to be patient at the lofs of life, 

With faying they are mortal too, and mean 

T’endure the like calamity, as if 

To die were from good fellowfhip, from free 

Intent t’accompany departing friends, 

When fuch laft courtefie proceeds not from 

Their will, but natures obRinate decree : 


Kindnefs but conftraint, 

Queen. Doubt not her kindnefs Sir, you 

faw her weep. 

King, *Ywas by compulfion of my great 
All conquering grief, not from her love, like 
Eyes that from a fecret fimpathy, 

Water and weep atothers, when they 
Behold them fore , but (Madam) why your 
tears. 

Queen. Thefe are but leading drops ; the 
Showers are all behind, that I thal} dedicate 
Unto the memory of your fad fate. 

Kiag. Can you lament at my diftrefs whom 
I have injur’d with worfe negle@s; or can 
You wifh my forrows remedy, when what. 

I gain muft be your lofs. 

Queen. Sit} Ffhall claim-no title to your 
Brelt, but what my patience and affe@ion can 
Deferve , he that did joyn our hands,did give 
Mebutaformal intereft, (nce to 
Eumena you difpos’d your heart, before 
We knew thofe facred rites. 

King. ate you not weary of your vertue 

yet? 

Queen. Nor of your love unto my rival Sir ; 
If it were low, and finful love, I fhould 
Not think it worth my envy or my fear. 

If pure and noble (as my ftricteft faith 
Believes) itis too great, a treafure to 

Be made particular, and own’d by me, 
Alone, fince what is good doth {till increafe 
In merit of that name, by being moft 
Communative, 

King, This do@rine (Madam) will 
Be new, and much unwelcome to your fex. 

Queen. True love,admits no jealonfie ; you 
Shall percetveit ftrait, for I will haften to 
Eumena Sir, and wo in your behalf. 

King. Dare you employ your tongue a- 

gainft your felf > 

Queen. Do not fufped me Sir, I thall 
Not Jofe, by what fhe gains: For fince yout 
Heart can have no peace, unlefs*tis lodg’d 
Within her Breft, I will procure its entrance 
There with reafon tco, becaufe I find 
My quiet only doth confift in yours. 

King. Leave me! had I not goodnefs, yer, 
My pride would ne’er confent to be fo far out 
Gone, in kind effects of love. See me no more 
Till thou canft hope to love me lefs, till I 
Have cancel’d this large debt, or can (at leaft) 
Find out a jufter, and a nobler way 
Then to increafe, that debt which I fhould pay. 

Exeunt feverally- 
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CENE L 


Enter Thorello, Saladine, Gartha, and one Lady. 


T horello, *Have a Coach (Ladies) 
atthe Palace Gate . 
If you dare truft the trea- 


fure of your Beauties 
T’our charge, we'll vifit Oramone i’ch’ Fort. 

Salad. Some oth’ good natur’d Statefmen 
Accufe the King for fending’s pardon, and 
Think ‘twas ill advis’d to difappoint the 
People, when they were all met for nothing, 
But to fee him fuffer. 

Thor. ’kaith fince they came in courtefie 
To fee’t, Oramont had been a right Cavalier, 
Had he refus’d the pardon, and ftraic dy’d 
To prevent them from lofing their labor. 

Gar. Lord! How they love to fee a proper 
Man foffer? And when their wives come home, 
Each tells her husband he was like him : 

For he behav’d himfelf with fuch a 
Courtly courage at the Block, 
Salad. As he had been his own neat exe- 
cutioner, 
And put of’s head with the fame ceremony, 
As others do their Hats, right alamode. 

Thor. Your Cavalier doth handfomely 
Indeed, but ‘tis not fic courfe fellows fhould 
Arrive at fuch a publick grace,and tor no other 
Merit, but fighting o’duels. 

1 Lady. The King, I hope, will let them 
Fight it out,and not permit the Laws fhould do 
Em th’honor to take notice of their quarrels. 

Salad. When Ladics take the pains to drefs 
Themfelves to fee, and grace an executed 
Gallant, were it handfomea poor quarrelling 
Rafcal fhould {trait perk up in’s place , 

Perhaps he’ll die ftoutly ; but how? in bafe 
Old cloaths, foul linnen, and’s face unfhav'd, 
Is thata fight for Ladies. 


Enter Aleran aad third Lady. 


Thor Lookthere comes Aleran, and with 
Him your revolted Miftrefs. 

3 Lady, That Gartha, Signior’s ftrangely 
Impudenr, fhe’s playing in the Sun, whil’ft her 
Poor Lady is weeping wet under a cloud. 

Aler. Pray advife her (Madam) fhe’ll rake 

it kindly. 

3 Lady. How doft good Wench? Introth 
Thou !ook’ft fo temptingly, that I could e’en 
«if thee. The very corner of thine eye ftoln 
Out of a Clofe-hood, would burn as much 
ithink, asa Sun beam, contracted in a Glafs. 

Gar. \ptoreft (Madam) Tam meerly 
Your Ladifhips Glafs, and reflect your looks, 
Thofe are rare Pendants, I dure fay a prefent; 
Some travell’d lover’s fool’d into a gift. 

3 Lady. Prethee, who told thee of it ? 


Thou hear’ft all , but I mean co change ’em, 
te} 
Uftalfo fays they wear flight Ewrands now in 
Venice, and being fet tranfparant, they thew 
well ——- 

1 Lady, W’are taking Coach to vifit 
Oramont , has your Ladifhip the leifure 
T’ humble your felf with fo much charity 2 

3 Lady. Yougo me honor iin your 
Invitation, I fhall make the number more 
Unwortby by th’ poor additiomof my felt. 
—Gartha! This Alari’s avery fool; why 
Doft thou keep her company ? 

Gar. (keepher (Madam) for intelligence, 
She’s well acquainted with all the C oure 
Matrons, that have the skill to drive out 
Marriages, and make the parties meer, fhe can 
Procure a Catalogue of all the rich young heirs, 

3 Lady. Sweet, Madam, whether do you 
Go? Pray ftand and talk with us —— 

1 Lady. Your Ladifhips-fervant ! 

3 Lady. We thal! have tedious converfation 
With chofe wits; they'll nothing bur diftourfe 
Together of fine hard things, and ne’er 
Mind us 

Aler, [bring a bufinefs for you Gentlemen, 
Would we were rid of our impertinent charge, 

Thor. Widows are not fo troublefome to 
Their young husbands,when they relieve them 
With good council, inflead of money; the 
Curfe ts, that they are chatte too. A very faucy 
Vertue inthem , confidering they cannot 
Make up our pleafure with handfumnefs 

3 Lady. Come Signiors | Shall we take 

Coach ? 
Thor, Your pardon Ladies ! ——Nay, I be- 
feech you. 
Saladine you ftillufurp my p'ace. Strive to 
lead em. Exensnt omnes, 


Enter King, Radegond, Phylenio, 


King. Yalfe,and unlucky are you all ! 
Pretend great wifdom, till y’atcainco dignity, 
And place, then {trait fupply’c with empty 
Forms, auftere, and rigid looks; by which 
Your age (made dreadful, with that power 
High office bring:) begets you an unjult 
Efteem; or, if you have the skill to give fafe 
Counfels to your King; when’s judgment 
Is diftrefs’d, y’are fa unfortunate, 1 
Ne’er can feel their ufe. 

Radeg. Sir, youmiftakethat power, which 
Onely we derive from yours, You never did 
Include in our Commiffion fuch a vatte 
Authority, to alter, or to governloye. 

Phyle. How fhould we rule Eamena (Sir) 
Whom you (depos’d by th’cruel cyranny of 

; Love) 
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Love) mutt by conftraint obey ? or,if we could 
Prefcribe to you, and with ch’advice of reafon 
Too, we dare not whilft your anger lalis. 

King. A curfe 
Upon your mannerly o’er-civil fears | 
Bert you fufpedt it is not fafe to fpeak, 

(The Statefman’s cowardife) more dangerous 
‘Yo Kings intrench’d within heir Thrones, 
Then are the daftard thoughts of Sentinels, 
That watch near Sconces and Redoubts ; 

Who ftill afraid co give th’alarm (leaft being 
Heard, they fhould be firftfurpris’d) endanger 
Armies by thac filence, when, like you, they 
Bafely practile to fecure themfelves. 

Radeg. ’Tis better to be filent, Sir,then give 
Advice, tht may bring us ruine, 

And give you no eafe. 

Phyle All thriving Arts, Kings are 
Contentto own; but when good counfels 
No: fucceed, their Minifters poffefs the blame, 

King. {thank your noble wifdom much, 
Y’are kindly natur'd in your Providence, 

Wi.h wholfome policy you are content 

To thare the better Fame, and jufter wealth 
Of my Prerogative, but not the envy that 
Misfortune joyns to it. 

Radeg If your diftemper, Sir, will needs 
Conftrain us to'reveal th opinion we would 
Hide, lerour obedience then excufe all that 
Our judgment wants, We chink you ne’er can 
Havea free poffeffion of Exmena’s love, 
Unlefs your Queen confent toa divorce. 

Phyle. Noris this fuch a bopelefs remedy 
As doch confit in wifhes, more thenin 
A probable effect; for fhe hath fo defign’d 
Her love and life to your difpofe, that fhe’ll 
Undo her felf, by giving what you ask. 

King. *Yiswell, y haveta’en a worthy care 
Both of my quiet, and my fame! Make hafte 
In your addrefs unto the Queen, let her be 
‘fold 1 am prepar’d to viGt her? —Thefe are 

Exeunt Radegond, Phylenio. 
The righteous State-Phyfitians that attend 
Onfickly Kings, prefcribing unto us, 
As Nature tothe hungry difeafe of Tygers, 
And of Wolves, when to preferve their lives, 
They feed on all the weak fubmiccing herd. 
Bur how accurs’d would fubjects be, were we 
Not born with far more vertue, then w’are 

caughe? 

Vil mike my Eun@ionlov’d, and rather die, 
Then ow my life to fuch a remedy. Exit. 


Enter Oramont and Queen. 


Queen, Was holy Fryer Albert here to day, 
Your Sifters Confeffor ? 

Ora, Madam, be hath 
In juft obedience to your kind command, 
Unlock’d my fifters fecret breft, and laid 
Icopen to mine eyes, fhew’d me her heart, 
Until my jealoutie receiv’d a {trong 


And certaincure , but though I have out-liv d 
My doubts, my modetty (1 hope) will not 
Permit me to {urvive my fhame. 

Queen. In giving you 
(By her unweari’d intercefiion ) life, 

She onely hath engag’d your gratitude : 

But rev’rend Albert, by revealing all 

Thofe truths, the priviledge of’s fun@ion 

Makes him know, hath much oblig’d your 
faith. 

Ora. 1am confirm’d | 
And though the peopks matice to her in 
Their talk, by general confent 
Made me fo credulous ; though my nice care 
(Still watchful co preferve a lifters honor) 
And my moft dutious love of you, apt to 
Refent your wrongs, and then believing you 
Declar’d her chafte, more in your gentlenefs 
Then your belief, though thefe apparant Pleas 
(Together urg’d) might prove me capable 
Of fome excufe , yet Iam loth to own 
Them leaft my guilt made lefs, I fhould be 
Thought v’avoid that punifhment, which Pye 
Refolv’d upon my felf. 

Queen, Beware,tuch refolutions, Sir, are ill, 

Ora. Your Juftice (Madam) would con- 

ceive them fit, 
Could you with my vex’d thoughts, perufe 
Thofe wrongs which I not onely did commit 
Gainft her, but *gainfl the King, and my 
Renowned friend, dead Amadcre ; and when 
Tname him dead, I hardly can forbear chat 
Fury to my felf, by which I rafhly rnin’d him. 

Queen, Tobe the unauthoriz d Author of 
Your own {tri& punifhment, would to your 
Crimes fuch foulnefs add, as never cou!d be 
Wath’d away, with all che tears of penitence.’ 
Be govern’d by your better thoughts, and {trait 
Prepare to follow me, you Il perfect a 
Delign, to which | am importun’d by 
The fecret fuic of Alteran. 

Ora. | mutt not difobey you (Madam) 
Though | fhall but make an ill exchange of 
This lov'd darknefs, forehat light Iam 
Athanvd to fee. 

Queen, My own diftreffes are fo great, 
That I corceive them hopelefs now & cure, 
But I will try to leffen yours. 

Ora. Her vertue is as reftlefs asthe Sun, 
Still moving, and yet never tir’d; and like 
His purer Beams, it comforts every thing. 
Exeant. 


Enter Aleran, Thorello, Saladine. 


Thor. The Ladies are fullenly retir’d 
Into their Clofets, there to meditate 
And ftudy the perfection of new tires. 

Salad. They took itill, that Oramont was 
So referv'd, asto refufe their vifit. 

Aler, Gallants, y’are here invited to the 


Funeral of Amadore. 
Sal. 


nn 


he Fair Favortte. 


Sal.Had not your fummons been too hafty, | 
Sir, 
W’had put our felves to th’ charge of Blacks, 
For the folemnity ; but we have borrowed all | 
The forrow we could get abroad, which added 
To our own,will fhew as doleful as long cloaks, 

Aler, Well, youare high in my efteem, 
And you fhall both confefs’t ; that very fecret 
Which this morn I whifper’d to the Queen, 
Shall now be yours, The party is aliye. 

Sal. How! Amadore alive! 

Thor. This mirth is fcarce becoming 4/eran. 

Aler. Xt fhall be wben you find it cruth, 
Attend and reverence this tongue of mine, 
That hath contain’ditfelf fo filently 
Thefe two days. 

Thor. Dott thou grow ferious 2 

Aler. Te wasmy luck Carrive where thofe 
Great fpirits fought, and jult when Oramont 
Had left the feld, in fear that he had kill’d 
His friend, there I beheld the conquer’d 
Amadore geafping his Mother Earth, 

And fencelefs with the lofs of Blood; whilft 
Straight by the difcovery of afew, atide 
Of people rufhing in, they carry’d him 
For dead unto my Garden-houfe that ftood 
Upon the River fide, it being luckily 

The next adjacent dwelling ro that place. 

Sal. 1 hope this will proceed from wonder 

into joy. 

Aler. Your hope, Sir, will be fatisfied, 

For with this violence of motion, [ 
Difcover’d life, and by fome skilful help 
Retriev’d his wandring fences, tillhe got 

The power to fpeak ; but they were words 
OF ragz, moft ftrangely vex’d : As foonas he 
Had ftrength to know chat he was overcome, 
And when with all religious force we had 
Perfwaded him not to difdain his cure, 

There being no impediment, but lofs of blood, | 
He was a while content, but did enjoyn 

Me to conceal his {trange return to life. 

Thr. What might thatimpotition mean ? 

Aley, Vcannot guefs, unlefs in melancholly 
Sence of that difgrace, he did refolve 
Perpetually to hide himfelf from men. 

Thor. Af Oramont had mifs’d his pardon, 
You would have been fo good natur d 
(Aleran) have mock'd the Law, by fhewing 
Amadore alive. 

Aler. Yntroth, think. I fhould, nor will 
I more obey his fond injunction now. 


Enter Amadore in a might Gown, 


For he’ll relapfe again for want of company ; 
Look there,this fhady walk contents hina much. 
Thor. It will be happy news for Oramont. 

Sal, *Tislike ere this, h’has heard itfrom 
the Queen. 
Amad. Sit, you have fail’d my truft. 
_Aler. What I have done, my care and 
Reafon will excufe ; for fuch a folitude as this 


Would nourith your difeafe. 
Thefe (Sir) whom I prefume to make your 


Vilitants, are my choice ttiends, that hold 


Your vertue and your honor ina high regard, 

Amad,. Though I’m concern’ i'th’ injury 
Yet you have moit abus’d thefe Gentlemen: 
Why have you made the valiant lofe their 
Time fo much to vific me, that by the falfnefs 
Of my courage was fubdu'd, when 1 was 
Grae’d with fach a noble Caufe, 

Thor, Thiswas your Fortunes weaknefs 

(Sir) not yours, 
Sal. And you would grow unjuft unto your 


| Self, to own the error of your fate. 


Amad. Forwne and Fate are meerly names 
For were they real pow’rs, they’Id not indure . 
That fools fhould prove them guilty of our ids, 

Sal. Your paftion makes you fubjee co 

miftake. 

Amad. ’Visa fad truth, and no micke of 
Rage, if every Star were guilty of chofe crimes, 
Of which fo fev’rally they've beenaccus’d 
By ch’long continu’d race of Erring men 
They would have loft their burifel influence 
Ere this, for the iupream jutt power would 
Then negle& them. 


Enter Oramont, Aleran Steps to whifper him. 


Ora. Sir, Heaven will foon reward your 
Noble care, thofe joys you would deliver me, 
The Queen already hath reveal’d. 

Aler. * were fic you fhould delay your 
Vilit Sir, I fear ’twill mach diftemper him ! 

Ora. Truft my difcretion, and difmifs your 

Friends, 
Exeunt allbut Oramont and Amadore, 

Amad. My enemy! If Ihad any fence 
Of fhame, I fhould believe it now as much 
Immodelty to live, asit was bafe 
Before to be fubdu’d. 

Ora. Renowned Amadore ! 

Whom, if not my merit, yet my intire 
Affection amit call friend, Know, not by me, 
But by unlucky deftiny,, thou were 
Subdu’d; fo deftiny becime your enemy 
Not Orament. 

Amad. A fecond curfe is come upon me, 
Ere the firftis gone! Wilt thou deprive me 
Of revenge, by courteous falfe denials of 
Thy act, expofe me to repair my honor 
Ona high myfterious power, that we onely 
Know by words, let me be hidden in a Grave { 

Ora. Thefe fad complaints become you 

not. 

Amad. Why do you fcorn me Sir? And 
When my honor’s lott, fo vainly thift me off, 
Thys to repair’t upon immortal things ? 

Why am | fool’d, by telling me, 1’m overcome 
By fome ftrange influence above? For in 
Difdain, you’ldbid me go and fight with 
Heaven now. 

Ore. 
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Ora. Your yalor, Sir, 1s misinform’d, and 
Your opinion weakly nice, co think the 
Conquer’d lofe their honor with their fwords, 
Thenoble fonsof Pompey kept their honor | 
When they loit the fpacious World, and will | 
Continue ftillas dear to Fame, as lucky Cefar 
That prevail’d.they gain’d by being overcome. 
For thofe thacdie, getinftane immortality, 
Whuilit victors that farvive retard’d that 
Hippinefs which early dying, doth with 
Greater fafery meet, becaule with fewer crimes, 
Amad Youcomeco tell me, that I fhould 
have dy’d 
Ora. Your anger fill perverts my words, 
Amad. Thefe are but v.in fophitick toys, 
Tf thou artreal Oramint, and halt fone touch 
© pitty left, Deprive me norof that 
Renown, which fuch a noble caufe might gain 
Me, if ’twere manae’d with a profperous arm. 
Ora. 1 underltand nor, what you would 
command, 
Amad. Be kindand gentle, as thou ever 
Wert, and fight withme agin, 
Ora. Not for the wealth of both the Zrdies, 
Or all the treafure that the Sea doth hide ! 
J amreclaim’d, and with true inward grief, 
Repeat my jealous thoughts, 
Amad. What will become of me ? 
My honor’s lolt, and now] wanta caufe 
That juflly might fuffice me to redeem’t? 
Be courteous yet | Could it be ever faid 
Of Amadore, thathe deny’d one, whom 
He fiil’d his friend, ch imployment of his 
Sword, when’s repaczcion was diltrefs'd, 
The canfe will yet ftand good enough, 
Since I’m not bound fo quickly to believe 
Your jealoufiesrre by your penitence abfolv’d. 
Ora. Youmake a wonderful requeft | 
Recire a while within ! Till can fecrecly 
Provide to fatisfie your will. 
Amad fil Biefiings, but this vidory be 
thine. Exennt feverally. 


Enter Oramont and Eumena. 


Ora. To fay (Eumena) that my jealoufie 
Sprung from my Love, and Rumor give 
Tt growth, were fuch fond circumftance, 

As boch the Queen, and your Grave Confeffor 
Already have con‘ured with fevere 

Rebukes: Thy cauflefs fuffrings have rais:d 
‘Thee to the dignicy of Saints: Thus low 

I bow for my offence, which (fince fo great) 
If chou forgiv'tt, it would be ftil’d thy miracle, 
Put that fach wondrous mercy is the molt 
Familiar cultom of thy vertue, 

Eure. (caulk receive thee Ovament with 
Tears, although thy happy news of Amadore’s 
Returnto life, might well command my joys 
J appear ina lefs doubtful fhape. 

Ora. Youhave been told the temper of 
His foul, reftore him by the foft 
Perfwalions of yourlove. Where are you Sir ? 


Enter Amadore, 


Amad. Eumena too! Js the great hope of 
Our brave Fierce encounter turn’d to this! 
Cruel and falfe ! Doft thou prefent the obje@ 
To my view, that will revert mine eyes, uatil 
{hey look upon my inward, hidden fhame 2 

Eume, Y’atetoo fufpitious (valiant 
Amadire) of the condition of your Fame, 
Which fince fo precious unto all, you ne’er 


+ Canlofe what others wich fuch care preferve. 


My caufe wasdignifi'd in your attempt ; and 
Though the nobleft humane enterprife is {vill 
Uncertain of foccefs, yet brave atcemots 
Getth’eftimation of molt profp’rous deeds. 

Amad, A\\ that is good, the il! within me, 
Straight inverts to contrary effects ; that which 
Would render life to Plants and Scones, doth 
Strike me dead; for I full now be kil’d, 
Even wich the mutick of her voice. 

Eume, Make me not {till unhappy. 

Amad. NoLady, I would have you keep 
Your kind compatiion for a nobler ufe, then 
Thus to waite itupon me, though I did want 


| The vigor to defend the jultice of yourcanfe, 


And could notbe victorious then ;_ yet you 
Shall find I can fubdue my greateft hopes, 
Even thofe that aim’d at you. Beit, 
Ora. Eumena, follow him! unlefs thy love 
Can for immediate refcue, force a paffage to 
His heart, he ftraight will ruine it. 
Eume, O,whata change ishere! You 
That before fet guards ypon my modefty, 
Now think ic fit the wooer fhould be 


Couried by the woo’d. Exeunt. 


Exter King, Queen, Radegond, Phylenio, 
und Attendants, 


King. Proclaim a lafting joy to all that love, 
Or are belov’d! Send ’em a bounteous fhare 
Of mine, I have enough to furnith either fex. 
Lam folight that [could tread on growing 
Flowers, and never bend their ftalks. 

Queen. My joy is fuch, that till this hour 
Inever felt the like! And therefore Sir, you 
Needs muft guefs itis deriv’d from yours, 

King. Thy conftant Vertue hath fo 
Vanquifh’d me, that all my rath Rebellious 
Flames grow pale and fickly now. Near ev'ry 
Beam thine eyes moft carelefly do fhed 
Tapers before the Sun at Noon, look 
Not fo alter’d and eclips’d, 

Queen, Who is it, that will doubt 
The care of Heaven? Or think ch’immortal 
Pow’rsare flow, becaufe they take the 
Priviledge to chufe their owntime, when they 
Will fend their dleffings down. 

King. Callall the Court, that they may 
Celebrate this miracle of love! And call 
Eumena too, that fhe may know how much 


Her wifhes, and her Prayers for the Queen 


Have 


The Fair Favorite. 


H avebeen obferv’d above, I mutt believe 
They were devout, they have fo well prevail’d., 


Enter { horelio, Saladine, Aleran, 


Radeg. Look Sir! Your joys are foon 
difpers’d. 
Phyle, Your voice is kingly too; for ’tis 
As foon obey’d, as it is heard, 
King. Do homage to your Queen ; 
Notas fhe fhares the titles of my Crown, 
But the Prerogatives of Love, whofe 
Everlafting Throne is in my Brett. 
Aley. Our gladnefs fhall appear in Tri- 
umphs, Sir! 
Sal. Such as the envious too fhall come to 
See, delighted with the glory, though they 
Want the Vertue to affedt the Caufe. 


Enter Oramont, Amadore, Eumena. 


Thor. This Czpid’s a ftrange fantaftick 
Young Monfieur, 

King. What Magick fhowis this? Brave 
Amadore alive again? 

‘Queen. Whave kept a {tory for you Sir, 
That will contribute to your wonder and your 
Joy ; referve it for the triumphs of this night. 

Eume: Sit, to prolong a precious life, that 
Hath been fav’d by miracle, I was conftrain’d 
A little to difpence with bafhfulnefs, 

And wooa valiant lover to woo me. 

Kings Were not my heart refolv’d Eumena 
To be ftill delighted here, where juftly I 
Amtaught to pay a mighty debt, long due 
For true affection, and her patient loyalcy, 


he 


II 


I fhould hear this as a fad Tragick tale; 
But now, my kinder wifh fallon you both, 

Eume. The ftrange continuance of your 
Vertuous love, my prayers and obedience, 
Shallrequite, at firlt Edurft no: welcome ic, 
More then with civil kindnefs and regard, 
Since there was no proportion “tween my 
Fortunes anda King , but when it grewto 
Paflionate excefs, the Piety of your fair 
Queen, made me forbear t’ufurp her interft, 

King. *Twas fit thy goodnefs fhould receive 
Rewards from thy own choice. Now Oramont, 
Your cauflefs jealoutie will ceafe, and yours 
(Brave rival) Tam fure will ne’er begin. 

Ora, Let me receive your pardon, Si r, 
Ina forgetfulnefs of my fond crime. 

Amad. \'\l beg it for him, Sir, as fervently 
As lemplore your favors on my felf, 

Your fifter fhall be taught co chide you 
Oramont, though T’ll no more lament your 
Vidory, fince lhave gain’d my honors 
Hope in her. 

Queen. Be not dejected Oramont, your care 
Of me ! fhall requite , there’s no choice, 
Your noble love can make in Jea/y, but I 
Will woo her to become your Bride. 

Ora. Madam, the War muft be my Miftrefe 
Now, along hard pennance I'll endure, 

Till Ican expiate my fins of jealoufie. 

‘King. Lead on (my Lords) that we may 
Straight prepare to celebrate Exmena’s 
Nuptial Rites, mine now will be 
But happily renew’d 
This day, fucceeding Lovers fhall prefer 
To be the cheif in Loves new Kalender. 

Exeunt, 
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